ru 


.ru 


VICTORIA  UNIVERSITY  LIBRARY 


SHELF  NUMBER 


\  STUDIA    IN 


SOURCE: 


From  the  Library  of 
Dr.  F.   Louis  Barber 


<7 


£uxr 


THE 

CHRISTMAS    BOOKS 

OF 

MR.  M.  A.  TITMARSH 

flnlume  Hi 


BY 
WILLIAM    MAKEPEACE   THACKERAV 


National  Hibrarg   Cnmjtang 
Nrm  fork 


on  if 

UMITF.D  TO  ONE  THOUSAND  SETS 

JAN  1  o   : 


CONTENTS. 


CHRISTMAS    STORIES. 


Mrs.  Perkins's  Ball     ..............  1 

On*  Street     ..................  29 

Dr.  Birch  and  his  Young  Friends  ...........  6^ 

The  Kickleburys  on  the  Rhine       ......     .....  87 

Tim  Rose  and  the  Ring;  or,  The  History  of  Priuce  Giglic  and 

Prince  Bulbo.                          ............  147 


BALLADS. 

The  Chronicle  of  the  Drum.     Part    1 249 

Part  II 252 

Abd-el-Kader  at  Toulon ;  or,  The  Caged  Hawk 256 

.  he  K  ii >£  of  Brentford's  Testament 257 

Tln>  NYhit.i  Squall 260 

Peg  of  Limavaddy 262 

May-Day  Ode 263 

The  Ballad  of  Bouillabaisse 265 

The  Mahogany  Tree 266 

The  Yankee  Volunteers 267 

The  Pen  and  the  Album 268 

Mrs.  Kutherine's  LanUrn 269 

I  Birthday 270 


CONTENTS. 

PAOB 

The  Cane-Bottom'd  Chair 27° 

Piscator  and  Piscatrix          271 

The  Rose  upon  my  Balcony 272 

Ronsard  to  his  Mistress * 272 

At  the  Church  Gate 273 

The  Age  of  Wisdom 273 

Sorrows  of  Werther 274 

A  Doe  in  the  City 274 

The  Last  of  May 27± 

"  Ah,  Bleak  and  Barren  was  the  Moor  "     ........  275 

Song  of  the  Violet 27& 

Fairy  Days 275 

Pocahontas '.276 

From  Pocahontas 276 

LOVE-SONGS  MADE  EASY:  — 

What  makes  my  Heart  to  Thrill  and  Glow? 277 

The  Ghazul,  or,  Oriental  Love-Song:  — 

The  Rocks • 278 

The  Merry  Bard 278 

The  Caique ,     .  278 

My  Nora 279 

To  Mary 279 

Serenade 280 

The  Minaret  Bells »     ....  280 

Come  to  the  Greenwood  Tree *     ...  280 

FIVE  GERMAN  DITTIES:  — 

A  Tragic  Story 281 

TheChaplet 281 

The  King  on  the  Tower 282 

On  a  very  Old  Woman ,     .     .  282 

A  Credo .282 


CONTENTS. 

FOUR  IMITATIONS  OF  B£RANGER:  — 

Le  Roi  d'Yvetot 284 

The  King  of  Y vetot 284 

The  King  of  lireutford 285 

L«  Grenier 286 

The  Garret 28« 

Roger  Bontemps 287 

Jolly  Jack 288 


IMITATION  OF  HORACE:  — 

To  his  Serving  Boy 289 

AdMinistram 289 


OLD  FRIENDS  WITH  NEW  FACEg:  — 

The  Knightly  Guerdon 290 

The  Almack's  Adieu 291 

When  the  Gloom  is  on  the  Glen 291 

The  Red  Flag 291 

Pear  Jack 292 

Commanders  of  the  Faithful 292 

When  Moonlike  ore  the  Hazure  Seas 292 

King  Canute 292 

Friar's  Song 294 

AtraCura   ....  ,295 

Requiescat 295 

Lines  upon  my  Sister's  Portrait 295 

The  Legend  of  St.  Sophia  of  Kioff 297 

Titmarsh's  Carmen  Lilliense 808 

The  Willow-Tree 809 

The  Willow- Tree  (another  version) 110 


CONTENTS. 

LYRA  HIBERNICA:  — 

The  Pimlico  PaviUon 812 

The  Crystal  Palace 313 

Molony's  Lament 315 

Mr.  Molony's  Account  of  the  Ball  given  to  the  Nepaulese 

Ambassador  by  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company      .  316 

The  Battle  of  Limerick 317 

Larry  O'Toole 319 

The  Rose  of  Flora 819 

The  Last  Irish  Grievance 320 

THE  BALLADS  OF  POLICEMAN  X. :  — 

The  Wofle  New  Ballad  of  Jane  Roney  and  Mary  Brown  .     .  321 

The  Three  Christmas  Waits 322 

Lines  ou  a  Late  Hospicious  Ewent 324 

The  Ballad  of  Eliza  Davis 325 

Damages,  Two  Hundred  Pounds 327 

The  Knight  and  the  Lady 328 

Jacob  Horanium's  Hoss 330 

The  Speculators 331 

A  Woeful  New  Ballad  of  the  Protestant  Conspiracy  to  take 

the  Pope's  Life 332 

The  Lamentable  Ballad  of  the  Foundling  of  Shoreditch  .     .  333 

The  Organ  Boy's  Appeal 336 

Little  Billee ; 337 

The  End  of  the  Play 338 

Vtnitat  Vanitatum ,     .    •  •  .  839 


LIST  OF  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


THE  CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

•§• 

THE  FASCINATING  FKENCIIMAN Frontispiece 

MR.  FREDERICK.  MINCHIN 0 

Miss  JOY,  MB.  AND  Mas.  JOY,  MB.  BOTTEB      ....  17 

GEORGE  GRDNDSELL 26 

TUB  MULLIGAN  AND  MR.  PERKINS 28 

\VllY    OUR    NURSKMAIDS    LIKE    KENSINGTON    GARDENS        .  42 

CHARGE  OP  NOIRBURG 134 

11.  R   II.,  THE  PRINCE  OP  GRIM  TABTART 182 

THE   RIVALS 190 

ANGELICA  ARRIVES  JUST  IN  TIME 201 

To  ARMS  ! 220 

PRINOE  GIGLIO'S  SPEECH  TO  THE  ARMT 221 

POOR  BULBO  IS  ORDERED  FOR  EXECUTION 228 

THE  TERRIFIC  COMBAT  BETWEEN  KING  GIGLIO  AND  KING 

PADELLA 236 

MADAM  GRUFPANUFP  FINDS  A  HUSBAND  .                       ,  245 


THE  GREAT  HOGGARTY   DIAMOND. 

Tin    ROSOLIO 4 

A    MI.ACK.  SHEEP 11 

A  CORONET,  KY  JINGO! 18 

Mil.    R(H  M>HK\n    LOOKS   OUT    OF    WlNDOW 30 

MR.  BROUGH'S  BALL  36 


MRS.  PERKINS'S  BALL. 


MRS.  PERKINS'S  BALL. 


T/r/  MULLIGAN  (OF  BALLYMULLIGAN),  AND  HOW 
WE  WENT  TO  MRS.  PERKINS'S  BALL. 

I  PO  not  know  where  Ballymulligan  is.  :m<l  never  knew  any- 
body who  did.  Once  I  asked  tin-  Mulligan  tin-  question,  when 
(hat  chieftain  assumed  a  look  < it'  dignity  so  ferocious,  and  spokft 
of  -  Saxon  curiawsitee"  in  a  tone  of  such  evident  displeasure, 
that,  as  after  all  it  can  matter  very  little  to  me  whereabouts 
lies  the  Celtic  principality  in  question,  I  have  never  pressed  the 
inquiry  any  farther. 

I  don't  know  even  the  Mulligan's  town  residence.  One 
night,  as  he  bade  us  adieu  in  Oxford  Street,  —  "I  live  there," 
says  he,  pointing  flown  towards  Oxbridge,  with  the  big  stick  he 
carries:  —  so  his  abode  is  in  that  direction  at  any  rate.  He 
has  his  letters  addressed  to  several  of  his  friends'  houses,  and 
Ins  parcels,  &c.  are  left  for  him  at  various  taverns  which  he 
frequents.  That  pair  of  checked  trousers,  in  which  you  see 
him  attired,  he  did  me  the  favor  of  ordering  from  my  own 
tailor,  who  is  quite  as  anxious  as  anybody  to  know  the  address 
<>f  the  wearer.  In  like  manner  my  hatter  a<kcd  me,  "  Oo  was 
the  Hirish  gent  as 'ad  ordered  four 'ats  and  a  sable  boar  to  be  M-nt 
to  my  lodgings?"  As  I  did  not  know  (however  1  might  p 
the  articles  have  never  been  sent,  and  the  Mulligan  has  with- 
drawn his  custom  from  the  "  infernal  four-and-nine-pcnnv 
scoundthrel."  as  he  calls  him.  The  hatter  lias  not  shut  up  shop 
in  consccjiience. 

1  became  acquainted  with  the  Mulligan  through  a  distin- 
guished eountrvman  of  his.  \\!n».  -haii'jv  to  sav.  did  not  know 
the  chieftain  himself,  lint  dining  \\iih  my  friend  Fred  Clancy, 
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of  the  Irish  bar,  at  Greenwich,  the  Mulligan  came  up,  "  inthro 
i  "  himself  to  Clancy  as  he  said,  claimed  relationship  witii 
him  on  the  side  of  Brian  Boroo,  and  drawing  his  chair  to  our 
table,  quickly  became  intimate  with  us.  He  took  a  great  liking 
to  me,  was  good  enough  to  find  out  my  address  and  pay  me  a 
linoe  \\liidi  period  often  and  often  on  coming  to  breakfast 
in  the  morning  I  have  found  him  in  my  sitting-room  on  the  sofa 
engaged  with  the  rolls  and  morning  papers :  and  many  a  time, 
on  reluming  home  at  night  for  an  evening's  quiet  reading,  I 
h.m-  discovered  this  honest  fellow  in  the  arm-chair  before  the 
fire,  perfuming  the  apartment  with  my  cigars  and  trying  the 
quality  of  such  liquors  as  might  be  found  on  the  sideboard. 
The  way  in  which  he  pokes  fun  at  Betsy,  the  maid  of  the  lodg- 
ings, is  prodigious.  She  begins  to  laugh  whenever  he  comes  ; 
if  he  calls  her  a  duck,  a  divvle,  a  darliu',  it  is  all  one.  He  is 
just  as  much  a  master  of  the  premises  as  the  individual  who 
rents  them  at  fifteen  shillings  a  week  ;  and  as  for  handkerchiefs, 
shirt-collars,  and  the  like  articles  of  fugitive  haberdasher}*,  the 
loss  since  I  have  known  him  is  unaccountable.  I  suspect  he  is 
like  the  cat  in  some  houses  :  for,  suppose  the  whiskey,  the  cigars, 
the  sugar,  the  tea-caddy,  the  pickles,  and  other  groceries  disap- 
pear, all  is  laid  upon  that  edax-rerum  of  a  Mulligan. 

The  greatest  offence  that  can  be  offered  to  him  is  to  call 
him  Mr.  Mulligan.  ''Would  you  deprive  me,  sir,"  says  he, 
u  of  the  title  which  was  bawrun  be  me  princelee  ancestors  in 
a  hundred  thousand  battles?  In  our  own  green  valleys  and 
fawrests,  in  the  American  savannahs,  in  the  sierras  of  Speen 
and  the  flats  of  Flandthers,  the  Saxon  has  quailed  before  me 
war-cry  of  MULLIGAN  ABOO  !  Mr.  Mulligan  !  I'll  pitch  an}*- 
body  out  of  the  window  who  calls  me  Mr.  Mulligan."  He  said 
this,  and  uttered  the  slogan  of  the  Mulligans  with  a  shriek  so 
terrific,  that  my  uncle  (the  Rev.  W.  Gruels,  of  the  Independent 
irregation,  Bungay),  who  had  happened  to  address  him  in 
the  above  obnoxious  manner,  while  sitting  at  my  apartments 
drinking  tea  after  the  May  meetings,  instantty  quitted  the 
room,  and  has  never  taken  the  least  notice  of  me  since,  except 
to  state  to  the  rest  of  the  family  that  I  am  doomed  irrevocably 
to  perdition. 

Well,  one  day  last  season,  I  had  received  from  my  kind  and 
most  estimable  friend,  Mrs.  PERKINS  OF  POCKLINGTON  SQUARE 
(to  whose  amiable  family  I  have  had  the  honor  of  giving  lessons 
In  drawing,  French,  and  the  German  flute),  an  invitation  couched 
In  the  usual  terms,  on  satin  gilt-edged  note-paper,  to  her  evening- 
party  ;  or,  as  T  call  it,  "  Ball.* 
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Besides  tin*  engravod  imtr  sent  t<>  all  her  fricndH,  my  kind 
patronrss  h:i<l  addressed  me  privat'-l\   ;(>  folli»\\>  :  - 

"  M  V   l-K  \i:  Mi:    Ti  I  M  u:»H.  —  II    \  <>u  know  ;i<  \  ounf?  man. 

him.      You  <>•  nti<-m-  n   lo\t-   your  r/u/< 


we  tfivi-   y.ni    leave  to  lirin^  him.      You  <>•  nti<-m-  n   lo\t-   your  r/u/<.v  so 
now,  HIK!   rare  M>  litth-  tor  <l<in<-m</,  that  it  i>  n  ally  (juiti-  "  Ktuufal.     Coine 
*-;irly,  ami  In-fore  >  r,,  ylwdy,  and  give  us   the   IK  -in-lit   of  all  your  taste  aii'I 
continental  skill. 

"  Your  |b 

MM.V  PERKINS." 

"Whom  shall  I  bring?"  mused  I.  highly  flattered  by  thi* 
mark  of  confidence  ;  and  1  thought  <.!'  \\n\t  Tripprtt  :  and'  littl«- 
Fred  Spring,  ol'tlic  Navy  1'ay  <)lli<v:  Hnlker,  wlm  is  I'idi.  and 
I  knew  took  lessons  in  Paris  ;  and  a  liali'-M-mv  of  ulher  burla-lor 
i'riends,  who  mi^ht  be  eousiden-d  a-  r./i/r/n/i/j/c  —  win  n  I  wa> 
roiist-d  from  my  meditation  by  the  sla[>  of  a  hand  on  my 
shoulder;  and  luoking  up,  then-  was  the  Mulligan,  who  began, 
as  usual,  reading  tin-  papri's  on  my  <i 

'•  II\vhat,'stliisr"sa\s  In-.  ••  \\ho\s  Perkins?  Is  it  a  supper- 
ball,  or  only  a  t  ay-ball?" 

"The  IVrkiiiM-s  of  I'orklinirton  S<juare,  Mulliiran,  are  tip- 
top people."  says  I,  \vitliatom-nf  dignity.  ".Mr.  1'ei'kin-  > 
Bister  is  married  t->  a  baronet.  Sir  (iih-s  JJacon,  of  Hogwash, 
Norfolk.  Mr.  Perkins's  unrle  was  Lord  Mayor  <>f  London  ;  and 
he  was  himself  in  Parliament,  and  nitty  Ii>-  again  any  day.  Tin- 
family  are  m\  mo>t  particular  friends.  A  tay-ball  indeed  ! 
why,  (iunter  ..."  Here  1  stopped:  I  felt  I  was  committing 
myseir. 

u  (iunter  !  "  >ay>  tlie  Mulligan,  with  another  confounded  slap 
on  the  shoulder.  ••  Don't  say  another  word  :  PU  go  widg  3*ou, 
my  boy." 

"  Y»t,  go,  Mulli-anr"  suys  I:  "why,  really  —  I  —  it's  not 
m}*  party." 

"  Your  hwhawt  ?  hwhat's  this  letter?  a'n't  I  an  eligible  young 
man?  —  Is  the  descendant  of  a  thousand  kings  unfit  company 
fora  miserable  tallow-chandthlerniiL-  cockney?  Are  ye  joking 
wid  me?  for,  let  me  tell  ye.  1  do  n't  like  them  jokes.  D'ye  sup- 
I'm  not  as  well  bawrun  and  bred  as  yourself,  or  any  Saxon 
friend  ye  ever  had  ?  " 

"I  never  said  you  weren't.  Mulligan."  says  I. 

"  Ye  don't  mean  seriou>lv  that  a  Mulligan  is  not  fit  company 
for  a  Perkins?" 

"  My  dear  fellow,  how  could  yon  think  I  could  so  far  insult 
you  ?  "  says  I.  '•  Well,  then,  "  says  he,  k  •  that's  a  matter  settled, 
*nd  we  go." 
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What  the  deuce  was  I  to  do?  I  wrote  to  Mrs.  Perkins; 
and  that  kind  lady  replied,  that  she  would  receive  the  Mulli- 
gan, or  any  other  of  ray  friends,  with  the  greatest  cordiality. 
"Fancy  a  party,  all  Mulligans!"  thought  I,  with  a  secret 
terror. 


MR.   AND  MRS.   PERKINS,  THEIR  HOUSE,   AND 
THEIR  YOUNG   PEOPLE. 

FOLLOWING  Mrs.  Perkins's  orders,  the  present  writer  made 
his  appearance  very  early  at  Pocklington  Square:  where  the 
tastiness  of  all  the  decorations  elicited  my  warmest  admiration. 
Supper  of  course  was  in  the  dining-room,  superbly  arranged  by 
Messrs.  Grigs  and  Spooner,  the  confectioners  of  the  neighbor- 
hood. I  assisted  my  respected  friend  Mr.  Perkins  and  his 
butler  in  decanting  the  sherry,  and  saw,  not  without  satisfac- 
tion, a  large  bath  for  wine  under  the  sideboard,  in  which  were 
already  placed  very  many  bottles  of  champagne. 

The  BACK  DINING-ROOM,  Mr.  P.'s  study  (where  the  vener 
able  man  goes  to  sleep  after  dinner),  was  arranged  on  this 
occasion  as  a  tea-room,  Mrs.  Flouncey  (Miss  Fanny's  maid) 
officiating  in  a  cap  and  pink  ribbons,  which  became  her  ex~ 
ceedingly.  Long,  long  before  the  arrival  of  the  company,  I 
remarked  Master  Thomas  Perkins  and  Master  Giles  Bacon,  his 
cousin  (son  of  Sir  Giles  Bacon,  Bart.),  in  this  apartment,  busy 
among  the  macaroons. 

Mr.  Gregory  the  butler,  besides  John  the  footman  and  Sir 
Giles's  large  man  in  the  Bacon  livery,  and  honest  Grundsell, 
carpet-beater  and  green-grocer,  of  Little  Pocklington  Buildings, 
had  at  least  half  a  dozen  of  aides-de-camp  in  black  with  white 
neck-cloths,  like  doctors  of  divinity. 

The  BACK  DRAWING-ROOM  door  on  the  landing  being  taken 
off  the  hinges  (and  placed  up  stairs  under  Mr.  Perkins's  bed), 
the  orifice  was  covered  with  muslin,  and  festooned  with  elegant 
wreaths  of  flowers.  This  was  the  Dancing  Saloon.  A  linen 
was  spread  over  the  carpet;  and  a  band  —  consisting  of  Mr. 
Clapperton,  piano,  Mr.  Pinch,  harp,  and  Herr  Spoff,  cornet- 
a-piston  —  arrived  at  a  pretty  earl}'  hour,  and  were  accommo 
dated  with  some  comfortable  negus  in  the  tea-room,  previous 
to  the  commencement  of  their  delightful  labors.  The  boudoir 
to  the  left  was  fitted  up  as  a  card-room;  the  drawing-room 
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\v:is  of  COUrSC  for  till'  reception  of  tllf  company, the  chande- 
liers Miid  yellow  damask  being  displayed  this  night  in  all  their 
splendor;  and  tin-  charmim:  conservatory  DMT  tin-  landing 
\\as  ornamented  by  a  few  moon-like  lamps,  and  tin-  |J.. 
arranged  so  that  it  had  the  appearance  «>!'  a  fairy  bower.  And 
Mi—  Pcrkin-  (a-  I  took  t  In-  liberty  •  >f  -tat  inn'  to  her  111:1111111:1 ) 
looked  like  the  fairy  •>('  that  bower.  If  is  thK  young  ereat ure's 
first  year  in  pnllic  lift':  she  has  lieen  edueated.  regardless  of 
expense,  at  Hammersmith:  and  a  Dimple  white  muslin  dreflfl 
and  blue  eeinture  set  <>tl'  charm-  of  \\hieli  I  beg  to  speak  with 
respectful  admiration. 

My  distinguished  friend  the  Mulligan  of  Ballymulligan  was 
Lrood  enough  to  coiiie  the  very  first  of  the  party.  By  the  way, 
how  awkward  it  is  to  he  the  first  of  the  party!  and  yet  you 
know  somebody  must  ;  but  for  my  part,  being  timid.  I  always 
wait  at  the  corner  of  the  street  in  the  cab,  and  watch  until 
some  other  carriage  comes  up. 

Well,  as  we  were  arrangiiiLT  tl"'  sherry  in  the  decant*  i- 
down  the  snpper-tabh  s,  my  friend  arrived:  "Hwhares  me 
friend  Mr.  Tit  marsh?"  I  heard  him  bawling  out  to  Gregory 
in  the  passage,  and  presently  he  rushed  into  the  supper-room, 
where  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Perkins  and  myself  were,  and  as  the 
waiter  was  announcing  "Mr.  Mulligan,"  "TIIK  Mulligan 
of  liallyiuulligan.  y  blackguard!"  roared  he,  and  stalked 
into  the  apartment,  ••  ap(.logoi/ing."  as  he  said,  for  introducing 
himself. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Perkins  did  not  perhaps  wish  to  be  seen  in 
this  room,  which  wa^  for  the  present  only  lighted  by  a  couple 
of  candles;  but  //'  \\as  not  at  all  abashed  by  the  circumstance, 
and  grasping  them  both  warmly  by  the  hands,  he  instantly 
made  himself  at  home.  "  As  friends  of  my  dear  and  talented 
friend  Mick,"  so  he  is  pleased  to  call  me.  M  I'm  deloighte.i. 
madam,  to  be  made  known  to  ye.  Don't  consider  me  in  the 
light  of  a  mere  acquaintance!  As  for  you.  my  dear  madam, 
you  put  me  so  much  in  moind  of  my  own  blessed  mother.  no\\ 
resoiding  at  liallymulligan  Castle,  that  I  begin  to  love  ye  at 
first  soight."  At  which  speech  Mr.  Perkins  getting  rather 
alarmed,  asked  the  Mulligan  whether  he  would  take  some 
wine,  or  go  up  stairs. 

••  Faix."  Bays  Mulligan  "it's  never  too  soon  for  good 
dhrink."  And  (although  he  smelt  very  much  of  whiske\ 
already)  he  drank  a  tumbler  of  wine  "to  the  improvement 
of  an  acqueenteuce  which  comininces  in  a  manner  so  de* 
Joightftil." 
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u  Lot's  go  up  stairs,  Mulligan,"  says  I,  and  led  tho  noble 
Irishman  ;•>  the  upper  apartments,  which  were  in  a  profound 
gi.«>m.  O.e  candles  not  hcing  yet  illtuninated,  and  where  we 
surprised  Miss  Fanny,  seated  in  the  twilight  at  the  piano, 
timidlv  trying  the  tunes  of  the  polka  which  she  danced  so 
ly  that  evening.  She  did  not  perceive  the  stranger 
nt  first;  but  how  she  started  when  the  Mulligan  loomed 
upon  her. 

M  II<  avenlee  enchanthress ! "  says  Mulligan,  "don't  floy  at 
tlio  approach  of  the  humblest  of  your  sleeves  !  Reshewm  your 
pirece  at  that  insthniment,  which  weeps  harmonious,  or  snioils 
melojious.  as  y«»u  charruiu  it!  Are  you  acqueented  with  the 
(  Uriah  Melodies?  Can  ye  play,  4  Who  fears  to  talk  of  Nointy- 
eiizht?'  the  4Shan  Van  Voght?'  or  the  'Dirge  of  Ollam 
Fodhlah?'" 

"Who's  this  mad  chap  that  Titmarsh  has  brought?'*  I 
heard  Master  Bacon  exclaim  to  Master  Perkins.  "  Look  !  how 
frightened  Fanny  looks  !  " 

"O  poo!  gals  are  always  frightened,"  Fanny's  brother 
replied;  but  Giles  Bacon,  more  violent,  said,  "I'll  tell  you 
what,  Tom:  if  this  goes  on,  wo  must  pitch  into  him."  And 
so  I  have  no  doubt  they  would,  when  another  thundering 
knock  coming,  (in-gory'  rushed  into  the  room  and  began 
lighting  all  the  candles,  so  as  to  produce  an  amazing  brilliancy, 
Miss  Fanny  sprang  up  and  ran  to  her  mamma,  and  the  young 
gentlemen  slid  down  the  banisters  to  receive  the  company  in 
the  hall. 


EVERYBODY  BEGINS  TO  COME,  BUT  ESPECIALLY 
MR.   MINCHIN. 

"  IT'S  only  me  and  my  sisters,"  Master  Bacon  said  ;  though 

"only"  meant  eight  in  this  instance.      All  the  young  ladies 

I  fresh  cheeks  and  purple  elbows ;  all  had  white  frocks,  with 

hair  more  or  less  auburn  :  and  so  a  party  was  already  made  of 

*  blooming  and  numerous  family,  before  the  rest  of  the  com- 

>egan  to  arrive.     The  three  Miss  Meggots  next  came  in 

fly:  Mr.  Blades  and  his  niece  from  19  in  the  square  : 

Captain  and  Mrs.  Struther,  and  Miss  Struther :  Doctor  Toddy's 

o  daughters  and  their  mamma:  but  where  were  the  o-entle- 

The  Mulligan,  great  and  active  as  he  was,  could  not 
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jv,  *iiee  among  so  many  beauties.  At  last  came  a  bri-k  neat 
!;  -I.-  knock,  ami  looking  into  the  hall.  I  saw  a  gentleman  Inking 
o'i  lii-  doga  there,  whilst  Sir  (liles  I'.acon's  big  footman  was' 

ng  on  willi  rather  a  contemptuous  air. 
••  \Vhat    name   shall    I    enoun<  -   In-,    with  a  wink 

ory  on  tin-  stair. 
The  gtnfctaDao  in  clogs  said,  with  quiet  dignity, — 

MK.    I  Kl.lU.KK   K     MIN<   HIN. 

"Pump  Court,  Temple,"   is   printed  on   his   cards   in  ver\ 
small  type:   and  he  is  :i  rising  I,  ,,f  the  Western  Ciivnit. 

He  is  to  ho.  found  at  home  ol'  mornings:    afterwards  "at  W 
minster. '   as  von  read  on  his  l»a«-k  doer.     "  liinks  and  Minehin'- 
Kepoi-is  '  art-   prol)al»ly  known   to  my  legal  Irii-nds  :   this  i 
Minehin  in  (jiiestion. 

He  is  decidedly  genteel,  and  is  rather  in  request  at  the  1. 
of  the  ,iu. 1-es'  and  Serjeants'  ladies:    fur  in-  dances  irreproacll- 
aMy,  and  goes  out  to  dinner  as  nitieh  as  ever  he  can. 

lie  mostly  dines  at  the  Oxford  and  C  amliridge  Club,  of  which 
yon  can  easily  see  l»y  his  appearance  that  In-  is  a  member;  he 
takes  the  joint  and  his  halt-pint  of  wine,  lor  Minchin  does  every- 
thing tike  a  gentleman.  li«-  i-  ratb*rof«  literary  turn ;  still 
makes  Laiiu  verges  with  .some  neataMS{  and  before  he 
called,  was  remarkably  fond  of  the  (lute. 

When  Mr.  Minchin  goes  out  in  the  evening,  his  clerk  brings 
his  bag  to  the  Club,  to  dre<s  ;  and  if  it  is  at  all  muddy,  he 
turns  n|:  his  trousers,  so  that  he  may  come  in  without  a  speck. 
For  Mich  a  party  as  this,  he  \vill  have  new  gloves;  othei 
iMvderick,  his  clerk,  is  chielly  employed  in  cleaning  them  with 
India-rubber. 

He  has  a  number  of  pleasant  Tories  about  the  Circuit  ami 
the  rniversity,  which  he  tells  with  a  -imper  to  his  neighbor  at 
dinner;  and  has  always  the  last  joki-i.f.Mr.  liaron  Maulc.  lie 
has  a  private  fortune  of  five  thousand  pounds;  he  is  a  dutiful 
son  ;  he  has  a  sister  married,  in  HarKy  Street  ;  and  LadyJanc 
Hanville  has  the  best  opinion  of  him.  and  sa^ys  he  is  a  in^-' 
excellent  and  highly  principled  young  man. 

Her  ladyship  and  (laughter  arrived  just  as  Mr.  Minchin  had 
popped  his  dogs  into  the  umbrella-stand  ;  and  the  rank  of  th:.t 
respected  person,  and  the  dignified  manner  in  which  he  led  lit  r 
up  stairs,  caused  all  sneering  on  the  part  of  the  domestics  to 
disappear. 
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THE  BALL-ROOM  DOOR. 

A  HUNDRED  of  knocks  follow  Frederick  Minchin's :  in  half 
an  hour  Messrs.  Spoff,  Pinch,  and  Clapperton  have  begun 
their  music,  and  Mulligan,  with  one  of  the  Miss  Bacons,  is 
dancing  majestically  in  the  first  quadrille.  My  young  friends 
(i  ili-s  and  Tom  prefer  the  landing-place  to  the  drawing-rooms, 
where  they  stop  all  night,  robbing  the  refreshment- trays  as  they 
come  up  or  down.  Giles  has  eaten  fourteen  ices  :  he  will  have 
a  dreadful  stomach-ache  to-morrow.  Tom  has  eaten  twelve, 
but  he  has  had  four  more  glasses  of  negus  than  Giles.  Grund- 
sell,  the  occasional  waiter,  from  whom  Master  Tom  buys  quan- 
tities of  ginger-beer,  can  of  course  deny  him  nothing.  That 
is  Grundsell,  in  the  tights,  with  the  trajT.  Meanwhile  direct 
your  attention  to  the  three  gentlemen  at  the  door :  they  are 
conversing. 

1st  Gent.  —  Who's  the  man  of  the  house  —  the  bald  man  ? 

2nd  Gent.  —  Of  course.  The  man  of  the  house  is  alwaj's 
bald.  He's  a  stockbroker,  I  believe.  Snooks  brought  me. 

1st  Gent.  —  Have  you  been  to  the  tea-room?  There's  a 
pretty  girl  in  the  tea-room;  blue  eyes,  pink  ribbons,  that  kind 
of  thing. 

2nd  Gent.  —  Who  the  deuce  is  that  girl  with  those  tremen- 
dous shoulders?  Gad  !  I  do  wish  somebody  would  smack  'em. 

3rd  Gent.  —  Sir  —  that  young  lady  is  my  niece,  sir,  —  my 
niece  —  my  name  is  Blades,  sir. 

"2nd  Gent.  —  Well,  Blades  !   smack  your  niece's  shoulders  : 

she  deserves  it,  begad  !  she  does.     Come  in,  Jinks,  present  me 

to  the  Perkinses. — Hullo!  here's  an  old  country  acquaintance 

—  Lady  Bacon,  as  I  live  !  with  all  the  piglings  ;  she  never  goes 

out  without  the  whole  litter.     (Exeunt  1st  and  2nd  Gents.) 
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LADY  BACON,  THE  MISS  BACONS,  MR.  FLAM. 

/,,,,/y  />>.  _  Leonora  !    Maria:   Aim-lia!    here  is  the  gci.il.- 
man  wi-  met  at  sir  John  PurUinirtoii's. 


[The  MISSE.S     .  •  . 

tanei>u*ii/i  tutd  bcyiu  to  smooth  t/tcir  tuckers.] 


Mr.  Flam.  —  Lady  Bacon  !    I  couldn't  be  mistaken  in  youl 
Won't  you  dance,  Lady  Bacon? 

Lady  B.  —  Go  away,  you  droll  creature  ! 


IL' 
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Mr.  Flam.  —  And  these  are  your  ladyship's  seven  lovely 
sisters,  to  judge  from  their  likenesses  to  the  charming  Lady 
Bacon  ? 

Lady  B.  —  My  sisters,  he  !  he  !  my  daughters,  Mr.  Flam,  and 
they  dance,  don't  you,  girls? 

The  Misses  Bacon.  —  O  yes  ! 

Mr.  Flam.  —  Gad  !  how  I  wish  I  was  a  dancing  man  ! 

[Exit  FLAM. 


MR.  LARKINS. 

I  HAVE  not  been  able  to  do  justice  (only  a  Lawrence  could 
do  that)  to  my  respected  friend  Mrs.  Perkins,  in  this  picture  ; 
but  Larkins's  portrait  is  considered  very  like.  Adolphus  Lar- 
kins  has  been  long  connected  with  Mr.  Perkins's  City  establish- 
ment, and  is  asked  to  dine  twice  or  thrice  per  annum.  Even- 
ing-parties are  the 
great  enjoyment  of 
this  simple  youth,  who, 
after  he  has  walked 
from  Kentish  Town 
to  Thames  Street, 
and  passed  twelve 
hours  in  severe  labor 
there,  and  walked 
back  again  to  Kentish 
Town,  finds  no 
greater  pleasure  than 
to  attire  his  lean  per- 
son in  that  elegant 
evening  costume 
which  3'ou  see,  to  walk 
into  town  again,  and 
to  dance  at  an3rbod3"'s 
house  who  will  invite 
him.  Islington,  Pen- 
tonville,  Somers 
Town,  are  the  scenes 
of  many  of  his  ex- 
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ploits  ;  and  I  have  seen  thi>  Lrood-natured  fellow  perform- 
ing tiirure-daiiees  :it  Nutting-hill,  at  :i  house  wlu-re  1  am 
a-hamed  t<>  say  there  \\a-  no  supper,  no  ne^ii-  even  t«»  -peak 
of.  nothing  but  the  bare  merits  of  the  polka  in  wlm-h  Adolphu- 
revei  H-cribe  this  <r«  ntleiuai  's  infatuation  for  dancing, 

let  me  say.  in  a  word,  that  In- will  even  i'ivi|in-nt  I»oarding-hou8e 
hup-,  rather  than  not  <_'o. 

II   •   ii.'is  eluus.   too.    like    MilH'llill  :    but    nobody   lail-jhs  at  //////. 

He  irives  hiniM-ir  no  airs  ;  l>ut  walks  into  a  huiise  \\ith  a  kiiuek 
and  a  de»neanui'  so  Ireinulons  and  hunihle,  tliat  tin*  servanN 
rather  patroni/.e  him.  He  due-  not  speak,  or  ha\'e  any  par- 
ticular opinions,  hut  wlii'ii  tlu-  tune  eoine>,  iM-jjiu^  to  <l 
He  l)leats  out  a  word  or  two  to  hi>  paitnei  duriniz  this  opera- 
tion, seems  ver\  weak  and  sad  during  the  wliule  pi-rfurmance. 
and.  of  course,  is  set  to  dance  with  the  ugliest  women  every- 
where. 

The  <rentlc,  kind   spirit!    when   I   think   of  him    n'mlit  after 
ni.irht.  hopping  and  jiuiriiiir,  and  trudi:;iiL:  off  to  Kentish  Town. 

utly.  through  the  I'o.us.  and  mud.  and  darkness:  I  do  not 
know  whether  1  on^ht  to  admire  him,  because  his  enjoyments 
are  so  simple,  and  hi-  dispositions  so  kindly:  or  laugh  at  him, 

isc  he  draws  his  life  so  exquisitely  mild.  Well,  well,  we 
can't  be  all  roaring  lions  in  this  world  ;  there  must  be  some 
lambs,  and  harmless,  kindly,  ^rcirariuiis  creatures  for  eatinir 
and  sheariiiLi.  Sec!  even  nood-natuivd  Mrs.  Perkins  is  leading 
up  tin-  trembling  Lurkins  to  the  tremendous  Miss  Bunion ! 


MISS  BUNION. 

Tur  roetess.  author  of--  ]  Icartstrm--."  "  The  Deadly  Ni 
shade."  l<  Ta  — ion    Fluwcrs."  .Vc.       Thouuh   her  jtoeni-   breathe 
only  of  love.  Mi-s  H.  has  never  been  married.     She  is  neai 
feet  hiirh  :    she  loves  \valt/.inLl,   beyond  even   \  <\  I  think 

lobster-salad  as  much  as  either.     She  confesses  to  twenty-eight ; 
in  which  case  her  fir-t  volume.  '•  The  <  )rph:m  of  do/o."  (cut  up 
by  Mr.  Ixi^'by.  \\\  the   (Juarffirly.  with  his  usual  kindness,   i 
have  been  published  when  sip-  \\a-  'hive  \eare  old. 

For  a  woman  all  soul,  she  certainly  eats  as  much  as  any 
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woman  I  ever  saw.  The  suffer- 
ings she  has  had  to  endure,  are, 
she  says,  beyond  compare  ;  the 
poems  which  she  writes  breathe 
:i  withering  passion,  a  smould- 
ering despair,  an  agony  of  spirit 
that  would  melt  the  soul  of  a 
drayman,  were  he  to  read  them. 
Well,  it  is  a  comfort  to  see  that 
she  can  dance  of  nights,  and  to 
know  (for  the  habits  of  illustri- 
ous literary  persons  are  always 
worth  knowing)  that  she  eats  a 
hot  mutton-chop  for  breakfast 
every  morning  of  her  blighted 
existence. 

She  lives  in  a  boarding- 
house  at  Brompton,  and  comes 
to  the  party  in  a  tiy. 


MR.   HICKS. 

IT  is  worth  twopence  to  see  Miss  Bunion  and  Poseidon  Hicks, 
the  great  poet,  conversing  with  one  another,  and  to  talk  of  one 
to  the  other  afterwards.  How  they  ha«,e  each  other  !  1  (in  my 
wicked  way)  have  sent  Hicks  almost  raving  mad,  by  praising 
Bunion  to  him  in  confidence ;  and  you  can  drive  Bunion  out  of 
the  room  by  a  few  judicious  panegyrics  of  Hicks. 

Hicks  first  burst  upon  the  astonished  world  with  poems,  in 
the  Byronic  manner:  "The  Death-Shriek,"  "The  Bastard  of 
Lara,"  "The  Atabal,"  "The  Fire-Ship  of  Botzaris,"  and  other 
works.  His  "  Love  Lays,"  in  Mr.  Moore's  early  style,  were  pro- 
nounced to  be  wonderfully  precocious  for  a  young  gentleman 
then  only  thirteen,  and  in  a  commercial  academy,  at  Tooting. 

Subsequently,  this  great  bard  became  less  passionate  and 
more  thoughtful;  and.  at  the  age  of  twenty,  wrote  "  Idiosyn- 
cracy"  (in  forty  books,  4to.)  :  "  Ararat,"  "  a  stupendous  epic," 
as  the  reviews  said;  and  "The  Megatheria,"  "a  magnificent 
contribution  to  our  prc-Adamite  literature,"  according  to  the 
same  authorities.  Not  having  read  these  works,  it  would  ill 
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become  rnc  to  judge  tin-in;  but  I  know  that  poor  Jinizle,  the 
publisher,  alwa\s  attributed  his  iiiM>l\  nicy  to  tin-  latU-r  epic, 
\\liidi  was  magnificently  printed  in  elephant  folio. 

Hicks  has  no\v  taken  u  classical  turn,  and   lias   brought  out 

••  lac- 

Ilepha-stus," 
and  I  dare  say  is  go- 
ing th rough  the  my- 
thology. Hut  I  should 
not  like  to  try  him 
at  u  passage  of  th* 
(livi'k  Di'lcctus,  ;iny 
more  than  twenty 
thousand  others  of  us 
who  have  had  a  "  clas- 
sical education." 

Hicks  was  taken  in 
an  inspired  altilnde, 
regarding  the  chande- 
lic-r,  and  pretending 
he  didn't  know  that 
Mi>s  1'r  t  t  i  IV  r  was 
looking  at  him. 

Her  name  is  Anna 
Maria  (daughter  of 
lliggs  and  1'cttiCer. 
solicitors.  Bedford 
Row)  ;  hut  Hicks 
calls  her  k-  lanthe  " 
in  his  album  verses,  and  is  himself  an  eminent  drys&lter  in  the 
city. 


MISS  MEGGOT. 

POOR  Miss  Meggot  is  not  so  luck}'  as  Miss  Bunion.  No- 
body comes  to  dance  with  her,  though  she  has  a  new  frock  on, 
as  she  calls  it,  and  rather  a  pretty  foot,  which  she  always 
manages  to  stick  out. 

She  is  forty-seven,  the  }-oungest  of  three  sisters,  who  live 
in  a  mouldy  old  house,  near  Middlesex  Hospital,  where  they 
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have  lived  for  I  don't  know 
how  many  score  of  years  ;  but 
this  is  certain  :  the  eldest  Miss 
Mt-LTicot  saw  the  Gordon  Riots 
out  of  that  same  parlor  win- 
dow, and  tells  the  story  how 
her  lather  (physician  to  George 
III.)  was  robbed  of  his  queue 
in  the  streets  on  that  occasion. 
The  two  old  ladies  have  taken 
the  brevet  rank,  and  are  ad- 
dressed as  Mrs.  Jane  and  Mrs. 
Betsy  :  one  of  them  is  at  whist 
in  the  back  drawing-room. 
But  the  youngest  is  still  called 
Miss  Nancy,  and  is  consid- 
ered quite  a  baby  by  her 
sisters. 

She  was  going  to  be  mar- 
ried once  to  a  brave  young  officer,  Ensign  Angus  Macquirk,  of 
tho  Whistlebinkic  Fenciblcs  ;  but  he  fell  at  Quatre  Bras,  by  the 
of  the  gallant  Snuffmull,  his  commander.     Deeply,  deeply 
did  Miss  Nancy  deplore  him. 

But  time  has  cicatrized  the  wounded  heart.  She  is  gay 
now,  and  would  sing  or  dance,  ay,  or  marry  if  anybody  asked 
her. 

Do  go,  my  dear  friend  —  I  don't  mean  to  ask  her  to  marry, 
but  to  ask  her  to  dance.  — Never  mind  the  looks  of  the  thing. 
It  will  make  her  happ}7 ;  and  what  does  it  cost  you?  Ah,  my 
dear  fellow!  take  this  counsel:  always  dance  with  the  old 
ladies  —  always  dance  with  the  governesses.  It  is  a  comfort 
to  the  poor  things  when  they  get  up  in  their  garret  that  sonic- 
1  tody  has  had  mercy  on  them.  And  such  a  handsome  fellow  as 
you  too! 


Miss   l<n,   Mu.  AND  MRS    JOY,  MR    HOTTER 
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MISS   RANVILLE,    REV.   MR.  TOOP,  MISS   MULLINS 

MR.    WINTER. 

Mr.  W.  —Miss  Mullin^,  look  fit  Miss  Ranville :  what  a  pic 

tmv  of  irood  humor. 

.1/<'vs  .!/.  —Oh.  you  satirical  creature! 

.)//.  If.        Do  you   kii«»\v  why  -hr  is  s< »  antrry?  she  expected 
to  (lane.-  with   Captain  (Iri^,  and  by   BOme    mi-take,  tin-   ' 
bridge  Professor  not  hold  of  II<T:   i-^n't  he  a  handsome  man? 

.l/'vs    I/.  — OIi,  y«>u  droll  wivtch  ! 

Mr.  W.  —  Y»-<.  IK'S  a  fi-IIow  of  r-olli-LTf  —  Mlowa  mayn't 
iiiarrv.  Miss  Mullins  —  poor  fellows,  av.  .Miss  Mullins? 

j//.s,N.  .)/;  —  La ! 

Mr.  If. — And  ri-offssor  of  Phlebotomy  in  the  University. 
Hr  Hatters  himself  he  is  a  man  of  the  world,  Miss  Mullins,  and 
always  dances  in  the  loii.u  vacation. 

Ml  as  M.       Von  malicious,  wicked  mon- 

Mr.  W.  —  Do  yon  know  Lady  -lane  Ranville?  Miss  Ran- 
ville's  mamma.  A  ball  mice  a  year:  footmen  in  canary-colored 
livery:  liaker  Street;  >ix  dinners  in  the  season;  starves  all 
the  year  round:  pride  and  poverty,  yon  know;  I've  been  to 
her  hall  erne*.  Ranville  Ranville's  her  brother,  and  between 
you  and  me  -but  this,  dear  Mi^  Mullins.  is  a  profound  se- 
cret, —  I  think  he's  a  mvater  fool  than  his  sister. 

Miss  M.  —  Oh,  yon  satirical,  droll,  malicious,  wicked  thing 
you  ! 

Mr.  W.  —  You  do  me  injustice,  Miss  Mullins,  indeed  you 
do. 

[Chaine  Anglai*e.~\ 


MISS   JOY,  MR.  AND   MRS.  JOY,  MR.  BOTTER. 

Mr.  />.  —  What  spirits  that  irirl  has,  Mrs.  Joy! 

Mr.  J.  —  She's  a  sunshine  in  a  house.  Rotter,  a  regular 
sunshine.  When  Mix.  J.  here's  in  a  had  humor,  I  .  .  . 

.]frs.  ,/.  —  Don't  talk  nous. •!)-.,  Mr.  .!• 

Mr.  H.  —  There's  a  hop.  skip,  and  jump  for  3*ou  !  Why,  it 
beats  Ellsler!  I'pon  mv  con<cirnee  it  ttocs!  It's  her  four- 

- 
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teenth  quadrille  too.  There  she  goes !  She's  a  jewel  of  a 
girl,  though  I  say  it  that  shouldn't. 

Mrs.  J.  (laughing).— Why  don't  you  marry  her,  Botter? 
Shall  I  speak  to  her?  I  dare  say  she'd  have  you.  You're  not 
so  very  old. 

jfr.  B.  —  Don't  aggravate  me,  Mrs.  J.  You  know  when  I 
lost  my  heart  in  the  year  1817,  at  the  opening  of  Waterloo 
Bridge,  to  a  young  lady  who  wouldn't  have  me,  and  left  me  to 
die  in  despair,  and  married  Joy,  of  the  Stock  Exchange. 

jjfrSt  jm  —  Get  away,  you  foolish  old  creature. 

[MR.  JOY  looks  on  in  ecstasies  at  Miss  JOY'S  agility.  LADY  JANE 
RANVILLE,  of  Baker  Street,  pronounces  her  to  be  an  exceedingly 
forward  per  son.  CAPTAIN  DOBBS  likes  a  girl  who  has  plenty  of 
go  in  her ;  and  as  for  FRED  SPARKS,  he  is  over  head  and  ears 
in  love  with  her.'] 


MR.    RANVILLE  RANVILLE   AND  JACK   HUBBARD. 

THIS  is  Miss  Ranville  Ranville's  brother,  Mr.  Ranville  Ran- 
ville,  of  the  Foreign  Office,  faithfully  designed  as  lie  was  play- 
ing  at  whist  in  the  card-room.  Talleyrand  used  to  play  at 
whist  at  the  "Travellers',"  that  is  why  Ranville  Ranville  in- 
dulges in  that  diplomatic  recreation.  It  is  not  his  fault  if  he 
be  not  the  greatest  man  in  the  room. 

If  you  speak  to  him,  he  smiles  sternly,  and  answers  in 
monosyllables  ;  he  would  rather  die  than  commit  himself.  He 
never  has  committed  himself  in  his  life.  He  was  the  first  at 
school,  and  distinguished  at  Oxford.  He  is  growing  prema- 
turely bald  now,  like  Canning,  and  is  quite  proud  of  it.  He 
rides  in  St.  James's  Park  of  a  morning  before  breakfast.  He 
dockets  his  tailor's  bills,  and  nicks  off  his  dinner-notes  in  dip- 
lomatic paragraphs,  and  keeps  precis  of  them  all.  If  he  ever 
makes  a  joke,  it  is  a  quotation  from  Hoi-ace,  like  Sir  Robert 
Peel.  The  only  relaxation  he  permits  himself,  is  to  read 
Thucydidea  in  the  holidays. 

Everybody  asks  him  out  to  dinner,  on  account  of  his  brass- 
buttons  with  the  Queen's  cipher,  and  to  have  the  air  of  being 
woll  with  the  Foreign  Office.  "  Where  I  dine,"  he  says  sol- 
emnly, "  I  think  it  is  my  duty  to  go  to  evening-parties."  That 
is  why  he  is  here.  He  never  dances,  never  sups,  never  drinks. 
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He  has  gruel  when  ho  goes  home  to  bed.  I  think  it  is  in  his 
brains. 

He  is  such  an  ass  and  so  respectable,  that  one  wonders  he 
has  not  succeeded  in  the  world  :  and  yet  somehow  they  laugh 
.•it  him  ;  and  yon  and  I  shall  In-  MinMeo  as  >..<»n  as  lie  will. 

Yonder,  making  believe  to  look  over  the  print-Looks,  is  that 
merry  rogue,  Jack  Hubbard. 

See  how  jovial  he  looks!  lie  is  the  life  and  soul  of  every 
party,  and  his  impromptu  sliming  after  supper  will  make  \oii 
die  of  laughing.  He  is  meditating  an  impromptu  now,  and  at 
the  same  time  thinking  about  a  bill  that  is  coining  due  next 
Thursday.  Happy  dog! 


MRS.  TROTTER,   MISS   TROTTER,  MISS   TOADY, 
LORD  METHUSKLAII. 

DEAR  Emma  Trotter  has  been  silent  and  rather  ill-humored 
all  the  evening  until  now  her  pretty  I'aee  lights  up  with  smiles. 
Cannot  you  guess  why?  Pity  the  simple  and  affectionate 
creature  !  Lord  Methuselah  has  not  arrived  until  this  moment : 
and  see  how  the  artless  girl  steps  forward  to  greet  him  ! 

In  the  midst  of  all  the  selfishness  and  turmoil  of  the  world, 
how  charming  it  is  to  find  virgin  hearts  quite  unsullied,  and 
to  look  on  at  little  romantic  pictures  of  mutual  love!  Lord 
Methuselah,  though  you  know  his  age  by  the  peerage  —  though 
he  is  old,  wigged,  gouty,  rouged,  wicked,  has  lighted  up  a  pure 
flame  in  that  gentle  bosom.  There  was  a  talk  about  Tom  AVil- 
loughby  last  year ;  and  then,  for  a  time,  young  Hawbuck  (Sir 
.lohn  Hawbuck's  youngest  son)  seemed  the  favored  man;  but 
Emma  never  knew  her  mind  until  she  met  the  dear  creature 
before  you  in  a  Rhine  steamboat.  "Why  are  you  so  late, 
Edward?"  says  she.  Dear  artless  child  ! 

Her  mother  looks  on  with  tender  satisfaction.  One  can  ap- 
preciate the  joys  of  such  an  admirable  parent! 

'k  Look  at  them  !  "  says  Miss  Toady.  "  I  vow  and  protest 
they're  the  handsomest  couple  in  the  room !  " 

Methuselah's  grandchildren  are  rather  jealous  and  angry,  and 
Mademoiselle  Ariane,  of  the  French  theatre,  is  furious.  But 
there's  no  accounting  for  the  mercenary  envy  of  some  people ; 
and  it  is  impossible  to  satisfy  everybody. 
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MR.  BEAUMORIS,  MR.  GRIG,  MR.  FLYNDERS. 

THOSE  three  young  men  are  described  in  a  twinkling:  Cap- 
tain Grig  of  the  Heavies  ;  Mr.  Beaumoris,  the  handsome  young 
man  ;  Tom  Flinders  (Flynders  Flynders  he  now  calls  himself), 
tin-  tat  irent It-man  who  dresses  after  Beaumoris. 

Beaumoris  is  in  the  Treasury :  he  has  a  salary  of  eighty 
pounds  a  year,  on  which  he  maintains  the  best  cab  and  horses 
of  the  season  ;  an*?,  out  of  which  he  pays  seventy  guineas  merely 
for  his  subscriptions  to  clubs.  He  hunts  in  Leicestershire, 
where  great  men  mount  him ;  he  is  a  prodigious  favorite 
In-hind  the  scenes  at  the  theatres ;  you  may  get  glimpses  of 
him  at  Richmond,  with  all  sorts  of  pink  bonnets ;  and  he  is  the 
sworn  friend  of  half  the  most  famous  roues  about  town,  such 
as  Old  Methuselah,  Lord  Billygoat,  Lord  Tarquin,  and  the  rest : 
a  respectable  race.  It  is  to  oblige  the  former  that  the  good- 
natured  young  fellow  is  here  to-night ;  though  it  must  not  be 
imagined  that  he  gives  himself  any  airs  of  superiority.  Dandy 
as  he  is,  he  is  quite  affable,  and  would  borrow  ten  guineas  from 
any  man  in  the  room,  in  the  most  jovial  way  possible. 

It  is  neither  Beau's  birth,  which  is  doubtful ;  nor  his  money, 
which  is  entirety  negative ;  nor  his  honest}*,  which  goes  along 
with  his  money-qualification ;  nor  his  wit,  for  he  can  barely 
spell,  — which  recommend  him  to  the  fashionable  world :  but  a 
sort  of  Grand  Seigneur  splendor  and  dandified  je  ne  s^ais  quoi, 
which  make  the  man  he  is  of  him.  The  way  in  which  his  boots 
and  gloves  fit  him  is  a  wonder  which  no  other  man  can  achieve  ; 
and  though  he  has  not  an  atom  of  principle,  it  must  be  confessed 
that  he  invented  the  Taglioni  shirt. 

When  I  see  these  magnificent  dandies  yawning  out  of 
14  White's,"  or  caracoling  in  the  Park  on  shining  chargers,  I  like 
to  think  that  Briunmell  was  the  greatest  of  them  all,  and  that 
Bnmimell's  father  was  a  footman. 

Flynders  is  Beaumoris's  toady :  lends  him  money :  buys 
horses  through  his  recommendation  ;  dresses  after  him  ;  clings 
to  him  in  Tall  Mall,  and  on  the  steps  of  the  club;  and  talks 
about  4  Bo '  in  all  societies.  It  is  his  drag  which  carries  down 
Bo's  friends  to  the  Derby,  and  his  cheques  pay  for  dinners  to 
the  pink  bonnets.  I  don't  believe  the  Perkinses  know  what  a 
rogue  it  is,  but  fancy  him  a  decent,  reputable  City  man,  like  his 
father  before  him. 
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As  for  Captain  (  ip'j;.  what    is   there  tot.!!    ibout    him!      Ib 

,rm>  the  duties   <,f  h;>  calling  with    perfect  gravity.       He    is 
faultless   mi     parade;    excellent  imlry;    amiable    when 

<lnink.  ratln-r  slow  \\hcn  >o!.cr.  He  ha-  imt  two  ideas,  ami  i> 
a  mc»st  good-natured,  irreproachable,  gallant,  and  stupid  young 
officer, 


CAVAI.IKi;   SKUL. 

is  my  friend  I><>1>  IIr!y.  jMTlnnninir  the  Cavalier  soul  :n 
n  '|iiadrillc.  KnnarU  lli«-  gQOd-haiDOfed  plt-asun-  drp'n-trtl  in 
hi>  rniintrnanci'.  Ila->  lie  any  B6d  ie  a  pain 

anywliere?      N<>.  dear    .Mi>s  Jones,  he   is  dancing   like   a  true 
Ui'itnn,  and  with  all  the  charming  gayety  and  abandon  of  our 

When  ( 'anaillard  performs  that  ( 'a\  aiier  senl  operation,  does 
//'•flinch?  No:  he  puts  mi  hisim.-t  Mtm^tMUT  look,  he  - 
his  ihnmhs  into  the  armlmles  of  his  waistcoat,  and  advances, 
retreat-,  pirouettes,  and  otherwise  gambadoes,  as  though  to 
B*y,  ••  lu  uarde  moi,  ()  monde  1  Venez,  O  femmes,  venez  voir 
danser  Canailiard  !  " 

When  De  Uol)\vitz  executes  the  same  measure,  he  does  it 
with  smiling  airility.  and  graceful  ease. 

Hut  poor  Hcly,  if  he  were  advancing  to  a  dentist,  his  face 
would  not  l>e  more  cheerful.  All  the  eyes  of  the  room  are  upon 
him.  he  thinks  ;  and  he  thinks  lie  looks  like  a  fool. 

Upon  my  word,  if  you  piv><  the  point  with  me,  dear  Miss 
Jones.  I  think  he  is  not  very  far  from  right.  I  think  that 
while  Frenchmen  ami  ( lermans  may  dance,  as  it  is  their  nature 
to  do.  there  U  a  natural  dignity  al»ont  us  Britons,  which  d 
us  from  that  enjoyment.  1  am  rather  of  the  Turkish  opinion. 
that  this  should  l»e  done  for  ns.  I  think  .  .  . 

"(lood-l>\,  you  envious  old  fo\-and-the-grapes,"  says  > 
Jones,  and    the  next    moment  I  sec   her  whirling   liy  in    a  ) 
with  Tom  To/er    it  a  pace  which  makes  me  shrink  back  witL 
terror  into  the  litua  boudoir. 
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M.  CANAILLARD,  CHEVALIER  OF  THE  LEGION 
OF  HONOR. 

LIEUTENANT  BARON  DE  BOBWITZ. 

Canaillard.  —  Oh,  ces  Anglais  !  quels  homines,  mon  Dieu  ! 
Comme  Us  sont  habilles,  comme  ils  dansent ! 

Bobwitz.  —  Ce  sont  de  beaux  kommes   bourtant ;  point  de 

tenue  militaire,  mais  de  grands 
gaillards  ;  si  je  les  avais  dans 
ma  compagnie  de  la  Garde,  j'en 
ferai  dc  bons  soldats. 

Cancn'Hard.  —  Est-il  bete, 
cet  Allemand !  Les  grands 
hommes  ne  font  pas  toujours 
de  bons  soldats,  Monsieur.  II 
me  semble  que  les  soldats  de 
France  qui  sont  de  ma  taille, 
Monsieur,  valent  un  peu 
mieux  .  .  . 

Bubwitz.  —  Vous  eroyez  ? 

Canaillard.  —  Comment !  je 
le  c:rois,  Monsieur?  J'en  suis 
sur  !  II  me  semble,  Monsieur, 
que  nous  1'avons  prouve. 

Bobwitz  (impatiently).  —  Je 
m'en   vais   danser    la    Bolka. 
Serviteur,  Monsieur. 
Canaillard.  —  Butor !     (He  goes  and  looks  at  himself  in  the 
glass,  when  he  is  seized  by  Mrs.  Perkins  for  the  Polka.) 
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THE  BOUDOIR. 
MR.     SMITH,  MR.  BROWN,  MISS  BUSTLETON. 


Mr.  Brown. —  You  polk,  Miss  Bustleton?   I'm  so  delaighted 
Miss  Bustleton.  —  [Smiles  and  prepares  to  rise."] 

Mr.  Smith.  —  D puppy 

(Poor  SMITH  don't  polk.) 
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GRAND  POLKA. 

THOUGH  a  quadrille  seems  to  me  as  dreary  as  a  funeral,  yet 
to  look  at  a  polka,  I  own,  is  pleasant.  See  !  Brown  and  Emily 
Bustlcton  are  whirling  round  as  light  as  two  pigeons  over  a 
dovecot ;  Tozer,  with  that  wicked  whisking  little  Jones,  spins 


along  as  merrily  as  a  May-day  sweep  ;  Miss  Joy  is  the  partner 
of  the  happ}'  Fred  Sparks  ;  and  even  Miss  Ranville  is  pleased, 
for  the  faultless  Captain  Grig  is  toe  and  heel  with  her.  Beau- 
moris,  with  rather  a  nonchalant  air,  takes  a  turn  with  Miss 
Trotter,  at  which  Lord  Methuseleh's  wrinkled  chops  quiver  un- 
easily. See !  how  the  big  Baron  de  Bobwitz  spins  lightly,  and 
Bravely,  and  gracefully  round  ;  and  lo  !  the  Frenchman  stagger- 
ing under  the  weight  of  Miss  Bunion,  who  tramps  and  kicks 
like  a  3roung  cart-horse. 

But  the  most  awful  sight  which  met  my  view  in  this  dance 
was  the  unfortunate  Miss  Little,  to  whom  fate  had  assigned 
THE  MULLIGAN  as  a  partner.  Like  a  pavid  kid  in  the  talons 
of  an  eagle,  that  young  creature  trembled  in  his  huge  Milesian 
grasp.  Disdaining  the  recognized  form  of  the  dance,  the  Irish 
chieftain  accommodated  the  music  to  the  dance  of  his  own  green 
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land,  and  performed  a   double   shutl'  Miss    Little 

nlonir  with  him.      Mi-^  Kanville   and    her  Captain   shrank 
ama/ed  ;    Mi—  lYottef  ririrrfed  out   of  his  way  into  tin     j.i 
(ion  of  the   astonished    Lord    Methuselah:    Fred  ould 

hardly  move  for  lau^hm!/  :  while,  on  the  contrary.  Mi^s  .Jov 
\va-  quite  in  [tain  for  poor  Sophy  Littl*  anaillard  and 

the  Poetess  came  up.  The  Mulligan,  in  the  height  of  his  enthu- 
sia-m.  lunged  out  a  kick  which  sent  Mi-s  liiinioii  howling  ;  and 
coin  hided  frith  a  tremendous  1  lurroo  !  —  a  war-cry  which  caused 
c\'ery  Saxon  heart  to  shudder  and  ijnail. 

»*  Oh  that,  the  earth  would  open  an«l  kindly  take  me  in!" 
I  exclaimed  mentally  ;  and  Munk  oil  into  the  lower  regions, 
where  by  this  time  hull*  the  company  were  at  supper. 


THE   sri'I'ER. 

THE  supper  is  goin^  on  U-liind  the  screc-n.  There  is  no  need 
to  dra\v  the  supper.  We  all  know  that  sort  of  transaction  :  tin; 
sqnahMin^.  and  «r«)J»liliMo-.  and  popping  of  chainpagne  ;  the  smell 
of  mii^k  and  lo!»ter->alad  :  the  dowap-rs  clminpin^  away  at 
plates  of  raised  pie  ;  the  yumi:  Uuuiea  nil'Minii  at  little  titbits, 
which  the  dexterous  voting  pMitlemen  procure.  Three  large 
men.  like  doctors  of  divinity,  wait  behind  the  table,  and  furnish 
everything  that  appetite  can  a-k  for.  I  never,  for  my  part, 
eat  any  supper  for  wondering  at  those  men.  I  believe  if  you 
were  to  a>k  them  for  mashed  turnips,  or  a  slice  of  crocodile, 
those  astonishing  people  would  serve  yon.  What  a  contempt 
they  must  have  for  the  pittlinji  crowd  to  whom  they  minister  — 
those  solemn  pa-try-cook"-  men1.  I  low  they  must  hate  jellies, 
and  izame-pies,  and  champagne,  in  their  hearts!  How  they 
must  scorn  my  poor  friend  (irundsell  In-hind  the  screen,  who  is 
sucking  at  a  bottle  ! 

This  disguised  ir re< -n -izrocer  is  a  very  well-known  character  in 
the  neighborhood  of  IWklin'jtim  Square.  He  waits  at  the  par- 
tie-  of  the  ire n try  in  the  neiuhhorhood.  and  though,  of  conr-e. 
despised  in  families  where  a  fool  man  is  kept,  is  a  person  of 
much  importance  in  female  establishments. 

M;-S  .It. uas  always  employs  him  ;tt  her  parties,  and  says  to 
her  pa  ire.  ••  \'inc«-nt.  send  the  butler,  or  send  Desborough  to 
me  ;  "  by  which  name  she  <  I  innate  G.  G. 
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When  the  Mi->  Fmmps  him-  post-horses  to  their  catriage, 
.•iii.l  pay  visits,  (inindsrll  always  goes  behind.  Those  ladies 
have  tin-  izivaioi  (onfidence  in  him,  have  been  godmothers  to 
fourteen  of  his  children,  and  leave  their  house  in  his  charge, 
when  they  go  to  Bognor  for  the  summer.  He  attended  those 
ladies  when  they  were  presented  at  the  last  drawing-room  of 
her  Majesty  Queen  Charlotte. 


GREEN-GROCER    AND    SALESMAN, 
9,  LITTLE  POCKLINGTON   BUILDINGS, 

LATE    CONFIDENTIAL    SERVANT    IN    THE    FAMILY    OF 

THE  LORD  MAYOR  OP  LONDON. 


W  Carpets  Beat. — Knives  and  Boots  cleaned  per  contract. — Errands  faithfully 
performed. — G.  G.  attends  Ball  and  Dinner  parties,  and  from  his  knowledge 
of  the  most  distinguished  Families  in  London,  confidently  recommends  his 
services  to  the  distinguished  neighbourhood  of  Pocklington  Square. 


Mr.  Grundsell's  state  costume  is  a  blue  coat  and  copper 
buttons,  a  white  waistcoat,  and  an  immense  frill  and  shirt-collar. 
He  was  for  many  years  a  private  watchman,  and  once  can- 
vassed for  the  office  of  parish  clerk  of  St.  Peter's  Pocklington. 
He  can  be  intrusted  with  untold  spoons ;  with  anything,  in  fact, 
but  liquor;  and  it  was  he  who  brought  round  the  cards  for 
MRS.  PERKINS'S  BALL. 


AFTER  SUPPER. 

I  DO  not  intend  to  say  any  more  about  it.  After  the  people 
had  supped,  they  went  back  and  danced.  Some  supped  again. 
I  gave  Miss  Bunion,  with  my  own  hands,  four  bumpers  of 
champagne :  and  such  a  quantity  of  goose-liver  and  truffles, 
that  I  don't  wonder  she  took  a  glass  of  cherry-brandy  after- 
wards. The  gray  morning  was  in  Pocklington  Square  as  she 
drove  away  in  her  fly.  So  did  the  other  people  go  away. 
How  green  and  sallow  some  of  the  girls  looked,  and  how 
awfully  clear  Mrs.  Colonel  Bludyer's  rouge  was !  Lady  Jane 
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Ranville's  great  couch  had  roared  away  down  tlic  streets  long 
before.  Fred  Minchin  pattered  olf  in  his  dogs:  it  was  I  uh<> 
covered  up  Mi—  M-  (got,  and  conducted  her,  with  her  two  old 
Bisters,  to  the  carriage.  (I  nod  old  souls!  They  have  shown 
tlu-ir  gratitude  by  asking  me  to  tea  next  Tuesday.  Methuselah 
i>  gone  to  linish  the  night  at  tlie  club.  k-  Mind  to-morrow," 
Mi-vs  Trotter  say>,  ki-sing  lier  hand  out  of  tin;  carriage. 
Canaillard  departs,  asking  tin-  way  \t*  "  Lestcnv  Sqnar."  They 
nil  go  away  —  life  g«»es  away. 

Look  at  Miss  lUurtiil  and  young  Ward  !  How  tenderly  the 
rogue  is  wrapping  iier  up!  how  kindly  she  looks  at  him  1  Tin- 
old  folks  are  whispering  In-hind  -'^  they  wait  for  their  carriage. 
What  is  their  talk,  think  yon?  and  when  shall  that  pair  make  a 
match?  When  you  see  tho>e  pretty  little  creatures  with  their 
smiles  and  their  Mushes,  and  their  pretty  ways,  would  you  like 
to  be  the  (Jrand  Bashaw? 

44  Mind  and  send  me  a  laruv  piece  of  cake,"  I  go  up  and 
whisper  archly  to  old  Mr.  Ward  :  and  we  look  on  rather  senti 
mentally  at  the  couple,  almost  the  last  in  the  rooms  (tin-re. 
1  declare,  go  the  musicians,  and  the  clock  is  at  five)  —  when 
(irnndsell.  with  an  air  r//J//v.  rushes  up  to  me  and  says,  il  For 
e'v'n  .sake,  sir,  go  into  the  supper-room  :  there's  that  Hirish  gent 
a-pitchin'  into  Mr.  P." 


THE  MULLIGAN   AND   MR.  PERKINS. 

IT  was  too  true.  I  had  taken  him  away  after  supper  (he 
ran  after  Miss  Little's  carriage,  who  was  dying  in  love  with 
him  as  he  fancied),  but  the  brute  had  come  back  again.  The 
doctors  of  divinity  were  putting  up  their  condiments:  every- 
body was  gone  ;  but  the  abominable  Mulligan  sat  swinging  his 
legs  at  the  lonely  supper-table  ! 

Perkins  was  opposite,  gasping  at  him. 

The.  Mulligan.  —  I  tell  ye,  ye  are  the  butler,  ye  big  fat 
man.  Go  get  me  some  more  champagne :  it's  good  at  this 
house. 

Mr.    Perkins  (with  dignity}.  —  It   is   good  at  this   house 
but 

T7ie  Mulligan. — Bht  hwhat,  ye  goggling,  bow-windowed 
jackass?  Go*  get  the  wine,  and  we'll  dthrink  it  together,  my 
old  buck. 
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Mr.  Perkins.  —  My  name,  sir,  is  PERKINS. 

The  Mu'llwin.  —  Well,  that  rhymes  with  jerkins,  my  man  of 
firkins;  so  don't  let  us  have  any  more  shirkings  and  lurkings, 
Mr.  Perkins. 

Mr.  Perkins  (with  apoplectic  energy) .  —  Sir,  I  am  the  master 
of  this  house  ;  and  I  or  Jer  you  to  quit  it.  I'll  not  be  insulted, 
sir.  I'll  send  for  a  policeman,  sir.  What  do  you  mean,  Mr. 
Titmarsh,  sir,  by  bringing  this  —  this  beast  into  my  house, 
sir? 

At  this,  with  a  scream  like  that  of  a  Hyrcanian  tiger,  Mulli- 
gan of  the  hundred  battles  sprang  forward  at  his  prey  ;  but  we 
were  beforehand  with  him.  Mr.  Gregory,  Mr.  Grundsell,  Sir 
Giles  Bacon's  large  man,  the  young  gentlemen,  and  myself, 
rushed  simultaneously  upon  the  tipsy  chieftain,  and  confined 
him.  The  doctors  of  divinit}r  looked  on  with  perfect  indiffer- 
ence. That  Mr.  Perkins  did  not  go  off  in  a  fit  is  a  wonder. 
He  was  led  away  heaving  and  snorting  frightfully. 

Somebody  smashed  Mulligan's  hat  over  his  eyes,  and  I  led 
him  forth  into  the  silent  morning.  The  chirrup  of  the  birds, 
the  freshness  of  the  rosy  air,  and  a  penn'orth  of  coffee  that  I 
got  for  him  at  a  stall  in  the  Regent  Circus,  revived  him  some- 
what. When  I  quitted  him,  he  was  not  angry  but  sad.  He 
was  desirous,  it  is  true,  of  avenging  the  wrongs  of  Erin  in 
battle  line ;  he  wished  also  to  share  the  grave  of  Sarsfield  and 
Hugh  O'Neill;  but  he  was  sure  that  Miss  Perkins,  as  well  as 
Miss  Little,  was  desperately  in  love  with  him ;  and  I  left  him 
on  a  doorstep  in  tears. 

"  Is  it  best  to  be  laughing-mad,  or  cr}Ting-mad,  in  the  world  ?  " 
says  I  moodily,  coming  into  my  street.  Betsy  the  maid  was 
already  up  and  at  work,  on  her  knees,  scouring  the  steps,  and 
cheerfully  beginning  her  honest  daily  labor. 
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OCR  STKKKT,  from  the  little  nook  which  I  occupy  in  it,  and 

win-in  r  I  Mild  a  fellow-lodger  :ind  friend  of  mine  cynically 
observe  it,  presents  a  strange  motley  BCCne,  We  are  in  a  Male 
of  Iransition.  We  arc  not  as  \et  in  tin-  town,  and  we  have  Ictl 
the  country,  where  we  were  when  I  came  to  lodge  with  Mr-. 
(  ammysole,  m\  excellent  landlady.  I  then  took  second-Moor 
apartments  :it  No.  17.  Waddilove  Street,  and  s'.nce,  although  I 
have  never  moved  (having  various  little  comforts  about  me), 
!  find  mysc  If  living  at.  No.  4<;.\.  I'ocklington  (hardens. 

Why  is  this?  Why  am  I  to  pay  eighteen  shillings  instead 
of  lil'teen?  I  was  quite  its  happy  in  Waddilose  Street;  but  the 
tact  is.  a  great  portion  of  that  venerable  old  district  has  passed 
away,  and  we  arc  being  absorbed  into  the  splendid  new  white- 
siuccoed  Dorie-porticocd  genteel  I'ocklington  quarter.  Sir 
Thomas  (Jibbs  1'ocklingtou.  M.  P.  tor  the  borough  of  Lathan- 
plastrr.  is  Uie  founder  of  the  di-trict  and  his'own  fortune. 
The  1'ocklinirton  1  lice  is  in  the  Square,  on  a  line  with 

Waddil — with  1'  >ckliii^ton  (lardens  1  mean.  The  old  inn, 
the  ••  Ram  and  Magpi"."  where  the  market  -gardeners  used  to 
bait,  came  out  this  year  with  a  new  white  face  and  title,  the 
shield.  A:c.  of  the  '»  I'oeklington  Arms."  Such  a  shield  it  is ! 
Such  quartering*  '  Howard,  Cavendish,  De  Ros,  De  la  Zouche, 
all  mingled  together. 

Kven  our  hon-e.  1«;.\,  which  Mrs.  Cammysole  has  had 
painted  white  in  compliment  to  the  Gardens  of  which  it  now 
forms  part,  is  a  sort  of  impostor,  and  has  no  business  to  be 
called  Gardens  at  all.  Mr.  (Jibbs.  Sir  Thomas's  agent  and 
nephew,  is  furious  at  our  daring  to  take  the  title  which  belongs 
to  our  betters.  The  very  next  door  (No.  46,  die  Honorable 
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Mrs.  Mountnoddy,)  is  a  house  of  five  stories,  shooting  up 
proudly  into  the  air,  thirty  feet  above  our  old  high-roofed  low- 
roomed  old  tenement.  Our  house  belongs  to  Captain  Bragg, 
not  only  the  landlord  but  the  son-in-law  of  Mrs.  Cammysole, 
who  lives  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  down  the  street,  at  "  The 
Bungalow."  He  was  the  commander  of  the  "Ram  Chunder" 
East  Indiaman,  and  has  quarrelled  with  the  Pocklingtons  ever 
since  he  bought  houses  in  the  parish. 

He  it  is  who  will  not  sell  or  alter  his  houses  to  suit  the 
spirit  of  the  times.  He  it  is  who,  though  he  made  the  widow 
Cammysole  change  the  name  of  her  street,  will  not  pull  down 
the  house  next  door,  nor  the  baker's  next,  nor  the  iron-bedstead 
and  feather  warehouse  ensuing,  nor  the  little  barber's  with  the 
pole,  nor,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  the  tripe-shop,  still  standing. 
The  barber  powders  the  heads  of  the  great  footmen  from  Pock: 
lington  Gardens ;  they  are  so  big  that  they  can  scarcely  sit  in 
his  little  premises.  And  the  old  tavern,  the  "  East  Indiaman," 
is  kept  by  Bragg's  ship-steward,  and  protests  against  the 
41  Pocklington  Arms." 

Down  the  road  is  Pocklington  Chapel,  Rev.  Oldham  Slocum 

—  in  brick,  with  arched  windows  and  a  wooden  belfry  :  sober, 
dingy,  and  hideous.     In  the  centre  of  Pocklington  Gardens 
rises  St.  Waltheof  's,  the  Rev.   Cyril  Thuryfer  and  assistants 

—  a  splendid  Anglo-Norman  edifice,  vast,  rich,  elaborate,  bran 
new,  and  intensely  old.     Down  Avemary  Lane  yon  may  hear 
the  clink  of  the  little  Romish  chapel  bell.     And  hard  by  is  a 
large  broad-shouldered  Ebenezer  (Rev.  Jonas  Gronow),  out  of 
the  windows  of  which  the  hymns  come  booming  all  Sunday 
long. 

Going  westward  along  the  line,  we  come  presently  to 
Comandine  House  (on  a  part  of  the  gardens  of  which  Coman- 
dine  Gardens  is  about  to  be  erected  by  his  lordship)  ;  farther 
on,  "The  Pineries,"  Mr.  and  Lady  Mary  Mango:  and  so  we 
get  into  the  country,  and  out  of  Our  Street  altogether,  as  I 
may  say.  But  in  the  half-mile,  over  which  it  may  be  said  to 
extend,  we  find  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  people  —  from  the 
Right  Honorable  Lord  Comandine  down  to  the  present  topog- 
rapher ;  who  being  of  no  rank  as  it  were,  has  the  fortune  to 
be  treated  on  almost  friendly  footing  by  all,  from  his  lordship 
iiown  to  the  tradesman. 


Mri.LUJAN    \M>  MR.  PEI 


orn  SIKI;KT. 
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WE  must  lie-in  our  litth-  descriptions  where  they  say  charity 
should  begin  —  at  hoim-.  Mrs.  Cammysoli-,  my  landlady,  will 
he  rather  surprised  when  she  reads  this,  and  finds  that  :i  g<><>d- 
natured  tenant,  who  has  never  Complained  of  her  impositions 
for  fifteen  years,  understands  every  <>ne  of  her  tricks,  and 
li  them.  not  with  anger,  but  with  scorn  —  with  silent 
scorn. 

On  the  1-sth  of  December,  1837,  for  ii  <miing  gently 

down  stairs,  and  before  my  UMial  wont,  I  saw  yon  >eated  in 
my  arm-chair,  peeping  into  a  letter  that  -amc  from  my  aunt 
in*  the  country,  just  as  if  it  had  been  addre-><  d  to  you,  and 
not  to  u  M.  A.  Titmarsh,  Kxp"  Did  I  make  any  disturbance? 
far  from  it;  I  slunk  l>aek  to  my  bedroom  (being  enabled  to 
walk  silently  in  the  beautiful  pair  of  worsted  -lippeis  .Mi>s 
j'eiielnpe  ,]—  -  s  worked  for  me:  they  are  worn  out  now,  dear 
1'eiu-lope!)  and  then  rattling  open  the  do<>r  with  a  ^ivat  i 
descending  the  stairs,  >inuin;_i  "  >'"//  r.tyiii  vezzosa"  at  the  top 
of  my  voice.  You  were  not  in  my  sitting-room,  Mrs.  Cammy- 
sole.  when  I  entered  that  apartment. 

You  have  been  reading  all  my  letters,  papers,  manuscripts, 
Imnillons  of  verses,  inchoate  articles   for  the  .)/</••  ^  and 

Mnrniny  Chruni  /r.  invitations  to  dinner  and  tea  —  all  mv  fam- 
ily letters,  all  Kli/a  Townley's  letters,  from  the  first,  in  which 
she  declared  that  to  be  the  bride  of  her  beloved  Miehelagnolo 
was  the  fondest  wi>h  of  her  maiden  heart,  to  the  la^t.  in  which 
she  announced  that  her  Thomas  was  the  best  of  husband-. 
M-'i.ed  her>elf  ••  Kli/a  Slooixer;"  all  Mary  Fanner's  letters,  all 
llmily  Delamcrc's  ;  all  that  poor  foolish  «>ld  Miss  MacWhirtcr's, 
vvhom  1  would  as  soon  marry  as  -  :  in  a  word.  1  know  that 
\ou,  you  hawk-beaked,  keen-eyed,  sleeplos,  indefatigable  old 
M:^.  (  ammysole,  have  read  all  my  papers  for  these  fifteen 


I  know  that  you  cast  your  curious  old  «  all  the 

manuscripts  which  you  find  in  my  coat-pockeN  and  those  of 
m}*  pantaloons,  as  they  hang  in  a  drapery  over  the  door-handle 
of  my  bedroom. 

I  know  that  \<>n  count  the  money  in  my  green  and  gold 
purse,  which  Lucy  Netterville  gave  me,  and  ^peculate  on  the 
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manner  in  which  I  have  laid  out  the  difference  between  to-daj 
ninl  vesti-nlay. 

I  know  that  you  have  an  understanding  with  the  laundress 
(to  whom  you  say  that  you  are  all-powerful  with  me),  threat- 
ening to  take  away  my  practice  from  her,  unless  she  gets  up. 
gratis  some  of  your  fine  linen. 

I  know  that  we  both  have  a  pennyworth  of  cream  for  break- 
fast, which  is  brought  in  in  the  same  little  can  ;  and  I  know  who 
has  the  most  for  her  share. 

I  know  how  many  lumps  of  sugar  you  take  from  each  pound 
as  it  arrives.  I  have  counted  the  lumps,  you  old  thief,  and 
for  years  have  never  said  a  word,  except  to  Miss  Clapperclaw, 
the  first-floor  lodger.  Once  I  put  a  bottle  of  pale  brandy  into 
that  cupboard,  of  which  you  and  I  only  have  keys,  and  the 
liquor  wasted  and  wasted  awa}'  until  it  was  all  gone.  You 
drank  the  whole  of  it,  you  wicked  old  woman.  You  a  lady, 
indeed ! 

I  know  your  rage  when  the}7  did  me  the  honor  to  elect  me  a 
member  of  the  "  Poluphloisboiothalasses  Club,"  and  I  ceased 
consequently  to  dine  at  home.  When  I  did  dine  at  home,  - 
on  a  beefsteak  let  us  say,  —  I  should  like  to  know  what  3-011  had 
for  supper.  You  first  amputated  portions  of  the  meat  when 
raw  ;  you  abstracted  more  when  cooked.  Do  you  think  /  was 
taken  in  by  your  flims}'  pretences  ?  J  wonder  how  }'ou  could 
dare  to  do  such  things  before  your  maids  (you  a  clerg}Tman's 
daughter  and  widow,  indeed),  whom  you  yourself  were  always 
charging  with  roguery. 

Yes,  the  insolence  of  the  old  woman  is  unbearable,  and  I 
must  break  out  at  last.  If  she  goes  off  in  a  fit  at  reading  this, 
I  am  sure  I  shan't  mind.  She  has  two  unhappy  wenches, 
against  whom  her  old  tongue  is  clacking  from  morning  till 
night:  she  pounces  on  them  at  all  hours.  It  was  but  this, 
morning  at  eight,  when  poor  Molly  was  brooming  the  steps, 
and  the  baker  paying  her  by  no  means  unmerited  compliments, 
that  my  landlady  came  whirling  out  of  the  ground-floor  front, 
and  sent  the  poor  girl  whimpering  into  the  kitchen. 

Were  it  but  for  her  conduct  to  her  maids  I  was  determined 
publicly  to  denounce  her.  These  poor  wretches  she  causes  to 
lead  the  lives  of  demons ;  and  not  content  with  bullying  them 
all  day,  she  sleeps  at  night  in  the  saoie  room  with  them,  so  that 
she  may  have  them  up  before  daybreak,  and  scold  them  while 
they  are  dressing. 

Certain  it  is,  that  between  her  and  Miss  Clapperclaw,  on  the 
first  floor,  the  poor  wenches  lead  a  dismal  life. 
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It  is  to  you  that  I  owe  most  of  my  knowledge  of  our  neigh- 
bors ;  from  you  it  is  that  most  of  the  facts  and  observations 
contained  in  these  brief  pa^es  :irc  taken.  Many  a  night,  over 
otir  ten.  have  we  talked  amiably  about  our  neighbor-;  and  their 
little  failings;  and  as  I  know  that  \ou  Bpeth  of  mine  prettv 
freely,  wh\.  let  me  say.  my  dear-  Bes^y.  that  if  we  have  not 
built  up  Our  Street  between  us,  at  least  we  have  pulled  it  to 
pieces. 


THE  BUNGALOW  — CAPTAIN   AND   MRS.   BRAGG. 

LONG,  long  ago,  when  Our  Street  was  the  country  —  a  stage- 
coach between  us  and  London  pacing  four  times  a  day  —  I  do 
not  care  to  own  that  it  was  a  sight  i»f  Flora  Cammysole's  face, 

under  the  card  of  her  jnamma's  ••  Lodging*  to  Let,"  which 
first,  caused  me  to  become  a  tenant  of  Our  street.  A  fine  good- 
humored  lass  she  was  then  ;  and  I  gave  her  lessons  (part  out  of 
the  rent)  in  French  and  Mower-painting.  Hie  has  made  a  fine 
rich  marriage  since,  although  her  e\es  ha\e  often  seemed  to  me 
3 ,  *•  Ah,  Mr.  T.,  why  didn't  you.  when  there  was  yet  time, 
and  we  both  of  us  were  free,  propose  —  you  know  what?" 
••  IMia . !  Where  was  the  money,  my  dear  madam?" 

Captain  Bragg,  then  occupied  in  building  Bungalow  Lodge 
-Bragg,  I  say,  living  on  the  first  floor,  and  entertaining  sea- 
captains,  merchants,  and  East  Indian  friends  with  his  grand 
ship's  plate,  being  disappointed  in  a  project  of  marrying  a 
director's  daughter,  who  was  also  a  second  cousin  once  removed 
of  a  peei-,  -sent  iii  :i  fury  for  Mrs.  Cammysole,  his  landlady, 
and  proposed  to  marrv  Flora  oil-hand,  and  settle  four  hundred 
a  year  upon  her.  Flora  was  ordered  from  the  back-parlor  (the 
groiind-tloor  occupies  the  second-Moor  bedroom),  and  was  on 
the  spot  made  a«-(jnaintcd  with  the  splendid  offer  which  the  first- 
floor  hail  made  her.  She  lias  been  Mrs.  Captain  Bragg  these 
twelve  years. 

BrM'.:g  to  this  day  wears  anchor-buttons,  and  has  a  dress- 
coat  \\i;h  a  gold  strap  for  epaulets,  in  case  he  should  have  a 
fancy  to  sport  them.  His  hoti>e  N  covered  with  portrait-. 
busts,  and  miniatures  of  himself.  His  wife  is  made  to  wear 
one  of  the.  latter.  On  his  I  nro  pieces  of  plate,  pre- 
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k  The  Outward-bound   Fleet,   under   convoy 
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frequent  his  mahogany  feel  any  obligation   to   our   braggart 

entAfterehe  has  given  one  of  his  great  heavy  dinners  he  always 
takes  an  opportunity  to  tell  you,  in  the  most  public  wa3  how 
many  bottles  of  wine  were  drunk.  His  pleasure  is  to  make  his 
guests  tipsy,  and  to  tell  everybody  how  and  when  the  period 
ofTnebriation  arose.  And  Miss  Clapperclaw  tells  me  that  he 
00en  comes  over  laughing  and  giggling  to  her,  and  pretending 
that  he  has  brought  me  into  this  condition  —  a  calumny  wind 
I  fling  contemptuously  in  his  face. 

He  scarcely  gives  any  but  men's  parties,  and  invites 
whole  club  home  to  dinner.  What  is  the  compliment  of  being 
asked,  when  the  whole  club  is  asked  too,  I  should  like  to 
know?  Men's  parties  are  only  good  for  boys.  I  hate  a  dinner 
where  there  are  no  women.  Bragg  sits  at  the  head  of  his  table, 
and  bullies  the  solitary  Mrs.  Bragg. 

He  entertains  us  with  stories  of  storms  which  he^  Bra<rg, 
encountered  —  of  dinners  which  he,  Bragg,  has  received  from 
the  Governor-General  of  India  —  of  jokes  which  he,  Bragg, 
has  heard  ;  and  however  stale  or  odious  they  may  be,  poor  Mrs. 
B.  is  always  expected  to  laugh. 

Woe  be  to  her  if  she  doesn't,  or  if  she  laughs  at  anybody 
else's  jokes.  I  have  seen  Bragg  go  up  to  her  and  squeeze  her 
arm  with  a  savage  grind  of  his  teeth,  and  say,  with  an  oath, 
u  Hang  it,  madam,  how  dare  you  laugh  when  any  man  but 
your  husband  speaks  to  you?  I  forbid  you  to  grin  in  that  way. 
I  forbid  you  to  look  sulky.  I  forbid  you  to  look  happy,  or  to 
look  up,  or  to  keep  your  eyes  down  to  the  ground.  I  desire 
you  will  not  be  trapesing  through  the  rooms.  I  order  you  not  to 
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*it  n*  still  as  a  stone."     He  curses  her  if  the  wine  H  corkr 
il'  the  dinner  is    spoiled,   or    it'  she   comrs  a   minute    too 
to  tlu.-  cluh   for   him.  or  arrives  a  minute   too   late.      II 
IMT  to    walk,  except    upon    his    ;mn.      And    tin-   OODttqiiefr 
his  ill  treatment    i>.  that    Mr-.  (  amm\ -ole  and  .Mrs.  Bragg  re- 
hini   beyond    measure,  and   think   him   the  fir.-t  ul'  lininan 
beiiii 

••  I  never  knew  a  vvoinan  who  \\;is  constantly  bullied    l»y  her 
husband  who  did  not  like  him  tin-  better  lor  Clapper- 

claw says.      And   though   this  speech  ha-  ( 'lapp's  n.Mial 

sardonic  humor  in  it,  I  ean't   but  think  then  truth  in 

the  remark. 


LEVANT   HOUSE   CHAMBERS. 
MR.    RUMBOLD,   A.R.A.,    AM)    MISS    HUMBOLD. 

Win  N  Lord  Levant  quitted  the  eountry  and  this  neighbor- 
hood, in  which  the  tradesmen  still  deplore  him.  No.  .")<;,  known 
:i>  Levantine  Hoiist'.  was  Id  to  the  "  I'o-  C'lub,"  which 

was  spiM-dily  luiuknipt  (tor  we  are  too  far  from  the  centre  of 
town  to  support  a  club  of  our  own)  :  it  was  subsequently  hired 
by  the  West  Diddlesex  Railroad:  and  is  now  divided  \T\h> 
of  chambers,  superintended  by  an  acrimonious  housekeeper,  and 
by  a  porter  in  a  sham  livery:  whom,  if  you  don't  find  him  at 
the  door,  you  may  as  well  seek  at  the  "  ( ;  rapes"  public-house, 
in  the  little  lane  round  the  corner.  He  varnishes  the  japan- 
boots  of  the  dandy  lod  d<  Mr.  IMnkney's  M<n-nni(f  Post 
before  lie  lets  him  have  it :  and  neglects  the  letters  of  the  in- 
of  the  chambers  generally. 

The  great  rooms,  which  were  occupied  as  the  salons  of  the 
noble   Levant,  the  eoil'ee-rooms  of  the  ••  Pococurante"  (a  club 
where  the  play  was  Curious,  as  I  am  told),  and  the  board-room 
and  manauvr's-rooin  of  the  \Vest   Diddlesex,  are  tenanted  now 
bv   a    couple  of  artist-:   youn«r    1'inkney   the    miuiaturi-: . 
(leor^e  Rumbold  the  historical  painter.      Miss  Rumbold.  h'h 
tcr  lives  with    him.  by  the  way:  but  with  that  young  lady  of 
course  we  have   nothing  to  do. 

I  knew  both  these  ir.'nilcmen  at  Rome,  where  George  wore 
a  velvet  double'  aud  a  b--ard  down  to  '  cd  to 
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talk  about  high  art  at  the  "  Caffe  Greco."  How  it  smelled  of 
smoke,  that  velveteen  doublet  of  his,  with  which  his  stringy 
red  beard  was  likewise  perfumed  !  It  was  in  his  studio  that 
I  hud  the  honor  to  be  introduced  to  his  sister,  the  fair  Miss 
Clara:  she  had  a  large  casque  with  a  red  horse-hair  plume  (I 
thought  it  had  been  a  wisp  of  her  brother's  beard  at  first), 
and  held  a  tin-headed  spear  in  her  hand,  representing  a  Roman 
warrior  in  the  great  picture  of"  Caractacus  "  George  was  paint- 
inu  —  a  piece  sixty-four  feet  by  eighteen.  The  Roman  warrior 
blushed  to  be  discovered  in  that  attitude :  the  tin-headed  spear 
trembled  in  the  whitest  arm  in  the  world.  So  she  put  it  down, 
and  taking  off  the  helmet  also,  went  and  sat  in  a  far  corner 
of  the  studio,  mending  George's  stockings ;  whilst  we  smoked 
couple  of  pipes,  and  talked  about  Raphael  being  a  good 
deal  overrated. 

I  think  he  is ;  and  have  never  disguised  my  opinion  about 
the  "  Transfiguration."  And  all  the  time  we  talked,  there  were 
Clara's  eyes  looking  lucidly  out  from  the  dark  corner  in  which 
she  was  sitting,  working  away  at  the  stockings.  The  lucky 
fellow!  The}'  were  in  a  dreadful  state  of  bad  repair  when  she 
came  out  to  him  at  Rome,  after  the  death  of  their  father,  the 
Reverend  Miles  Rumbold. 

George,  while  at  Rome,  painted  "  Caractacus  ;  "  a  picture  of 
uNon  Angli  sed  Angeli"  of  course;  a  picture  of  "Alfred  in 
the  Neatherd's  Cottage,"  seventy-two  feet  by  forty-eight —  (an 
idea  of  the  gigantic  size  and  Michcl-Angelesque  proportions  of 
this  picture  may  be  formed,  when  I  state  that  the  mere  muffin, 
of  which  the  outcast  king  is  spoiling  the  baking,  is  two  feet 
three  in  diameter)  ;  and  the  deaths  of  Socrates,  of  Remus,  and 
of  the  Christians  under  Nero  respectively,  I  shall  never  forget 
how  lovely  Clara  looked  in  white  muslin,  with  her  hair  down, 
in  this  latter  picture,  giving  herself  up  to  a  ferocious  Carnifex 
(for  which  Bob  Gaunter  the  architect  sat),  and  refusing  to 
listen  to  the  mild  suggestions  of  an  insinuating  Flamen :  which 
character  was  a  gross  caricature  of  myself. 

None  of  George's  pictures  sold.  He  has  enough  to  tapestry 
Trafalgar  Square.  He  has  painted,  since  he  came  back  to 
England,  "  The  Flaying  of  Marsyas,"  "  The  Smothering  of  the 
Little  Boys  in  the  Tower,"  "  A  Plague  Scene  during  the  Great 
Pestilence,"  "  Ugolino  on  the  Seventh  Day  after  he  was  deprived 
of  Victuals,"  &c.  For  although  these  pictures  have  great  merit, 
and  the.  writhings  of  Marsyas,  the  convulsions  of  the  little 
prince,  the  look  of  agony  of  St.  Lawrence  on  the  gridiron,  &c. 
are  quite  true  to  nature,  yet  the  subjects  somehow  are  not  agree- 
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able  ;  and  if  he  hadn't  a  small  patrimony,  my  friend  George  would 

starve. 

Fondness  for  art  leads  me  a  great  deal  to  his  studio.  George 
i>  a  gentleman,  and  has  very  good  frit-lids,  and  good  pluck  IMO. 
When  we  were  at  Rome,  there  was  a  great  row  between  him 
and  young  Ileeliap.  Lord  Box  moor's  son,  who  was  uncivil  to 
Mi-s  I'iivihold  ;  (the  \oiing  scoundrel —  had  I  l>een  a  fighting 
man,  I  should  like  to  have  shot  him  myself!).  Lady  Betty 
Bulbul  is  very  fond  of  Clara;  and  Tom  Bulhul,  who  took 
(George's  message  to  Heeltap,  is  always  hanging  about  the 
studio.  At  least  I  know  that  I  find  the  young  jackanapes  there 
almost  every  day,  bringing  a  new  novel,  or  some  poisonous 
French  poetry,  or  a  basket  of  Mowers,  or  grapes,  with  Lady 
Belly's  love  to  her  dear  Clara  —  a  \oiinu'  rascal  with  white  kids, 
and  his  hair  curled  every  morning.  What,  business  has  he  to 
be  dangling  about  (Jeorg,.  Rmnbold's  premises,  ami  sticking  up 
his  uii'ly  pug-face  as  a  model  for  all  GreOfge'fl  pictures? 

Miss  Clapperclaw  says  Bulhul  is  evidently  smitten,  and  Clara 
too.  What  !  would  she  put  up  with  such  a.  little  fribble  as  that, 
when  there  is  a  man  of  intellect  and  taste  who — but  I  won't 
believe  it.  It  is  all  the  jealousy  of  women. 


SOME  OF  THE  SERVANTS  IN  OUR  STREET. 

Tnr:si;  gentlemen  have  two  clubs  in  our  quarter  —  for  the 
butlers  at  the  "  Indiamau."  and  for  the  gents  in  liver}'  at  the 
11  Pocklington  Arms"  —  of  either  of  which  societies  I  should 
like  to  be  a  member.  I  am  sure  they  could  not  be  so  dull  as 
our  club  at  the  kt  Poluphloisboio,"  where  one  meets  the  same 
neat,  clean,  iv-peetable  old  fogies  every  day. 

But  with  the  best  wishes,  it  is  impossible  for  the  present 
i  to  join  either  the  "  Plate  Club"  or  the  u  Unif9rm  Club" 
(as  these  ri'iutfims  are  designated);  for  one  could  not  shake 
hands  with  a  friend  who  was  standing  behind  your  chair,  or  nod 
a  How-d'ye-do?  to  the  butler  who  was  pouring  you  out  a  glass 
of  wine  ;  —  so  that  what  I  know  about  the  gents  in  our  neigh- 
borhood is  from  mere  casual  observation.  For  instance,  I  have 
a  slight  acquaintance  with  (1)  Thomas  Spavin,  who  commonly 
wears  an  air  of  injured  innocence,  and  is  groom  to  Mr.  Joseph 
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Green,  of  Oiir  Strop*.  "  /  tell  why  the  brougham  'oss  is 
out  of  condition,  ami  why  Desperation  broke  out  all  in  a 
lather!  'Osses  will,  this  'eavy  weather;  and  Desperation  was 
alwaya  the  most  mystr-t  hoss  1  ever  see. —  /take  him  out  with 
Mr.  Anderson's  'ounds —  I'm  above  it.  I  allis  was  too  timid 
to  ride  to  'ounds  by  natur ;  and  Colonel  Sprigs'  groom  as  says 
he  saw  me,  is  a  liar,"  &c.  &</. 

Such  is  the  tenor  of  Mr.  Spavin's  remarks  to  his  master. 
Whereas  all  the  world  in  Our  Street  knows  that  Mr.  Spavin 
spends  at  least  a  hundred  a  year  in  beer ;  that  he  keeps  a- 
betting-book ;  that  he  has  lent  Mr.  Green's  black  brougham 
horse  to  the  omnibus  driver ;  and,  at  a  time  when  Mr.  G.  sup- 
posed him  at  the  veterinary  surgeon's,  has  lent  him  to  a  livery 
stable,  which  has  let  him  out  to  that  gentleman  himself,  and 
actually  driven  him  to  dinner  behind  his  own  horse. 

This  conduct  1  can  understand,  but  I  cannot  excuse  —  Mr. 
Spavin  may  ;  and  I  leave  the  matter  to  be  settled  betwixt  him- 
self and  Mr.  Green. 

The  second  is  Monsieur  Sinbad,  Mr.  Clarence  Bulbul's  man, 
whom  we  all  hate  Clarence  for  keeping. 

Mr.  Sinbad  is  a  foreigner,  speaking  no  known  language,  but 
a  mixture  of  every  European  dialect — so  that  he  may  be  an 
Italian  brigand,  or  a  T}rrolese  minstrel,  or  a  Spanish  smuggler, 
for  what  we  know.  I  have  heard  say  that  he  is  neither  of 
these,  but  an  Irish  Jew. 

He  wears  studs,  hair-oil,  jewellery,  and  linen  shirt-fronts, 
very  finely  embroidered,  but  not  particular  for  whiteness.  Me 
generally  appears  in  faded  velvet  waistcoats  of  a  morning,  and 
is  always  perfumed  with  stale  tobacco.  He  wears  large  rings 
on  his  hands,  which  look  as  if  he  kept  them  up  the  chimney. 

He  does  not  appear  to  do  anything  earthly  for  Clarence 
Bulbul,  except  to  smoke  his  cigars,  and  to  practise  on  his 
guitar.  He  will  not  answer  a  bell,  nor  fetch  a  glass  of  water, 
nor  go  of  an  errand :  on  which,  au  reste,  Clarence  dares  not 
send  him,  being  entirely  afraid  of  his  servant,  and  not  daring 
to  use  him,  or  to  abuse  him,  or  to  send  him  away. 

3.  Adams  —  Mr.  Champignon's  man  —  a  good  old  man  in 
an  old  livery  coat  with  old  worsted  lace  —  so  very  old,  deaf, 
surly,  and  faithful,  that  you  wonder  how  he  should  have  got 
into  the  family  at  all ;  who  never  kept  a  footman  till  last  year, 
when  they  came  into  the  street. 

Miss  Clapperclaw  says  she  believes  Adams  to  be  Mrs. 
Champignon's  father,  and  he  certainly  has  a  look  of  that  lady ; 
&a  Miss  C.  pointed  out  to  mo  at  dinner  one  night,  whilst  old 
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Adams  WHS   blundering   about    amount  .tin-    hired    men    from 
(Winter's,  and  falling  over  tin-  silver  dish 

1.   Plppa,  the  battonieet  page  in  aU  th€  :iind 

Mrs.  (irimsby  with  her  prayer-l k,  and  protects  her. 

M  It'th:i1  woman  wants  a  protector  "  ( a  female  acquaintance 
remarks),  ••  heaven  lie  good  to  u*  !  She  is  as  big  as  an  ML 
and  lias  an  u;M>er  lip  whieli  many  a  cornet  of  the  Lifejuards 
might  envy.  Her  poor  dear  husband  was  a  big  man.  and  she 
could  beat  him  easily;  and  did  too.  Mrs.  ( irimsby  indeed! 
Why.  my  dear  Mr.  Til  marsh,  it  is  (ilumdalca  walking  with  Tom 
Thumb." 

This  observation  of  Miss  C.'s  is  very  true,  and  Mrs.  (  hrfa 
might    carry    her    prayer-bo.  >\.    to    ehureh    hcr>elf.       lint 
Clapperclaw,  who  is  pretty  well  able  to  take  care  of  herself  too, 

;lad  enough  to  have  the  protection  of  the  page  win  : 
went  out  in  the  lly  to  pay  visits,  and  brl'oie  Mr<.  (;rim^b\ 
she  (inarrelled  at  wlii.^t  at  Lady  IWklinLi' 

After  this  merely   parenthetic   observation,  we  come  i< 
one  of  her  ladyship's   larp'  men.  Mr.  .leames  —  a  gentleman  «>f 
tatnre   and    proportions,  who  is   almost  nose  to  nose  with 
her  ladyship's  door  on  the  outside  of  the  omnibus. 
I   think  Jcamcs  has   a   contempt    for  a  man  whom  he  witii 
in    that   position.      I    have'   fancied   something  like   that  feeling 
showed  itself  (  as  far  as  it  may  in  a  well-bred  gentleman   acm-.- 
tomed    to  s(,(.irty  i   in   his   behavior,   while  waiting  behind   my 
chair  at  dinner. 

Hut  I  take  Jeames  to  be,  like  most  giants,  good-natured, 
la/y.  stupid,  soft-hearted,  and  extremely  fond  of  drink.  One 
night,  his  lady  being  engaged  to  dinner  at  Nightingale  House, 
1  s;i\\  Mr.  .leames  resting  himself  on  a  bench  at  the  u  Pock- 
lington  Arms  :  "  where,  as  he  had  no  liquor  before  him,  he  had 
probably  exhausted  his  credit. 

Little  Spitfire.  Mr.  Clarence  Bulbul's  boy,  the  wickedest 
little  varlet  that  ever  hung  on  to  a  cab,  was  "  chaffing"  Mr. 
.leames,  holding  up  to  his  iace  a  pot  of  porter  almost  as  big  as 
the  young  politer  himself. 

'•Vill  yon  now.  liig'un.  or  von't  you?"  Spitfire  said.  "  If 
you're  thirsty,  vy  don't  yon  say  so  and  s<|ucneh  it,  old  hoy?" 

"  Don't  ago  on  making  fun  of  me —  I  can't  abear  chaffin'," 
lie  reply  of  Mr.  .leames.  and  tears  actually  stood  in  his 
tine  eyes  ;ls  lie  l^.ked   at  the   porter  and  the  screeching  little 
imp  before  him. 

Spitfire  (real  name  unknown)  gave  him  some  of  the  drink: 
1  aui  happy  to  say  .Jeames's  face  wore  quite  a  different  look 
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when  it  rose  gasping  out  of  the  porter ;   and  I  judge  of  his 
dispositions  from  the  above  trivial  incident. 

The  last  boy  in  the  sketch,  (5,  need  scarcely  be  particiuanzed. 
Doctor's  boy  f  was  a  charity-boy  ;  stripes  evidently  added  on 
to  a  pair  of 'the  doctor's  clothes  of  last  year  — Miss  Clapper- 
claw pointed  this  out  to  me  with  a  giggle.  Nothing  escapes 
that  old  woman. 

As  we  were  walking  h:-  Kensington  Gardens,  she  pointed 
me  out  Mrs.  Bragg's  nursery-maid,  who  sings  so  loud  at  church, 
engaged  with  a  Lifeguardsman,  whom  she  was  trying  to  con 
Tert  probably.  My  virtuous  friend  rose  indignant  at  the 
sight. 

"  That's  why  these  minxes  like  Kensington  Gardens,  she 
cried.  "Look  at  the  woman:  she  leaves  the  baby  on  the 
grass,  for  the  giant  to  trample  upon ;  and  that  little  wretch  of 
a  Hastings  Bragg  is  riding  on  the  monster's  cane." 

Miss  C.  flew  up  and  seized  the  infant,  waking  it  out  of  its 
sleep,  and  causing  all  the  gardens  to  echo  with  its  squalling. 
"  I'll  teach  you  to  be  impudent  to  nie,"  she  said  to  the  nursery- 
maid, with  whom  my  vivacious  old  friend,  1  suppose,  has  had 
a  difference ;  and  she  would  not  release  the  infant  until  she  had 
rung  the  bell  of  Bungalow  Lodge,  where  she  gave  it  up  to  the 
footman. 

The  giant  in  scarlet  had  slunk  down  towards  Knightsbridgo 
meanwhile.  The  big  rogues  are  always  crossing  the  Park  and 
the  Gardens,  and  hankering  about  Our  Street. 


WHAT  SOMETIMES   HAPPENS   IN  OUR  STREET. 

IT  was  before  old  Hunkington's  house  that  the  mutes  were 
standing,  as  I  passed  and  saw  this  group  at  the  door.  The 
charity-boy  with  the  hoop  is  the  son  of  the  jolly-looking  mute  ; 
he  admires  his  father,  who  admires  himself  too,  in  those  bran- 
new  sables.  The  other  infants  are  the  spawn  of  the  alleys  about 
Our  Street.  Only  the  parson  and  the  typhus  fever  visit  those 
mysterious  haunts,  which  lie  crouched  about  our  splendid  houses 
like  Lazarus  at  the  threshold  of  Dives. 

Those  little  ones  come  crawling  abroad  in  the  sunshine,  to 
the  annoyance  of  the  beadles,  and  the  horror  of  a  number  of 
good  people  in  the  street.  They  will  bring  up  the  rear  of  the 
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procession  anon,  when  the  grand  omnibus  with  the  feathers, 
:ni(l  the  fine  coaches  with  the  long-tailed  Muck  horses,  and  the 
gentlemen's  private  carriages  with  the  sliuttcrs  up.  pa>v  along 
to  Saint  Waltheofs. 

You  can  hear  the  >ln\v  I.ell  tolling  clear  in  the  >un>liine 
alreadv.  mingling  with  the  cnwing  of"  Punch,"  who  is  pa-Mug 
down  the  street  with  his  show  ;  and  the  two  musics  make  a 
(jtieer  medley. 

Not  near  so  many  people,  I  remark,  engage  "  Punch"  now 
as  in  the  good  old  times.  I  suppose  our  quarter  is  growing  too 
genteel  for  him. 

Miss  IJridget  Jones,  a  poor  'ii rate's  daughter  in  Wales, 
conies  into  all  Ilunkington's  properly,  and  will  take  his  name, 
a-  1  am  told.  Noliody  ever  heard  of  her  before.  I  am  sure 
(  aptain  Ilunkington,  and  his  brother  liarnwell  Hunkington, 
must  wish  that  the  lucky  young  lady  had  never  been  heard  of 
to  the  present  da}'. 

Hut  they  will  have  the  consolation  of  thinking  that  they  did 
their  duty  by  their  uncle,  and  consoled  his  declining  years. 
It  \\as  but  la--t  month  that  .Millwood  Ilunkington  (the  Captain) 
sent  the  old  gent leman  a  service  of  plate  ;  and  Mr-,  llarnwcll 
got  a  reclining  carriage  at  e\p(-u-e  from  Hobbs  and 

Dohhs's,  in  which  the  old  gentleman  went  out  only  once. 

••  It  is  a  punishment  on  those  llunkingtons,"  Miss  Clapper- 
claw remarks:  ••upon  those  people  who  have  been  a!\\a\s 
living  beyond  their  little  incomes,  and  alw  ivs  speculating  upon 
what  the  old  man  would  leave  them,  and  alwavs  coaxing  him 
with  presents  which  they  could  not  allbrd.  and  lie  did  not 
want.  It  is  a  punishment  upon  those  llunkingtons  to  be  so 
disappointed." 

••Think  of  giving  him  plate.1'  Miss  C.  justly  says,  "who 
had  chests-full  :  and  sending  him  a  carriage,  who  could  afford 
to  buy  all  Long  Aere.  And  everything  goes  to  Miss  Jones 
Ilunkington.  I  wonder  will  she  give  the  things  back  ?"  Misa 
Clapperclaw  asks..  M  I  wouldn't." 

And  indeed  I  don't  think  Miss  Clapperclaw  would. 
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SOMEBOBY  WHOM  NOBODY  KNOWS. 

THAT  pretty  little  house,  the  last  in  Pocklington  Square, 
was  lately  occupied  by  a  young  widow  lady  who  wore  a  pink 
bonnet,  a  short  silk  dress,  sustained  by  a  crinoline,  and  a  light 
blue  mantle,  or  over-jacket  (Miss  C.  is  not  here  to  tell  me  the 
naiiu'  of  the  garment)  ;  or  else  a  black  velvet  pelisse,  a  yellow 
shawl,  and  a  white  bonnet ;  or  else  —  but  never  mind  the  dress, 
which  seemed  to  be  of  the  handsomest  sort  money  could  buy  — 
and  who  had  very  long  glossy  black  ringlets,  and  a  peculiarly 
brilliant  complexion,  —  No.  96,  Pocklington  Square,  I  sa}', 
was  lately  occupied  by  a  widow  lady  named  Mrs.  Stafford 
Molyneux. 

The  very  first  day  on  which  an  intimate  and  valued  female 
friend  of  mine  saw  Mrs.  Stafford  Molyneux  stepping  into  a 
brougham,  with  a  splendid  bay  horse,  and  without  a  footman, 
(mark,  if  you  please,  that  delicate  sign  of  respectability,)  and 
after  a  moment's  examination  of  Mrs.  S.  M.'s  toilette,  her 
manners,  little  dog,  carnation-colored  parasol,  &c.,  Miss  Eliza- 
beth Clapperclaw  clapped  to  the  opera-glass  with  which  she 
had  been  regarding  the  new  inhabitant  of  Our  Street,  came 
away  from  the  window  in  a  great  flurry,  and  began  poking  her 
fire  in  a  fit  of  virtuous  indignation. 

"She's  very  pretty,"  said  I,  who  had  been  looking  over 
Miss  C.'s  shoulder  at  the  widow  with  the  flashing  eyes  and 
drooping  ringlets. 

lv  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,"  said  Miss  Clapperclaw,  tossing  up 
her  virgin  head  with  an  indignant  blush  on  her  nose.  "  It's  a 
sin  and  a  shame  that  such  a  creature  should  be  riding  in  her 
carnage,  forsooth,  when  honest  people  must  go  on  foot." 

Subsequent  observations  confirmed  my  revered  fellow- 
fodger's  anger  and  opinion.  We  have  watched  Hansom  cabs 
standing  before  that  lady's  house  for  hours ;  we  have  seen 
broughams,  with  great  flaring  eyes,  keeping  watch  there  in  the 
darkness;  we  have  seen  the  vans  from  the  comestible-shops 
drive  up  and  discharge  loads  of  wines,  groceries,  French  plums, 
and  other  articles  of  luxurious  horror.  We  have  seen  Count 
Wowski's  drag,  Lord  Martingale's  carriage,  Mr.  Deuceace's 
cab  drive  up  there  time  after  time ;  and  (having  remarked 
previously  the  pastry-cook's  men  arrive  with  the  trays  and 
•ntrees) ,  we  have  known  that  this  widow  was  giving  dinners  at 
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Hie  little  house  in  Pockliii'.rton  Square  —  dinners  such  as  d> 

people  collld   not    hope   tO  enjoy. 

My  excellent    friend    has  been    in   a   perfect    fury  when  Mr-. 
Stall'.  id   Molyneux.  in   a   black  velvet  riding-habit.  with  a   hat 
and    leather,  has  cnmc  nut  and  mounted   an  odious  <^ray  li 
and  has  cantered  down   the  oil.  .wed  by  her  u,ioom  upon 

u  bay. 

"It  won't  last  long  —  it  must,  end  in  shame  and  humilia- 
tion." my  dear  M  Us  (.  has  remarked,  disappointed  that  tin-  tiles 
and  chimney-pots  did  not  tall  down  upon  Mrs.  Stafford  Moly- 
neiix's  head,  and  cru>h  that  cantering.  audacious  woman. 

Hut  it  was  a  consolation  to  sec  her  when  she  walked  out 
with  a  I'Yciich  maid.  :i  couple  of  children,  and  a  little  doir 
hanu-iii'j;  on  to  her  by  a  blue  ribbon.  She  always  held  down 
her  head  then  —  her  head  with  the  droopinu  black  ringlets. 
The  virtuous  and  well-disp  'idcd  iier.  \  have  M-m  the 

Square-keeper   himsi-lf  look   pn/./led   as  >he    i  nnd    I.ad\ 

Kicklebury  walking  by  with  Mi^s  K.,  her  daughter,  turn  away 
from  Mr<.  Statlord  Molyneux,  and  Ilin^  back  at  her  a  ruthless 
I'jirthian  glance  that  ought  to  have  killed  any  woman  of  decent 
sensibility. 

That  wretched  woman,  meanwhile,  with  her  routed   cln 
(lor  roiiu'e  it    /s.  Mi-s  Clapperclaw  swears,  and  who  is  u  better 
jiidLie?)    has   walked  on   conscious,   and  yet   somehow    braving 
out    the   Street.      You  could    read  pride  of  her   beauty,  pride  of 
Her  line  clothes,  shame  of  her  position,  in  her  downcast  black 

eyes. 

As   for    Mademoi.vclle    Trampoline,   her    French    maid,    she 

would  stare    the   sun   itself  out   of  countenance.      One   day  sh«> 

d   up   her   head   as  she   passed    under  our  windows  with   a 

look  of    scorn   that    drove    Mi>s   Clapperclaw   back  to   the   tire- 

place  airain. 

It  was   Mrs.  Statlord   Molyneux's  children,   however,  whom 
I  pitied  the  most.      Once   her  boy.  in  a   tlnring  tartan,  went  up 
to  spi-:ik  to  MuMer  Roderick   La'-v,  whose  maid  was  engaged 
o^linu   a    policeman  ;     and     the    children    were    £oin<_:    to    : 
friends,  bein^  united  with  a  hoop  which  Master  Molyneux  had, 
when  Master  Roderick's  maid,  rushing  up,  clutched  her  charge 
to   her   arms,    and   hurried    away,    leaving  little   Molyneux 
and  wondering. 

>%  Why  won't  lie  play  with  me.  mamma?"  Master  Motyneux 
asked  —  and  his  mother's  face  blushed  purple  as  she  walked 
away. 

44  Ah  —  heaven  help  us  HIM  forgive  us  I  "  said  I  ;  but  Mis' 
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(  .  <:in  novor  forgive  the  mother  or  child  ;  and  she  clapped  her 
hands  for  joy  one  day  when  we  saw  the  shutters  up,  bills  in  the 
windows,  a  carpet  hanging  out  over  the  balcony,  and  a  crowd 
«>f  shabby  Jews  about  the  steps  —  giving  token  that  the  reign 
of  Mrs.  Stafford  Molyneux  was  over.  The  pastry-cooks  and 
their  trays,  the  bay  and  the  gray,  the  brougham  and  the  groom, 
the  noblemen  and  their  cabs,  were  all  gone ;  and  the  tradesmen 
in  the  neighborhood  were  crying  out  that  they  were  done. 

4 'Serve  the  odious  minx  right!"  says  Miss  C.  ;  and  she 
played  at  piquet  that  night  with  more  vigor  than  I  have  known 
her  manifest  for  these  last  ten  years. 

What  is  it  that  makes  certain  old  ladies  so  savage  upon 
certain  subjects?  Miss  C.  is  a  good  woman  ;  pays  her  rent  and 
her  tradesmen  ;  gives  plenty  to  the  poor ;  is  brisk  with  IKT 
tonirue —  kind-hearted  in  the  main  ;  but  if  Mrs.  Stafford  Moly- 
neux and  her  children  were  plunged  into  a  caldron  of  boiling 
vinegar,  I  think  my  revered  friend  would  not  take  them  out 


THE  MAN  IN  POSSESSION. 

FOR  another  misfortune  which  occurred  in  Our  Street  we 
were  much  more  compassionate.  We  liked  Danby  Dixon,  and 
his  wife  Fanny  Dixon  still  more.  Miss  C.  had  a  paper  of  bis- 
cuits and  a  box  of  preserved  apricots  always  in  the  cupboard, 
ready  for  Dixon's  children  —  provisions  by  the  way  which  she 
locked  up  under  Mrs.  Cammysole's  nose,  so  that  our  landlady 
could  by  no  possibility  lay  a  hand  on  them. 

Dixon  and  his  wife  had  the  neatest  little  house  possible, 
(No.  16,  opposite  96,)  and  were  liked  and  respected  by  the 
whole  street.  He  was  called  Dandy  Dixon  when  he  was  in  the 
Dragoons,  and  was  a  light  weight,  and  rather  famous  as  a 
gentleman  rider.  On  his  marriage,  he  sold  out  and  got  fat  ; 
and  was  indeed  a  florid,  contented,  and  jovial  gentleman. 

His  little  wife  was  charming  —  to  see  her  in  pink  with  some 
miniature  Dixons,  in  pink  too,  round  about  her,  or  in  Unit 
beautiful  gray  dress,  with  the  deep  black  lace  flounces,  which 
she  wore  at  my  Lord  Comandine's  on  the  night  of  the  private 
theatricals,  would  have  done  any  man  good.  To  hear  her  sing 
any  of  my  little  ballads,  "  Knbwest  Thou  the  Willow-tree?" 
for  instance,  or  "  The  Rose  upon  my  Balcony,"  or  "  The  Hu~>- 
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ruing  of  the  Honey-bee,"  (fur  superior  in  wy  judgment,  and  in 
that  oftomtgeodjudgtt  likewise,  to  that  htnnoag  Clarence  Bul- 

hnl's  ballads.)  to  hear  her.  I  say.  sin'.:  these.  wa>  \<>  be  m  a 
-ort  of  small  Flysium.  Dear,  dear  little  Fanny  Dixun!  -he 
MM  like  a  little  chirpiiiLr  bird  of  Paradise.  It  was  a  shame 
that  storms  should  ever  rtitlle  such  a  tender  plumage. 

Well,  never  mind  about  sentiment.  Dauby  Dixon,  the 
owner  of  this  little  treasure,  an  »-\-<-aptain  of  Dragoons,  and 
having  nothing  to  do,  and  a  small  income,  wisely  thought  he 
\\-oul.i  employ  his  spare  time.  :md  inerease  his  revenue.  He 
lieeame  a  director  of  the  Coruaro  Life  In<uraiiee  Company,  of 
the  Tre^ulpho  tin-mines,  and  of  four  or  li\ •••  railroad  eompanies. 
It  was  amusiii  him  swa^^'-riri};  al»out  the  City  in  his 

clinking  l>oots.  and  with  his  hi^h  and  miuhty  dfairoon  man: 
For  a  time  his  talk  :il»<uit  shaivs  after  dinner  was  perfectly 
intolerable;  and  I  for  one  was  always  "Jad  to  leave  him  in  the 
company  of  sundry  very  dubious  capitalists  who  fivi|iieiit«'d  his 
lioiiv,.,  and  walk  up  to  hear  Mr^.  Fanny  warbling  at  the  piano 
with  her  little  children  about  her  knees. 

It  was  only  last  season  that  they  set  up  a  carriage  —  the 
modestest  little  vehicle  conceivable  —  driven  b\  Kirby.  who 
had  been  in  Dixon's  troop  in  the  regiment,  and  had  followed 
him  into  private  life  as  coachman,  footman,  and  page. 

One  day  lately  I  went  into  Dixon's  house,  hearing  that  some 
calamities  had  befallen  him,  the  particulars  of  which  Miss  Clap- 
perclaw was  desirous  to  know.  The  creditors  of  the  Tregulpho 
Mines  had  «jot  a  verdict  a^ain>t  him  as  one  of  the  directors  of 
that  company  ;  the  engineer  of  the  Little  Diddlesex  Junction 
had  sued  him  for  two  thousand  three  hundred  pounds  —  the 
charges  of  that  scientific  man  for  six  weeks'  labor  in  surveying 
the  line.  His  brother  directors  were  to  be  discovered  nowhere  : 
Windham,  Dodgin,  Mizzlington,  and  the  rest,  were  all  gone 
!.»n.ir  ago. 

When  I  entered,  the  door  was  open:  there  was  a  smell  of 
smoke  iu  the  dining-room,  where  a  gentleman  at  noonday  was 
seated  with  a  pipe  and  a  pot  of  beer:  a  man  in  possession  in- 
deed, in  that  comfortable  pretty  parlor,  by  that  snug  round 
where  I  have  so  often  seen  Fauuy  Dixon's  smiling 
fare. 

Kirby,  the  ex-dragoon,  was  scowling  at  the  fellow,  who  lay 
upon  a  little  settee  reading  the  new>paper,  with  an  evident 
d.'-ire  to  kill  him.  Mrs.  Kirby.  his  wife,  held  little  Dauby, 
p.)or  Dixon's  son  and  heir.  Dixon's  portrait  smiled  over  the 
sideboard  still,  ami  his  wife  was  up  stairs  in  an  agony  of 
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fear,  with  the  poor  little  daughters  of  this  bankrupt,  broken 
family. 

Tins  poor  soul  had  art.iially  come  down  and  paid  a  visit  to 
the  man  in  possession.  She  had  sent  wine  and  dinner  to  fct  the 
irrnt lemaii  down  stairs,"  as  she  called  him  in  her  terror.  She 
had  tried  to  move  his  heart,  by  representing  to  him  how  inno- 
cent Captain  Dixon  was,  and  how  he  had  always  paid,  and 
always  remained  at  home  when  everybody  else  had  fled.  As  if 
her  tears  and  simple  tales  and  entreaties  could  move  that  man 
in  possession  out  of  the  house,  or  induce  him  to  pay  the  costs 
of  the  action  which  her  husband  had  lost. 

Danby  meanwhile  was  at  Boulogne,  sickening  after  his  wife 
and  children.  They  sold  everything  in  his  house  —  all  his 
smart  furniture  and  neat  little  stock  of  plate  ;  his  wardrobe 
and  his  linen,  u  the  property  of  a  gentleman  gone  abroad  ; " 
his  carriage  by  the  best  maker ;  and  his  wine  selected  without 
regard  to  expense.  His  house  was  shut  up  as  completely  as 
his  opposite  neighbor's ;.  and  a  new  tenant  is  just  having  it 
fresh  painted  inside  and  out,  as  if  poor  Dixon  had  left  an 
infection  behind. 

Kirby  and  his  wife  went  across  the  water  with  the  children 
and  Mrs.  Fanny  —  she  has  a  small  settlement ;  and  I  am  bound 
to  say  that  our  mutual  friend  Miss  Elizabeth  C.  went  down 
with  Mrs.  Dixon  in  the  fly  to  the  Tower  Stairs,  and  stopped  in 
Lombard  Street  by  the  way. 

So  it  is  that  the  world  wags :  that  honest  men  and  knaves 
alike  are  always  having  ups  and  downs  of  fortune,  and  that  we 
are  perpetually  changing  tenants  in  Our  Street. 


THE  LION  OF  THE  STREET. 

WHAT  people  can  find  in  Clarence  Bulbul,  who  has  lately 
taken  upon  himself  the  rank  and  dignity  of  Lion  of  Our  Street, 
I  have  always  been  at  a  loss  to  conjecture. 

"He  has  written  an  Eastern  book  of  considerable  merit," 

iss  Clapperclaw  says ;  but  hang  it,  has  not  everybody  written 

eastern  book?     I  should  like  to  meet  anybody  in  society 

low  who  has  not  been  up  to  the  second  cataract.     An  Eastern 

forsooth  !  My  Lord  Castleroyal  has  done  one  —  an  honest 

»e  ;  my  Lord  Youngent  another  —  an  amusing  one  ;  my  Lord 
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Woolly  another  -a  pious  one  ;  there  is  M  The  Cutlet  and  the 
( 'abob  "  — a  sentimental  one  ;  ••  Timbuctoothen  "  —  a  humorous 
one,  all  iudicrou-l\  o\  created,  in  my  opinion  :  not  including  my 
•»\vn  little  book,  of  which  a  copy  or  two  i-  still  to  be  had,  by 
the  way. 

Well,  then,  Clarence  P.iilhul.  hecaii-e  he  ha-  made  part  of 
the  little  tour  that  all  of  u-  know,  comes  back  and  irives  him- 
-  .-If  airs,  forsooth,  and  howls  as  if  he  were  jti-t  out  of  the  great 
Libyan  desert. 

When  we  <_:'>  and  see  him.  that  Iri-h  Jew  courier,  whom  I 
have  before  had  the  honor  to  deMffbftj  looks  up  from  the 
novel  which  he  is  reading  in  the  ante-room,  and  -ay-.  M  Mon 
maitre  e-t  an  divan,"  or.  "  Moii-ietir  troineia  Monsieur  dans 
son  si'-rail,"  and  relapses  into  the  (  omte  de 


Yes,  the  impudent  wretch  has  actually  a  room  in  his  apart- 
ments on  the  ground-Moor  of  his  mother's  hou->c.  which  In-  calls 
his  harem.  When  Lady  I.etty  P.ulluil  ( they  an;  of  the  Ni^ht- 
imrale  family)  or  Miss  Blanche  comes  down  to  visit  him,  their 
slippers  are  placed  at  the  door,  and  he  receives  them  on  an 
ottoman,  and  these  infatuated  women  will  actually  li^ht  his  pipe 
for  him. 

Little  Spitfire,  the  irroom,  lianas  about  tho  drawing-room, 
outride  the  harem  forsooth!  so  that  he  may  be  ready  when 
(  lart  nee  Ilulbul  claps  hands  for  him  to  bring  the  pipes  and 

He  has  coffee  and  pipes  for  everybody.  I  should  like  you 
to  have  seen  the  face  of  old  Bowly,  his  collcLre-tutor.  called 
upon  to  sit  eross-le<j:<xed  on  a  divan,  a  little  cup  of  bitter  black 
Mocha  put  into  his  hand,  and  a  large  amber-muzzled  pipe 
stuck  into  his  mouth"  by  Spitfire,  before  he  could  so  much  as 
say  it  was  a  fine  day.  Bowly  almost  thought  he  had  com 
promised  his  principles  by  consenting  so  far  to  this  Turkisl 
manner. 

Kulbul's  dinners  are,  I  own,  very  good;  his  pilaffs  and 
curries  excellent.  lie  tried  to  make  us  eat  rice  with  our 
linirer^.  it  i- true  :  but  lie  scalded  hi- own  hands  in  the  busi- 
ness, and  invariably  bedi/ened  his  shirt  .  so  he  has  left  off  the 
Turkish  practice,  for  dinner  at  least,  and  uses  a  fork  like  a 
C  hristian. 

Hut  it  is  in  society  that  he  is  most  remarkable  ;  and  here  he 
would,  I  own.  be  odiou-.   but  lie  becomes  delightful,  be< 
all  the  men  hate  him  so,      A  perfect  chorus  of  abuse  is  raised 
1  about  him.     "Confounded  impostor,"  says  one  ;   ••  Itn- 
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pudent  jackass,"  says  another;  "Miserable  puppy,"  cries  a 
thin  I  :  -:  I'd  like  to  wring  his  neck,"  says  BrufY,  scowling  over 
his  shoulder  at  him.  Clarence  meanwhile  nods,  winks,  smiles, 
and  patronizes  them  all  with  the  easiest  ^ood-humor.  He  is  a 
fellow  who  would  poke  an  archbishop  in  the  apron,  or  clap 
a  duke  on  the  shoulder,  as  coolly  as  he  would  address  you 
and  me. 

I  saw  him  the  other  night  at  Mrs.  Bumpsher's  grand  let-off. 
He  flung  himself  down  cross-legged  on  a  pink  satin  sofa,  so 
that  you  could  see  Mrs.  Bumpsher  quiver  with  rage  in  the  dis- 
tance, Bruff  growl  with  fury  from  the  further  room,  and  Miss 
Pirn,  on  whose  frock  Bulbul's  feet  rested,  look  up  like  a  timid 
fawn. 

"  Fan  me,  Miss  Pirn,"  said  he  of  the  cushion.  "  You  look 
like  a  perfect  Peri  to-night.  You  remind  me  of  a  girl  I  once 
knew  in  Circassia  —  Ameena,  the  sister  of  Schamyl  Bey.  Do 
you  know,  Miss  Pirn,  that  you  would  fetch  twenty  thousand 
piastres  in  the  market  at  Constantinople  ?  " 

"Law,  Mr.  Bulbul  !  "  is  all  Miss  Pirn  can  ejaculate;  and 
having  talked  over  Miss  Pirn,  Clarence  goes  olT  to  another 
houri,  whom  he  fascinates  in  a  similar  manner.  He  charmed 
Mrs.  Wadd}r  b}r  telling  her  that  she  was  the  exact  figure  of  the 
Pasha  of  Egypt's  second  wife.  He  gave  Miss  Tokely  a  piece 
of  the  sack  in  which  Zuleika  was  drowned  ;  and  he  actually 
persuaded  that  poor  little  silly  Miss  Vain  to  turn  Mahometan, 
and  sent  her  up  to  the  Turkish  ambassador's  to  look  out  for  a 
mufti. 


THE  DOVE  OF  OUR  STREET. 

IF  Bulbul  is  ourLjon,  Young  Oriel  may  be  described  as  The 
Dove  of  our  colony.  He  is  almost  as  great  a  pasha  among  the 
ladies  as  Bulbul.  They  crowd  in  flocks  to  see  him  at  Saint 
Waltheofs,  where  the  immense  height  of  his  forehead,  the 
rigid  asceticism  of  his  surplice,  the  twang  with  which  he  in- 
tones the  service,  and  the  namby-pamb}r  mysticism  of  his 
sermons,  have  turned  all  the  dear  girls'  heads  for  some  time 
past.  While  we  were  having  a  rubber  at  Mrs.  Chauntry's,  whose 
daughters  are  following  the  new  mode,  I  heard  the  following 
talk  (which  made  me  revoke  by  the  way)  going  on,  in  what  was 
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formerly  called  the  youn.i;  ladies'  room,  but  is  now  styled  the 

(  Jratorv  :  - 

THK 


Ml**    ClIAI'NTRY.  Ml--     I-\l'.l   I.    ClIAI'NTRT. 

Mi-.*   I»K   I,  'AISLE.  Mi>^   \'\\ 

Hi  \      I,    <ti;n.i..  Kl.\.   <>     SI-MIM         [/,,  rfir  fintfitr  r#>m  j 

Miss  (^iniintnf  (sit/fiftn/).  —  Is  it  \M"|,M  i.,  |M.  i,i  the  CuanU, 
dear  Mr.  Oriel? 

Miss  /';/./.  —   She  will    make    1'Yank  dc    Moots   sell  out  when 
he  marries. 

Mr.  Oriff.  -To  lie  in  tin-  (  i  nartls.  «lear  >i-1er?  The  church 
has  alwaTS  enootiraged  the  army.  Saint  Martin  of  Tours  was 
in  tin-  ainiy;  Saint  Louis  was  in  the  army;  Saint  Waltheoi'. 
our  patron.  Saint  \Vilikin«l  of  AMeniKinl-iiry.  Saint  Waml»:i. 
and  S:iiut.  Walloll'  were  in  tin-  army.  Saint  Wapflhol  was  rap- 
tain  of  tlie  i^uard  of  (A)ueen  Hoadicra  ;  and  Saint  Wrrewolf  \\a- 
a  m-ijor  in  Hie  Danish  cavalry.  Tin-  holy  Saint  Ignatius  of 
Loyola  carried  a  pike,  as  we  know  :  and 

Miss  DC  r.  \is/f.  --  Will  you  take  sonic  tea,  dear  Mr.  Oriel? 

Oriel.  —  This  is  not  one  of  ///_//  Ica-t  da\s.  Sister  Emnia.  It 
is  the  least  of  Saint  \Va-Mall1  of'  Walthamstow. 

77/1-   YIHIHIJ  /.<!</;<'*.  —  And  we  mu.st  iK.t  even  take  tea? 

Orit'l.  —  Dear  sisters,  I  said  not  so.  Y«n  ma}'  do  as  you 
list;  hut  I  am  strong  (in'f/i  a  foort-broten  xiyh)  ;  don't  ply  me 
(lie  reels}.  I  took  a  little  water  and  a  parched  pea  after  matins. 
To-morrow  is  a  II-  >h  day.  and  —  and  1  shall  l>e  (tetter  then. 

AVr.  O.  Slnciiin  (  t'l-oin  H'ltliiu).  —  Madam,  I  lake  your  heart 
with  my  small  trump. 

On'el.  —  Yes,  better!  clear  sister;  it  is  only  a  passing  —  a 
—  wcakii- 

,)//.<•$  /.    (Vniunlry.  —  He's  dyiu.ir  "I"  fever. 

Mis.<  citmintrtj.  —  I'm  so  <:lad   DC  Boots  need  not  leave  the 

Blues. 

Miss    I'yj-.  —  He  wears   sackcloth    and   cinders   inside   hi> 


Miss  D<'  r  Aisle.  He's  told  me  to-night  he's  going  to  —  to 
—  Ro-o-ome.  [Miss  />•'  I'  A  ink  ftursfs  into  t»irs.] 

7?et».  O.  Slocum.  —  My  lord,  I  have  the  highest  club,  which 
gives  the  trick  and  two  by  honors. 

Thus,  you  see,  we  have  a  variety  of  clergymen  in  Our  Street. 
Mr.  Oriel  is  of  the  pointed  Cothic  school,  while  old  Slocum  is 
of  the  good  old  tawny  port-  wine  school  :  and  it  must  be  con- 
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that  Mr.  Gronow,  at  Ebenezer,  has  a  hearty  abhorrence 

As  for  Gronow,  I  pity  him,  if  his  future  lot  should  fall  where 
Mr.  Oriel  supposes  that  it  will. 

And  as  for  Oriel,  lie  has  not  even  the  benefit  of  purgatory, 
which  he  would  accord  to  his  neighbor  Ebenezer  ;  while  old 
Slormn  pronounces  both  to  be  a  couple  of  humbugs  ;  and  Mr. 
.Mole,  the  demure  little  beetle-browed  chaplain  of  the  little 
church  of  Avemary  Lane,  keeps  his  sly  eyes  down  to  the 
ground  when  he  passes  any  one  of  his  black-coated  brethren. 

There  is  only  one  point  on  which,  my  friends,  they  seem 
agreed.  Slocum  likes  port,  but  who  ever  heard  that  he  neg- 
lected his  poor?  Gronow,  if  he  comminates  his  neighbor's 
congregation,  is  the  affectionate  father  of  his  own.  Oriel,  if  he 
loves  pointed  Gothic  and  parched  peas  for  breakfast,  has  a 
prodigious  soup-kitchen  for  his  poor  ;  and  as  for  little  Father 
Mole,  who  never  lifts  his  eyes  from  the  ground,  ask  our  doctor 
at  what  bedsides  he  finds  him,  and  how  he  soothes  poverty,  and 
braves  misery  and  infection. 


THE  BUMPSHERS. 

No.  6,  Pocklington  Gardens,  (the  house  with  the  quantity  of 
dowers  in  the  windows,  and  the  awning  over  the  entrance,) 
George  Bumpsher,  Esquire,  M.P.  for  Humborough  (and  the 
Beanstalks,  Kent). 

For  some  time  after  this  gorgeous  famity  came  into  our 
quarter,  I  mistook  a  bald-headed,  stout  person,  whom  I  used 
to  see  looking  through  the  flowers  on  the  upper  windows,  for 
Bumpsher  himself,  or  for  the  butler  of  the  family  ;  whereas  it 
was  no  other  than  Mrs.  Bumpsher,  without  her  chestnut  wig, 
and  who  is  at  least  three  times  the  size  of  her  husband. 

The  Bumpshers  and  the  house  of  Mango  at  the  Pineries  vie 

together  in  their  desire  to  dominate  over  the  neighborhood ; 

,nd   each  votes   the  other  a  vulgar  and  purse-proud  family. 

The  fact  is,  both  are  City  people.     Bumpsher,  in  his  mercantile 

capacity,  is  a  wholesale  stationer  in  Thames  Street;  and  his 

rife  was  the  daughter  of  an  eminent  bill-broking  firm,  not  u 

thousand  miles  from  Lombard  Street. 

He  does  not  sport  a  coronet  and  supporters  upon  his  Lon- 
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don  pint*-  and  cania-jc-  :  '"it  his  country-house  is  emblazoned 
all  over  with  those  heraldic  decorat  ions.  He  puts  on  an  order 
when  he  JMM-S  abroad,  ami  is  Count  Hiimpsher  of  tin-  Roman 
States  -\\liirh  title  he  pin-chased  from  tin-  late  1'ope  'through 
1'rince  l'ol<>nia  the  banker)  lor  a  couple  of  thoii>:m«l  scudi. 

It  is  as  «rood  as  a  coronation  to  B66  him  and  Mrs.  Bumpsher 
<ro  to  ( 'onrt.  I  uonder  the  carriage  ean  hold  them  both.  On 
tlp.se  da\s  .Mr-.  Uumpsher  hol<ls  her  own  drawing-room  before 
her  MajesjN'-;  and  we  are  invited  to  come  and  see  her  sitting 
in  state,  upon  the  larue-t  s(,|a  in  IK  r  rooms.  She  has  IK  . 
a  stout  one.  I  promise  \oi;.  Her  vei  v  feather-  inii-t  wei^li 
something  coiisi,leral)h'.  '1'he  diamonds  <,n  her  stomacher 
would  emnroitlcr  a  full->i/ed  fiirpri-lia^.  She  lias  niliii-s.  ril>- 
t",iis,  cameo-,  emerahls.  >j;old  serpent-,  opals,  and  Valenciennes 
lace,  as  if  she  were  an  immense  sample  out  of  Howell  and 
James's  shop. 

She  took  tip  with  little  I'inkney  at  Koine,  \vhere  lie  made  a 
charming  picture  of  her,  representing  her  as  alxmt  eiirhteen, 
with  a  eheriili  in  her  lap,  who  has  some  liking  to  Ilnanstoiie 
Unmpshi'i1,  her  enormous,  vulgar  son;  now  a  cornet  in  the 
lilnes.  and  anvthiiiii  l»nt  a  eherul),  as  those  would  say  who  saw 
him  in  his  uniform  jacket. 

I    remember    I'inkney   when    lie   was    painting    the    picture. 

iistoiie  heino  then  a  youth  in  what  they  call  a  skeleton  suit 

!'  such  a  pin  of  a  child  could  ever  have   heen  dressed   in 

anything  resemUuiLi  a  skeleton)  —  1  remember.  I  say.  Mi-.  li. 

sitting  to  I'inkney  in  a  sort  of  K^erian  costume,  her  l>oy  l>y  her 

side,  whose  head  the  artist  turned  roimd  and  directed  it  towards 

a  piece  of  liinizvrliread,  which  he  was  to  have  at  the  end  of  the 

Bitting. 

I'inkney,  indeed,  a  painter!  —  a  contemptible  little  humbug 
a  parasite  of  tin-  Lireat  !  He  lias  painted  Mrs.  Uumpsher younger 
every  year  for  these  hist  ten  years  —  and  you  see  in  the  adver- 
tisements of  all  her  panics  hu  odious  little  name  stuek  in  at  the 
end  of  the  list.  I'm  sure,  for  my  part,  I'd  scorn  to  enter  hei 
doors,  or  bo  the  toady  of  any  woman. 
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JOLLY  NEWBOY,   ESQ.,   M.P. 

How  different  it  is  with  the  Newboys,  now,  where  I  have  an 
?ntree  (having  indeed  had  the  honor  in  former  days  to  give 
lessons  to  both  the  ladies)  —  and  where  such  a  quack  as  Pink- 
ney  would  never  be  allowed  to  enter !  A  merrier  house  the 
/vhole  quarter  cannot  furnish.  It  is  there  you  meet  people  of 
all  ranks  and  degrees,  not  only  from  our  quarter,  but  from  the 
rest  of  the  town.  It  is  there  that  our  great  man,  the  Right 
Honorable  Lord  Comandine,  came  up  and  spoke  to  me  in  so 
encouraging  a  manner  that  I  hope  to  be  invited  to  one  of  his 
lordship's  excellent  dinners  (of  which  I  shall  not  fail  to  give  a 
very  fluttering  description)  before  the  season  is  over.  It  is 
there  you  find  3*011  rself  talking  to  statesmen,  poets,  and  artists 
—  not  sham  poi-ls  like  liulbul,  01  quack  artists  like  that  Pink- 
ney  —  but  to  the  best  members  of  all  society.  It  is  there  I 
made  this  sketch,  while  Miss  Chesterforth  was  singing  a  deep- 
toned  tragic  ballad,  and  her  mother  scowling  behind  her.  Wha> 
a  buzz  and  clack  and  chatter  there  was  in  the  room  to  oe 
sure  !  When  Miss  Chesterforth  sings,  everybody  begins  to  talk. 
Hicks  and  old  Fogy  were  on  Ireland  :  Bass  was  roaring  into  old 
Pump's  ears  (or  into  his  horn  rather)  about  the  Navigation 
Laws;  I  was  engaged  talking  to  the  charming  Mrs.  Short; 
while  Charley  Bonham  (a  mere  prig,  in  whom  I  am  surprised 
that  the  women  can  see  anything,)  was  pouring  out  his  fulsome 
rhapsodies  in  the  ears  of  Diana  White.  Lovely,  lovely  Diana 
White !  were  it  not  for  three  or  four  other  engagements,  I 
know  a  heart  that  would  suit  3-011  to  a  T. 

Newboy's  I  pronounce  to  be  the  jolliest  house  in  the  street. 
He  has  only  of  late  had  a  rush  of  prosperity,  and  turned  Parlia- 
ment man  ;  for  his  distant  cousin,  of  the  ancient  house  of  New- 
boy  of shire,  dying,  Fred  —  then  making  believe  to  practise 

at  the  bar,  and  living  with  the  utmost  modesty  in  Gray's  Inn 
Road  —  found  himself  master  of  a  fortune,  and  a  great  house  in 
the  country ;  of  which  getting  tired,  as  in  the  course  of  nature 
he  should,  he  came  up  to  London,  and  took  that  fine  mansion 
in  our  Gardens.  He  represents  Mumborough  in  Parliament,  a 
scat  which  has  been  time  out  of. mind  occupied  by  a  Newboy. 

Though  he  does  not  speak,  being  a  great  deal  too  rich, 
sensible,  and  lazy,  he  somehow  occupies  himself  with  reading 
Mue-books,  and  indeed  talks  a  great  deal  too  much  good  sense 
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of  late  over  his  dinner-table,  where  there  is  alwaj's  a  cover  for 

the  present  writer. 

lie  tails  asleep  pret ty  assiduously  too  after  that  nie:d  —  a 
practice  \\hieh  I  can  well  pardon  in  him  —  for.  between  our- 
selves, his  wife.  Maria  .\e\\bo\.  ;uid  his  Bister,  (  laris-a,  are  the 
loveliest  and  kindc.sl  of  their  BOX,  and  I  would  rather  hear  theii 
innocent  prattle,  and  lively  talk  about  their  neighbors,  than  the 
best  wisdom  from  the  ffise*(  man  that  e\er  wore  a  beard. 

Like  a  wise  and  «;ood  man,  In-  leaves  the  question  of  his 
household  entirely  to  the  women.  They  like  j^oin^  to  tin-  play. 
Thev  like  jjoinii  to  <  ireenwich.  They  lik-  coMiinur  to  a  party  at 
Bachelor's  Hall.  They  arc  up  to  all  toita  of  fun,  in  a  word  :  in 
which  taste  the  o-,M.d-natnred  Newboy  acquiesces,  provided  he 
is  left  to  follow  his  own. 

It  was  only  on  the  17th  of  the  month,  that,  having  had  the 
honor  to  dine  at  the  house.  \\heii.  after  dinner,  which  took  place 
at  ciuht.  we  left  Newbo\  to  his  blue-books,  and  went  up  stairs  and 
sanu  a  little  to  the  guitar  altcrwaids  it  was  only  on  the  17th 
December,  the  ni^ht  of  Lad\  Sowerby'i  party,  that  the  follow- 
ing dialogue  took  place  in  the  boudoir,  whither  Newboy,  blue- 
books  in  hand,  had  ascended. 

He  was  curled  up  with  his  House  of  Commons  boots  on  his 
wife's  arm-chair,  reading  his  eternal  blue-books,  when  Mi 
entered  from  her  apartment,  dieted  for  the  evening. 

.)//•>-.  N.  —  Frederick,  won't  von  come? 

,]fr.  N.   -  Where? 

Mrs.  N.  — To  Lady  Sowerhy'-. 

Mr.  N.  —  I'd  rather  £o  to  the  I'.lack  Hole  in  Calcutta.  Be- 
sides, this  Sanitary  Report  is  really  the  most  interesting — [/*a 

•'//>•  /"  /••  /^/.] 

Mrs.  Ar.  —  (piqued}  —  Well.  Mr.  Titmarsh  will  go  with  us. 

Mr.  N.  —  Will  he?     I  wish  him  Joy, 

At  this  juncture    Miss  Clarissa   Newboy  enters  in   a   pink 
paletot,    trimmed    with    swansdown — looking  like   nn    airj>  1 
and  we  exchange  «rlanees  of —  what  shall  I  sa}'? — of  sympathy 
on  both  parts,  and  consummate  rapture  on  mine.     But  this  is 
by-play. 

Mrs.  N.  —  Good  niirht,  Frederick.     I  think  we  shall  be  late. 

Mr.  N.  —  Yon  won't  wake  me,  I  dare  say ;  and  you  don't 
expect  a  public  man  to  sit  up. 

J/.'.s.  .V.  —  It's  not  you,  it's  the  servants.  Cocker  sleeps 
very  heavily.  The  maids  are  best  in  bed,  and  are  all  ill  with 
the  influenza.  I  s:iV,  Frederick  dear,  don't  you  thiuk  you  had 
better  give  me  vor.u  '  UIJBB  KKY-? 
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This  astonishing  proposal,  which  violates  every  recognized 
law  of  society  —  this  demand  which  alters  all  the  existing  state 
of  things  —  this  fact  of  a  woman  asking  for  a  door-key,  struck 
me  with  a  terror  which  I  cannot  describe,  and  impressed  me 
with  the  fact  of  the  vast  progress  of  Our  Street.  The  door- 
krv  !  What  would  our  grandmothers,  who  dwelt  in  this  place 
when  it  was  a  rustic  suburb,  think  of  its  condition  now,  when 
husbands  stay  at  home,  and  wives  go  abroad  with  the  latck- 

kry? 

The  evening  at  Lady  Sowerby's  was  the  most  delicious  we 
have  spent  for  long,  long  days. 

Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  everybody  of  any  consideration  in 
Our  Street  takes  a  line.  Mrs.  Minimy  (34)  takes  the  homoeo- 
pathic line,  and  has  soirees  of  doctors  of  that  faith.  Lady 
Pocklington  takes  the  capitalist  line ;  and  those  stupid  and 
splendid  dinners  of  hers  are  devoured  by  loan-contractors  and 
railroad  princes.  Mrs.  Trimmer  (38)  comes  out  in  the  scien- 
tific line,  and  indulges  us  in  rational  evenings,  where  history 
is  the  lightest  subject  admitted,  and  geology  and  the  sanitary 
condition  of  the  metropolis  form  the  general  themes  of  conver- 
sation. Mrs.  Brumby  plays  finely  on  the  bassoon,  and  has 
evenings  dedicated  to  Sebastian  Bach,  and  enlivened  with 
Handel.  At  Mrs.  Maskleyn's  they  are  mad  for  charades  and 
theatricals. 

They  performed  last  Christmas  in  a  French  piece,  by  Alex- 
andre  Dumas,  1  believe  —  "  La  Duchesse  de  Montefiasco,"  of 
which  I  forget  the  plot,  but  everybody  was  in  love  with  every- 
body else's  wife,  except  the  hero,  Don  Alonzo,  who  was  ar- 
dently attached  to  the  Duchess,  who  turned  out  to  be  his 
grandmother.  The  piece  was  translated  by  Lord  Fiddle-faddle, 
Tom  Bulbul  being  the  Don  Alonzo ;  and  Mrs.  Roland  Calidore 
(who  never  misses  an  opportunity  of  acting  in  a  piece  in  which 
she  can  let  down  her  hair)  was  the  Duchess. 

ALONZO. 

You  know  how  well  he  loves  you,  and  you  wonder 

To  see  Alonzo  suffer,  Cunegunda  ?  — 

Ask  if  the  chamois  suffer  when  they  feel 

Plunged  in  their  panting  sides  the  hunter's  steel  ? 

Or  when  the  soaring  heron  or  eagle  proud, 

Pierced  by  my  shaft,  comes  tumbling  from  the  cloud, 

Ask  if  the  royal  birds  no  anguish  know, 

The  victims  of  Alonzo's  twanging  bow  1 

Then  ask  mm  if  he  suffers  —  him  who  dies, 

Pierced  by  the  poisoned  glance  that  glitters  from  yonr  eyes  ! 

[He  staijij era  from  I  In  'J/'f-ct  <>J  ihe  poison. 
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Alori7.o  loves  —  A!<>n/o  lovrs  !   ami  whom? 

I!i>  jjruii.liiioihrr!     (Mi.  lii'ic-  MU-,  ^r;u  i,.u>  tomb! 

[  I  It-r  (trace  faints  airay 

Such  acting  as  Tom  Hulbul's  I  never  saw.      Tom  lisps  atro- 
.  and    uttered  tin-  p.i  Von   atlik  me   if  I  thuffer." 

in    tin-    most    absurd    way.        Mi-s    (  'lapperch  w    sa\  •»    lit-    I 
pivllv  well,  run!  that   I  only  joke    about   liim   because    I    am  en- 
vious, and  wauled  to  act  a  part  myself.  —  I  envious  indeed  '. 

But  of  all  the  assemblies.  fcaMinir*.  junk.  •tin--,  dejriines, 
soirees,  conversaziones,  dinner-parties,  in  Our  Street,  I  know 
of  none  pleasanter  than  the  banquets  at  Tom  Fairfax's;  one  of 
which  this  enormous  pn>\  i-ion-c..nsiimer  gives  seven  tin: 
ireek.  Hi-  lives  in  one  of  the  little  houses  of  the  old  Waddi- 
love  Street  quarter.  Imilt  lon^  hefoi-e  I'ocklingtnn  S(]uarc  and 
Pocklin^ton  Caidens  and  the  I'ocklington  family  itself  had 
made  their  appearance  in  this  world. 

Tom,  though  he  has  a  small  income,  and  lives  in  a  small 
hoiiM-.  \et  sits  down  one  of  a  party  of  twelve  to  dinner  every 
dav  of  his  life;  these  twelve  consi-t  inir  of  Mix  Fairfax,  the1 
nine  Missefl  Fairfax,  ami  Master  Thomas  Fairfax  —  the  son 
and  heir  to  twopence  halfpenny  a  year. 

It  is  awkward  just  now  to  go  and  beg  pot-luck  from  such 
a  family  as  this;  because,  though  a  irnest  is  a  Iw  ays  welcome, 
we  are  thirteen  at  tattle  —  an  unlucky  number,  it  is  said.  This 
evil  is  only  temporary,  and  will  be  remedied  present!}',  when 
the  family  will  be  thirteen  without  the  occasional  guest,  to 
judije  from  all  appearances. 

IKarly  in  the  morning  Mrs.  Fairfax  rises,  and  cuts  bread 
ml  butter  from  six  oVloek  till  ei^ht  ;  during  which  time  the 
nursery  operations  upon  the  nine  little  graces  are  going  on. 
Jf  his  'wife  has  to  rise  early  to  cut  the  bread  and  butter,  I 
warrant  Fairfax  must  be  up  betimes  to  earn  it  He  is  a  clerk 
in  a  Government  otlice  ;  to  which  duty  he  trudges  daily,  refusing 
even  twopenny  omnibuses.  Kvery  time  he  goes  to  the  shoe- 
maker's he  has  to  order  eleven  pairs  of  shoes,  and  so  can't 
afford  to  spare  his  own.  lie  teaches  the  children  Latin  every 
morni'm;.  and  is  already  thinking  when  Tom  shall  be  inducted 
into  that  laniruaire.  He  works  in  his  garden  for  an  hour  before 
breakfast.  His  work  over  by  three  o'clock,  he  tramps  home 
at  four,  and  exchanges  his  ':,,»per  eoat  for  his  dressing-gown 
—  a  ra^ed  but  honorable  gannent. 

Which  is  the  best,  his  old  eoa».  or  Sir  John's  bran-new  one? 
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Which  is  the  most  comfortable  and  becoming,  Mrs.  Fairfax's 
black  velvet  gmvn  (which  she  has  worn  at  the  Pocklington 
Square  parties  these  twelve  years,  and  in  which  I  protest  she 
looks  like  a  queen),  or  that  new  robe  which  the  milliner  has 
ju.st  brought  home  to  Mrs.  Bumpsher's,  and  into  which  she  will 
squeeze  herself  on  Christmas-da}'  ? 

Miss  Clapperclaw  says  that  we  are  all  so  charmingly  con- 
tented with  ourselves  that  not  one  of  us  would  change  with  his 
neighbor;  and  so,  rich  and  poor,  high  arid  low,  one  person  is 
about  as  happy  as  another  in  Our  Street. 
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DOCTOR    BIRCH    AND    HIS    YOUNG 

FRIENDS. 


THE  DOCTOR  AND   HIS  STAFF. 

THERE  is  no  need  to  say  why  I  became  assistant-master  and 

professor  of  the  Kn'_rli>h  and  French  languages,  flower-painting, 
and  the  (lei-man  Mute,  in  Doctor  IJiivh's  Academy,  at  Rodwell 
Regis.  <io>d  folks  may  depend  on  this,  that  it  was  not  for 
ch nice  that  I  left  lodgings  near  London,  and  a  genteel  society, 
for  an  tinder-master's  desk  in  that  old  school.  I  promise  you 
the  fare  at  the  u-hcr's  table,  the  getting  up  at  five  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  the  walking  out  with  little  hoys  in  the  fields, 
(who  used  to  play  me  tricks,  and  never  could  be  got  to  respect 
my  awful  and  responsible  character  as  teacher  in  the  school,) 
Miss  Birch's  vulgar  insolence.  .Jack  Birch's  glum  condescension, 
and  the  poor  old  Doctor's  patronage,  were  not  matters  in  them- 
selves pleasurable:  and  that  that  patronage  and  those  dinners 
were  sometimes  cruel  hard  to  swallow.  Never  mind  —  my 
connection  with  the  place  is  over  now,  and  I  hope  they  have 
got  a  more  ctliciciit  under-master. 

Jack  Hii eh  (Rev.  .!.  Birch,  of  St.  Neot's  Hall,  Oxford,)  is 
partner  with  his  father  the  Doctor,  and  takes  some  of  the 
classes.  About  his  Greek  I  can't  say  much  :  but  I  will  con- 
strue him  in  Latin  any  day.  A  more  supercilious  little  priir, 
(giving  himself  airs,  too,  about  his  cousin,  Miss  Ruby,  who 
lives  with  the  Doctor.)  a  more  empty,  pompous  little  coxcomb 
I  never  saw.  His  white  neck-cloth  looked  as  if  it  choked  him. 
He  used  to  try  and  look  over  that  ..larch  upon  me  and  Prince 
the  assistant,  as  if  he  wen-  a  couple  of  footmen.  He  didn't  do 
much  business  in  the  school ;  but  occupied  his  time  in  writing 
ilietl  letters  to  the  boys'  parents,  and  in  composing  dreary 
sermons  to  preach  to  them. 
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The  real  master  of  the  school  is  Prince ;  an  Oxford  man 
too :  shy,  haughty,  and  learned  ;  crammed  with  Greek  and  a 
quantity  of  useless  learning;  uncommonly  kind  to  the  small 
boys  ;  pitiless  with  the  fools  and  the  braggarts  ;  respected  of  all 
for  his  honesty,  his  learning,  his  bravery,  (for  he  hit  out  once 
in  a  l)oat-row  in  a  way  which  astonished  the  boys  and  the 
bargemen,)  and  for  a  latent  power  about  him,  which  all  saw 
and  confessed  somehow.  Jack  Birch  could  never  look  him  in 
the  face.  Old  Miss  Z.  dared  not  put  off  any  of  her  airs  upon 
him.  Miss  Rosa  made  him  the  lowest  of  curtsies.  Miss  Raby 
said  she  was  afraid  of  him.  Good  old  Prince!  we  have  sat 
many  a  night  smoking  in  the  Doctor's  harness-room,  whither 
we  retired  when  our  boys  were  gone  to  bed,  and  our  cares  and 
canes  put  by. 

After  Jack  Birch  had  taken  his  degree  at  Oxford  — a  pro- 
cess which  he  effected  with  great  difficulty  —  this  place,  which 
used  to  be  called  "  Birch's,"  "  Dr.  Birch's  Academy,"  and 
what  not,  became  suddenly  "  Archbishop  Wigsby's  College  of 
Rodwell  Regis."  They  took  down  the  old  blue  board  with  the 
gold  letters,  which  has  been  used  to  mend  the  pigsty  since. 
Birch  had  a  large  school-room  run  up  in  the  Gothic  taste, 
with  statuettes,  and  a  little  belfry,  and  a  bust  of  Archbishop 
Wigsby  in  the  middle  of  the  school.  Me  put  the  six  senior 
boys  into  caps  and  gowns,  which  had  rather  a  good  effect 
as  the  lads  sauntered  down  the  street  of  the  town,  but  which 
certainly  provoked  the  contempt  and  hostility  of  the  barge- 
men ;  and  so  great  was  his  rage  for  academic  costumes  and 
ordinances,  that  he  would  have  put  me  myself  into  a  lay 
gown,  with  red  knots  and  fringes,  but  that  I  flatly  resisted, 
and  said  that  a  writing-master  had  no  business  with  such  para- 
phernalia. 

By  the  way,  I  have  forgotten  to  mention  the  Doctor  him- 
self. And  what  shall  I  say  of  him?  Well,  he  has  a  very  crisp 
gown  and  bands,  a  solemn  aspect,  a  tremendous  loud  voice, 
and  a  grand  air  with  the  boys'  parents ;  whom  he  receives 
in  a  stud}'  covered  round  with  the  best-bound  books,  which 
imposes  upon  many  —  upon  the  women  especially  —  and  makes 
them  fancy  that  this  is  a  Doctor  indeed.  But  law  bless  you  ' 
He  never  reads  the  books,  or  opens  one  of  them  ;  except  that 
in  which  he  keeps  his  bands  —  a  Dugdale's  "  Monasticon,"  which 
looks  like  a  book,  but  is  in  reality  a  cupboard,  where  he  has 
his  port,  almond-cakes,  and  decanter  of  wine.  He  gets  up  his 
classics  with  translations,  or  what  the  boys  call  cribs  ;  they  pass 
wicked  tricks  upon  him  when  he  hears  the  forms.  The  elder 
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I  go  to  his  •study  and  ask  him   to  help  them  in   hard  hits  of 

Herodotus  or  Thucydides :  In-  says  he  will  lo.>k  over  th«>  pas- 

•ind  flies  for  refuge  to  Mr.  I'rince,  or  to  the  crib. 

He  keep*,  the  H.  ,gg :  ug  <  lepart  meiit  in  his  own  hands;  finding 
that  his  .-son  was  too  savage.  He  lias  awful  brows  and  a  hig 
voice,  lint  his  roar  frightens  nohody.  It  is  only  a  lion's  skin  : 
or.  so  to  say,  a  mull'. 

Link-  .Mordant  made  u  pit-tun-  of  him  with  large  cars,  like 
a  well-known  domestic  animal,  and  had  his  own  justly  I- 
for  the  eariratmv.  The  Doctor  discovered  him  in  the  fact,  and 
was  in  a  flaming  nine,  and  threatened  whipping  at  first  ;  hut 
in  the  collide  of  the  day  an  opportune  basket  of  game  jirrivinir 
from  Mordant's  father,  the  Doctor  became  moliilKd.  and  has 
burnt  the  picture  with  the  cars.  However.  I  have  one  watVn -d 
ui>  in  my  dc.sk  b\  the  hand  of  the  same  little  rascal. 


THE  COCK  OF  THE   SCHOOL. 

I  AM  growing  an  <>1«1  fellow,  and  have  seen  many  great  folks 
in  the  course  of  my  travels  and  time:  Louis  Philippe  coming 
out  of  the  Tuileries  ;  his  Majesty  the  King  of  l'ru»ia  and  the 
Reichsverwescr  accoladinir  each  other  at  Cologne  at  my  elbow; 
Admiral  Sir  Charl.-s  Napier  (in  an  omnibus  once),  the  Duke  of 
Wellington,  the  immortal  (Joethe  at  Weimar,  the  late  benevo- 
lent Tope  (iivirory  XVI..  and  a  score  more  of  the  famous  in 
this  world  —  the  whom  whenever  one  looks  at,  one  has  a  mild 
shock  of  awe  and  tremor.  I  like  this  feeling  and  decent 
fear  and  trembling  with  which  a  modest  spirit  salutes  a  GREAT 
MAN. 

Well,  1  have  seen  ircm-rals  capering  on  horseback  at  the 
head  of  their  crimson  battalions;  bishops  sailing  down  cathe- 
dral aisles,  with  downcast  eyes,  pressing  their  trencher  caps  to 
their  hearts  with  their  fat  white  hands;  college  heads  when 
her  Maji -sty  is  on  a  visit  ;  the  doctor  in  all  his  glor}'  at  the 
hi -ad  of  his  school  on  speech-day  :  a  great  sight  and  all  greai 
men  these.  I  have  never  met  the  late  Mr.  Thomas  Cribb,  bui 
1  ha\e  no  doubt  should  have  regarded  him  with  the  same 
feeling  of  awe  with  which  I  look  everyday  at  George  Cham- 
pion, the  Cock  of  Dr.  liin-h's  school. 

When,  I  say,  1  ivtleet  as  I  go  up  and  set  him  a  sum,  that 
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he  could  whop  mo  in  two  minutes,  double  up  Prince  nnd  the 
other  assistant,  and  pitch  the  Doctor  out  of  window,  I  can't 
but  think  how  great,  how  generous,  how  magnanimous  a 
creature  this  is,  that  sits  quite  quiet  and  good-natured,  and 
works  his  equation,  and  ponders  through  his  Greek  play.  He 
might  take  the  school-room  pillars  and  pull  the  house  down  if 
he  liked.  He  might  close  the  door,  and  demolish  every  one 
of  us,  like  Antar  the  lover  of  Ibla ;  but  he  lets  us  live.  He 
never  thrashes  anybody  without  a  cause  ;  when  woe  betide  the 
tyrant  or  the  sneak  ! 

I  think  that  to  be  strong,  and  able  to  whop  everybody  — 
(not  to  do  it,  mind  }'ou,  but  to  feel  that  }rou  were  able  to  do 
it,)  —  would  be  the  greatest  of  all  gifts.  There  is  a  serene  good 
humor  which  plays  about  George  Champion's  broad  face,  which 
shows  the  consciousness  of  this  power,  and  lights  up  his  honest 
blue  eyes  with  a  magnanimous  calm. 

He  is  invictus.  Even  when  a  cub  there  was  no  beating  this 
lion.  Six  years  ago  the  undaunted  little  warrior  actually  stood 
up  to  Frank  Davison,  —  (the  Indian  officer  now  —  poor  little 
Charley's  brother,  whom  Miss  Raby  nursed  so  affectionately,) 
—  then  seventeen  years  old,  and  the  Cock  of  Birch's.  They 
were  obliged  to  drag  off  the  boy,  and  Frank,  with  admiration 
and  regard  for  him,  prophesied  the  great  things  he  would  do. 
Legends  of  combats  are  preserved  fondly  in  schools  ;  they  have 
stories  of  such  at  Rodwell  Regis,  performed  in  the  old  Doctor's 
time,  forty  years  ago. 

Champion's  affair  with  the  Young  Tutbury  Pet,  who  was 
down  here  in  training,  —  with  Black  the  bargeman,  —  with 
the  three  head  boys  of  Doctor  AVapshot's  academy,  whom  he 

caught  maltreating  an  outlying  day-boy  of  ours,  &c., are 

known  to  all  the  Rodwell  Regis  men.  He  was  always  victo- 
rious. He  is  modest  and  kind,  like  all  great  men.  He-  has  a 
good,  brave,  honest  understanding.  He  cannot  make  verses 
like  young  Pinder,  or  read  Greek  like  Wells  the  Prefect,  who 
is  a  perfect  young  abyss  of  learning,  and  knows  enough,  Prince 
says,  to  furnish  any  six  first-class  men  ;  but  he  does  his  work 
in  a  sound  downright  way,  and  he  is  made  to  be  the  bravest 
soldiers,  the  best  of  country  parsons,  an  honest  English 
gentleman  wherever  he  may  go. 

Ol-.i  Champion's  chief  friend  and  attendant  is  Young  Jack 
Hall,  whom  he  saved,  when  drowning,  out  of  the  Miller's  Pool. 
Ine  attachment  of  the  two  is  curious  to  witness.     The  smaller 
U  gambolling,  playing  tricks  round  the  bigger  one,  and  per- 
petually making   fun  of  his   protector.     They  are  never  far 
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apart,  and  of  holidays  you  may  meet  them  miles  away  from 
the  school, —  (icnrgc  .sauntering  heavily  down  the  lanes  with 
I,!-,  big  stick.  and  little  Jack  larking  with  the  pretty  girls  in 
the  cottage-window-. 

( reorge  has  a  boat  on  the  river,  in  which,  however,  he  com- 
monly lies  smoking,  whilst  .hick  >cnlls  him.  He  does  not  play 
at  cricket,  except  when  tin:  .school  [days  the  county,  or  at 
Lord's  in  the  holidays.  Tin;  boys  can't  :,taml  his  howling, 
and  when  he  hits,  it  is  like  trying  to  catch  a  cannon-ball.  I 
have  si-en  him  at  tennis.  It  is  a  splendid  sight  to  behold  the 
voting  fellow  hounding  over  the  court  with  streaming  yellow 
hair,  like  young  Apollo  in  a  flannel  jacket. 

The  other  head  boys  are  Lawrence  the  captain,  Bunco, 
famous  chietly  tor  his  magnificent  appetite,  and  1'itman,  Mir- 
nained  Robins,  for  his  love  of  the  drama.  Add  to  these 
Swanky,  called  Macassar,  from  his  partiality  to  that  condi- 
ment, and  who  has  varnished  boots,  wears  white  gloves  on 
Sundays,  and  looks  out  for. Miss  I'inkerton's  school  (trans- 
ferred from  Chiswick  to  Rodwell  Regis,  and  conducted  by  the 
nieces  of  the  late  Miss  liarhani  1'inkcrt.on,  the  friend  of  our 
great  -lexicographer,  npoij  the  principles  approved  by  him, 
and  practised  by  that  admirable  woman.)  as  it  passes  into 
church. 

Rt  presentations  have  been  made  concerning  Mr.  Horace 
Swanky's  behavior:  rumors  have  been  uttered  about  notes 
in  verse,  conveyed  in  three-cornered  puffs,  by  Mrs.  Rugglcs, 
who  serves  Mi-s  Piukerton's  young  ladies  on  Fridays,  —  and 
how  Miss  Didow,  to  whom  the  tart  and  enclosure  were  ad- 
drosed.  tried  to  make  away  with  herself  by  swallowing  a  ball 
of  cotton.  Rut  1  pass  over  the>e  absurd  reports,  as  likely 
to  ailed  the  reputation  of  an  admirable  seminary  conducted  by 
irreproachable  females.  As  they  go  into  church  Miss  P. 
driving  in  her  Hock  of  lambkins  with  the  crook  of  her  parasol, 
how  can  it  be  helped  if  her  forces  and  ours  sometimes  collide, 
as  the  boys  are  on  their  way  up  to  the  organ-loft?  And  I 
don't  believe  a  word  about  the  three-cornered  pull,  but  rather 
that  it  was  the  invention  of  that  jealous  .Miss  Birch,  who  is 
jealcus  of  MUs  Raby,  jealous  of  everybody  who  is  good  and 
hainKome,  and  who  hus  /tcr  uw/t  ends  iu  view,  or  1  am  very 
much  iii  error. 
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THE   DEAR   BROTHERS. 

A   MELODRAMA    IN    SEVERAL    ROUNDS. 


THE  DOCTOR. 

MR.  TIPPER,  Uncle  to  the  Masters  Boxall. 
BOXALL  MA.IOR,  BOXALL  MINOR.  BROWN,  JONES, 
SMITH,  ROBINSON,  TIFFIN  MINIMUS, 

B.  Go  it,  old  Boxall ! 
/.  Give  it  him,  young  Boxall! 
R.  Pitch  into  him,  old  Boxall ! 
S.  Two  to  one  on  young  Boxall ! 

[Enter  TIFFIN  MINIMUS,  running* 

Tiffin  Minimus.  —  Boxalls  !  you're  wanted. 
(  The  Doctor  to  Mr.  Tipper.) —  Every  boy  in  the  school  loves 
them,  m}r  dear  sir;  your  nephews  are  a  credit  to  my  establish- 
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ment.     They  arc  orderly,  well-conducted,  gentlemanlike  boys. 
Let  us  enter  and  find  them  at  their  sti.-i, 

[Enter  The  DOCTOR  and  Mr.  TIPPER 

GRAND  TABLEAU. 

THE   LITTLE   SCHOOL-ROOM. 

WHAT  they  call  the  little  school-room  is  a  small  room  at 
the  other  end  of  the  great  school ;  through  which  you  go  to  the 
Doctor's  private  house,  and  where  Mi^  Kaby  sits  with  her 
pupils.  She  has  a  halfdo/en  very  small  ones  over  whom  she 
presides  and  teaches  them  in  her  simple  w:iy,  until  they  are 
big  or  learned  enough  to  lace  the  great  school-room.  Many  of 
them  are  in  a  hurry  for  promotion,  the  graceless  little  simple- 
tons, and  know  no  more  than  their  elders  when  they  are 

Well  olf. 

She  keeps  the  accounts,  writes  out  the  bills,  superintends 
the  linen,  and  sews  0:1  the  general  shirt-buttons.  Think  of 
having  such  a  won  :n  at  home  to  sew  on  one's  shirt-buttons! 
Hut  peace,  peace.  tL  >u  foolish  heart! 

.Miss  Raby  is  the  Doctor's  niece.  Her  mother  was  a  beauty 
(quite  unlike  old  /<H  therefore";  and  she  married  a  pupil  in 
the  old  Doet'-r's  ti  e,  who  was  killed  afterwards,  a  captain  in 
the  Kast  India  service,  at  the  sieue  of  Hhurtporc.  HeBCfl  a 
number  of  Indian  children  come  to  the  Doctor's;  for  Raby 
ua-  very  much  liked,  and  the  uncle's  kind  reception  of  the 
orphan  lias  been  a  good  speculation  for  the  school-keeper. 

It  is  wonderful  how  brightly  and  g:iyly  that  little  quick 
creature  does  her  duty,  she  is  the  first  to  rise,  and  the  last 
to  sleep,  if  any  business  is  to  be  done.  She  8CCS  the  other 
two  women  go  oil'  to  parties  in  the  town  without  even  so  much 
as  wishing  to  join  them.  It  is  Cinderella,  only  contented  to 
stay  at  home  —  content  to  bear  /oe's  scorn  and  to  admit  Rosa's 
superior  charms, — and  to  do  her  utmost  to  repay  her  uncle 
for  his  great  kindness  in  housing  her. 

vSo  you  see  she  works  as  much  as  three  maid-servants  for 
the  wages  of  one.  She  is  as  thankful  when  the  Doctor  gives 
her  a  new  gown,  as  if  he  had  presented  her  with  a  fortune; 
laughs  at  his  stoiv.  T:ICJ  t  u,)(,,l  humoredly,  listens  to  ^Soe'a 
icokJing  iiicst  mec!:;y:  r.dicircs  Hosa  with  oil  her  herrt,  r.ud 
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only  goes  out  of  the  way  when  Jack  Birch  shows  his  sallow 
face :  for  she  can't  bear  him,  and  always  finds  work  when  he 
comes  lu-ar. 

How  different  she  is  when  some  folks  approach  her!  I 
won't  be  presumptuous ;  but  I  think,  I  think,  I  have  made  a 
not  unfavorable  impression  in  some  quarters.  However,  let  us 
be  mum  on  this  subject.  I  like  to  see  her,  because  she  always 
looks  good-humored ;  because  she  is  always  kind,  because  she 
is  always  modest,  because  she  is  fond  of  those  poor  little  brats, 
—  orphans  some  of  them  —  because  she  is  rather  pretty,  I  dare 
say,  or  because  I  think  so,  which  comes  to  the  same  thing. 

Though  she  is  kind  to  all,  it  must  be  owned  she  shows  the 
most  gross  favoritism  towards  the  amiable  children.  She  brings 
them  cakes  from  dessert,  and  regales  them  with  Zoe's  preserves  ; 
spends  many  of  her  little  shillings  in  presents  for  her  favorites, 
and  will  tell  them  stories  by  the  hour.  She  has  one  veiy  sad 
story  about  a  little  boy,  who  died  long  ago :  the  younger  chil- 
dren are  never  weary  of  hearing  about  him  ;  and  Miss  Raby 
has  shown  to  one  of  them  a  lock  of  the  little  chap's  hair,  which 
she  keeps  in  her  work-box  to  this  day. 


A  HOPELESS  CASE. 

LET  us,  people  who  are  so  uncommonly  clever  and  learned, 
have  a  great  tenderness  and  pity  for  the  poor  folks  who  are  not 
endowed  with  the  prodigious  talents  which  we  have.  I  have 
always  had  a  regard  for  dunces  ;  —  those  of  my  own  school- 
days were  amongst  the  pleasantest  of  the  fellows,  and  have 
turned  out  by  no  means  the  dullest  in  life  ;  whereas  many  a 
youth  who  could  turn  off  Latin  hexameters  by  the  yard,  and 
construe  Greek  quite  glibly,  is  no  better  than  a  feeble  prig  now, 
with  not  a  pennyworth  more  brains  than  were  in  his  head  be- 
fore his  beard  grew. 

Those  poor  dunces  !  Talk  of  being  the  last  man,  ah  !  what 
a  pang  it  must  be  to  be  the  last  boy  —  huge,  misshapen,  fourteen 
years  of  age,  and  u  taken  up"  by  a  chap  who  is  but  six  years 
old,  and  can't  speak  quite  plain  yet ! 

Master  Hulker  is  in  that  condition  at  Birch's.     He  is  the 
most  honest,  kind,  active,  plucky,  generous  creature.     He  can 
(io  many  things  better  than  most  boys.     He  can  go  up  a  trev 
pump,  play  at  cricket,  dive  and  swim  perfectly  —  he  can  cut 
twice  as  ranch  as  almost  any  lady  (as  Miss  Birr-h  w\\  knows), 
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ho  has  a  pretty  talent  at  carving  figures  with  his  hack-knife,  he 
makes  and  paints  little  coacln •>.  In-  can  take  a  watch  to  pieces 
and  put  it  together  again.  He  can  d<i  everything  but  learn  his 
lesson  ;  and  then  lie  Mirks  at  the  bottom  of  the  school  hopeless. 
As  the  little  boys  are  drafted  in  from  MUs  Italy's  class,  (it  is 
true  she  is  one  of  the  hot  instru<  :i  the  world,)  they 

enter  and  hop  over  poor  Ilnlker.  He  would  lie  handed  «»\  • 
the  governor  only  he  is  too  big.  SometiiiK  -.  i  ,  '1  to  think 
that  this  desperate  stupidity  was  a  stratagem  of  the  poor  ras- 
cal's, and  that  he  shammed  dultios.  >n  th;it  he  might  be  d» •- 
graded  into  Miss  Kaby's  (lass  —  if  she  would  teach  me.  I  know, 
before  George,  I  would  put  on  a  pinafore  and  a  lit*  le  jacket — 
but  no,  it  is  a  natural  incapacity  tor  the  Latin  <  irammar. 

If  you  could   see   his  grammar,   it    is   a   perfect  curiosity  of 

9  ears.  The  leaves  and  cover  are  all  curled  and  ra-j 
Many  of  the  pages  arc  worn  away  with  tin1  rubbing  of  his 
elbows  as  he  sits  poring  over  the  hopeless  volume,  with  the 
blows  of  his  fists  as  he  thumps  it  madly,  or  with  the  poor  fel- 
low's tears.  You  M-C  him  wiping  them  away  with  the  back  of 
his  hand,  as  he  tries  and  tries,  and  can't  do  it. 

When  1  think  of  that  Latin  (irammar.  and  that  infernal  A^ 
in  pra'senti,  and  of  other  things  which  I  \\:.s  made  to  learn  in 
my  youth;  upon  my  conscience,  I  am  surprised  that  we 
survived  it.  When  one  thinks  of  the  boys  who  have  been 
caned  because  they  could  not  master  that  intolerable  jargon! 
(iood  Lord,  what  a  pitiful  chorus  these  poor  little  creatures 
send  up  !  He  gentle  with  them,  ye  schoolmasters,  and  only 
whop  those  who  irun't  learn. 

The  Doctor  has  operated  upon  Ilulker  (between  ourselves), 
but  the  bov  was  so  little  ailected  you  would  have-  thought  he 
had  taken  'chloroform.  P.iivh  is  weary  of  whipping  now,  and 
leaves  the  boy  to  go  his  own  gait.  Prince,  when  he  hears  the 
lemon,  and  wiio  cannot  help  making  fun  of  a  fool,  adopts  the 
sarcastic  manner  with  Master  Ilulker.  and  says.  "  Mr.  Hulker, 
may  1  take  the  liberty  to  impure  if  your  brilliant  intellect  has 
enabled  you  to  perceive  tin-  diilerence  between  those  words 
which  grammarians  have  de-lined  as  substantive  and  adjective 
nouns?  —  if  not.  perhaps  Mr.  Ferdinand  Tirmuins  will  instruct 
you."  And  Timmins  hops  over  Hulker^  head. 

I  wish  Prince  would  leave  off  girding  at  the  poor  lad.  He 
is  a  boy,  and  his  mot  bur  is  a  widow  woman,  who  loves  him 
with  all  her  might,  There  is  a  famous  snee;  about  the  suck- 
ling of  fools  and  the  chronicling  of  small  betr;  but  remember 
it  was  a  rascal  who  uttered  it. 
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A  WORD  ABOUT  MISS  BIRCH. 

"THE  gentlemen,  and  especially  the  younger  and  more 
tender  of  these  pupils,  will  have  the  advantage  of  the  constant 
superintendence  and  affectionate  care  of  Miss  Zoe  Birch,  sister 
of  the  principal :  whose  dearest  aim  will  be  to  supply  (as  far 
as  may  be)  the  absent  maternal  friend."  -  -  Prospectus  of  Rod- 
well  Regis  School. 

This  is  all  very  well  in  the  Doctor's  prospectus,  and  Miss 
Zoe  Birch  — (a  pretty  blossom  it  is,  fifty-five  years  old,  during 
two  score  of  which  she  has  dosed  herself  with  pills ;  with  a 
nose  as  red  and  a  face  as  sour  as  a  crab-apple)  —this  is  all 
mighty  well  in  a  prospectus.  But  I  should  like  to  know  who 
would  take  Miss  Zoe  for  a  mother,  or  would  have  her  for 
one? 

The  only  persons  in  the  house  who  are  not  afraid  of  her 
are  Miss  Rosa  and  I  —  no,  I  am  afraid  of  her,  though  I  do 
know  the  story  about  the  French  usher  in  1830  — but  all  the 
rest  tremble  before  the  woman,  from  the  Doctor  down  to  poor 
Francis  the  knife-boy,  whom  she  bullies  into  his  miserable 
blacking-hole. 

The  Doctor  is  a  pompous  and  outwardly  severe  man  —  but 
inwardly  weak  and  easy ;  loving  a  joke  and  a  glass  of  port- 
wine.  I  get  on  with  him,  therefore,  much  better  than  Mr. 
Prince,  who  scorns  him  for  an  ass,  and  under  whose  keen  eyes 
the  worthy  Doctor  writhes  like  a  convicted  impostor ;  and 
many  a  sunshin}'  afternoon  would  he  have  said,  "  Mr.  T.,  sir, 
shall  we  try  another  glass  of  that  yellow  sealed  wine  which  you 
seem  to  like?  "  (and  which  he  likes  even  better  than  I  do,)  had 
not  the  old  harridan  of  a  Zoe  been  down  upon  us,  and  insisted 
on  turning  me  out  with  her  abominable  weak  coffee.  She  a 
mother  indeed  !  A  sour-milk  generation  she  would  have  nursed. 
She  is  always  croaking,  scolding,  bullying  —  yowling  at  the 
housemaids,  snarling  at  Miss  Raby,  bowwowing  after  the  little 
boys,  barking  after  the  big  ones.  She  knows  how  much  every 
boy  eats  to  an  ounce ;  and  her  delight  is  to  ply  with  fat  the 
little  ones  who  can't  bear  it,  and  with  raw  meat  those  who  hate 
underdone.  It  was  she  who  caused  the  Doctor  to  be  eaten  out 
three  times ;  and  nearly  created  a  rebellion  in  the  school  be- 
cause she  insisted  on  his  flogging  Goliath  Longman. 
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The  only  lime  tli:it  woman  is  happy  is  when  she  comes  in 
of  a  morning  to  the  UtUe  boys' dormitories  with  a  cup  of  hot 
Kp.-Hiii  sails,  and  a  sippet  of  bread,  lloo  !  the  very  notion 
makes  me  <juivcr.  Slit-  stands  over  them.  I  saw  her  do  it  to 
\oitng  UN  Irs  only  a  few  da\s  >inee  ;  and  her  presence  makes 
the  abomination  doubly  abominable. 

As  for  attending  them  in  ival  illness,  do  you  suppose  that 
she  would  watch  a  .single  night  lor  any  one  of  them?  Not  she. 
When  poor  little  Charley  Da\i>on  (that  child  a  lock  of  whoso 
soil  hair  I  have  said  how  Mi»  Kaby  Mill  keeps j  lay  ill  of  >rurlrt 
fevei  in  the  holidays — for  the  Colonel,  the  father  of  these  hoys, 
was  in  India — it  was  Anne  llaliy  who  tended  the  child,  who 
watched  him  all  through  the  fever,  who  never  left  him  while  it 
lasted,  or  until  she  had  closed  tin-  little  e\es  that  were  n.  ver  to 
brighten  or  moisten  more.  Anny  watched  and  deplored  him; 
lint  it  was  Miss  Birch  who  wrote  the  letter  announcing  his 
demise,  and  «r«)t  the  "'old  chain  and  loeket  wliich  the  Colonel 

ordered  as  a  memento  of  his  gratitude,     it  iraa  through  a  row 

with  Miss  r.irch  that  Frank  DavUon  ran  away.  I  promi>e 
\oii  that  after  he  joined  his  reuiment  in  India,  the  Ahmednn^,- 
gur  Irregulars,  which  his  gallant  lather  rommaiuU.  there  « -ame 
o\fer  no  more  annual  shawls  and  pre>ent>  to  Dr.  and  Mi» 
Hircli  ;  and  that  if  she  fancied  tlu-  Colonel  was  coming  home  to 
marry  her  (on  account  of  her  tenderness  to  his  motherless 
children,  \\hich  he  was  always  writing  al>out),  thttt  notion  was 
very  soon  uiven  up.  lint  these  ail.-iir-  an-  of  early  date.  - 
years  hack,  and  I  only  heard  of  them  in  a  very  confused  manner 
from  Mi.ss  Kal»\ ,  who  was  a  girl,  and  had  just  come  to  Rodwell 
Rcgi^-  She  is  always  very  much  moved  when  she  speaks  about 
those  boys;  which  is  hut  seldom.  I  take  it  the  death  of  the 
little  on*'  still  grieves  her  tender  heart. 

Yes,  it  is  Miss  Birch,  who  has  turned  away  seventeen 
ushers  and  second-masters  in  eleven  \ear->.  and  half  as  manv 
French  masters,  I  suppose,  since  the  departure  of  her  fur- 
M.  (Jrinehe,  with  her  gold  watch,  &C.  ;  but  this  is  only  surmisr 
—  that  is,  from  hearsay,  and  from  Miss  Rosa  taunting  her  aunt, 
as  she  does  sometimes,  in  her  graceful  way:  but  besides  this,  I 
have  another  way  of  keeping  her  in  order. 

Whenever  she  is  particularly  odious  or  insolent  to  Miss 
Raby,  I  have  but  to  introduce  raspberry  jam  into  the  conversa- 
tion, and  the  woman  holds  her  tongue.  She  will  understand 
me.  I  need  not  say  more. 

NOTE,  12///  December.  I  tn(t>/  speak  now.  I  have  left  the 
place  and  don't  mind.  I  say  then  at  once,  and  without  caring 
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twopence  for  the  consequences,  that  I  saw  this  woman,  this 
mother  of  the  boys,  EATIX<;  .IAM  AVITH  A  SPOON  OUT  OF  MASTER 
\\K;GINS'S  TRUNK  IN  THE  BOX-ROOM:  and  of  this  I  ain  ready  to 
take  an  affidavit  any  day. 


A  TRAGEDY. 

THE   DRAMA   OUGHT  TO   BE    REPRESENTED    IN   ABOUT   SIX   ACTS. 


school  is  hushed.  LAWRENCE  the  Prefect,  and  Custos  of  the 
rods,  is  marching  after  the  DOCTOR  into  the  operating-room. 
MASTER  BACKHOUSE  is  about  to  follow.'] 

Master  Backhouse.  —  It's  all  very  well,  but  you  see  if  I  don't 
pay  you  out  after  school  —  you  sneak  you  ! 
Master  Lurcher.  —  If  you  do  I'll  tell  again. 

[Exit  BACKHOUSE. 

'^T^ie  rod  is  heard  from  the  adjoining  apartment.      Hwish  —  hwish 
—  hwish  —  hwish  —  hwish  —  hwish  —  hwish  ! 

[Re-enter  BACKHOUSE. 
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BRIGGS   IN   LUCK. 

Enter  the  Knife-boy.  —  Hamper  fur  r>ri<_"_ 

Master  Brown. —  Hurray,   Tom   I  I'll  lend  you   mjf 

knife. 


IP  this  story  dors  not  carry  its  own  moral,  what  fable  does, 
I  wonder?  He  fore  the  arrival  of  that  hamper.  Master  Hri«_rLr- 
was  in  no  better  repute  than  any  other  young  gentleman  of  tin 
lower  school  ;  and  in  fact  I  had  occasion  ni\>elf,  only  lately,  to 
correct  Master  Hrown  for  kicking  his  friend's  >hins  during  the 
writing-lesson.  Hut  how  this  ba>ket.  directe<l  by  his  mother's 
housekeeper  and  marked  --(ilass  with  care,"  (whence  I  con- 
clude that  it  contains  some  jam  and  some  bottles  of  wine, 
probably,  as  well  as  the  UMial  cake  and  game-pie,  and  half  a 
sovereign  for  the  elder  Master  H..  and  five  new  shillings  for 
Master  Decimus  HrigLis)  — how,  I  say,  the  arrival  of  tins  basket 
alters  till  MaMer  Hriggs's  circumstances  in  life,  aiid  the  estima- 
tion in  which  many  persons  regard  him! 

If  he  is  a  good-hearted  boy.  Rfl  I  have  reason  to  think,  the 
very  first  thing  he  will  do,  before  inspecting  the  contents  of  the 
hamper,  or  cutting  into  them  with  the  knife  which  Master 
Hrown  has  so  considerately  lent  him,  will  be  to  read  over  the 
letter  from  home  which  lies  on  the  top  of  the  parcel.  He  does 
so,  as  I  remark  to  Miss  Kaby  (for  whom  I  happened  to  be 
mending  pens  when  the  little  circumstance  aro^e),  with  a 
Unshed  face  and  winking  eyes.  Look  how  the  other  boys  are 
peering  into  the  basket  as  he  reads.  —  I  say  to  her,  "  Isn't  it 
a  pretty  picture?"  I'art  of  the  letter  is  in  a  very  large  hand. 
This  is  from  his  little  sister.  And  1  would  wager  that  she 
netted  the  little  purse  which  lie  has  just  taken  out  of  it,  and 
which  Master  Lynx  is  eyinu. 

14  You  are  a  droll  man.  and  remark  all  sorts  of  queer  things," 
Mi.-N  Rabv  says,  smiling,  and  plying  her  >wift  needle  and  fingers 
as  quick  as  possible. 

•  •  1  am  glad  we  are  both  on  the  spot,  and  that  the  little 
fellow  lies  under  our  guns  as  it  were,  and  so  is  protected  from 
some  such  brutal  school-pirate  as  young  Duval  for  instance, 
who  would  rob  him.  probably,  of  some  of  those  good  things', 
good  in  themselves,  and  better  because  lYoh  from  home.  See, 
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there  is  a  pie  as  I  said,  and  which  I  dare  say  is  better  than 
those  which  are  served  at  our  table  (but  you  never  take  any 
notice  of  such  kind  of  things,  Miss  Raby),  a  cake  of  course,  a 
bottle  of  currant-wine,  jam-pots,  and  no  end  of  pears  in  the 
straw.  With  their  money  little  Briggs  will  be  able  to  pay  the 
tick  which  that  imprudent  child  has  run  up  with  Mrs.  Ruggles  ; 
und  I  shall  let  Briggs  Major  pay  for  the  pencil-case  which 
Bullock  sold  to  him.  — It  will  be  a  lesson  to  the  young  prodigal 
for  the  future.  But,  I  say,  what  a  change  there  will  be  in  his 
life  for  some  time  to  come,  and  at  least  until  his  present  wealth 
is  spent !  The  boys  who  bully  him  will  mollify  towards  him,  and 
accept  his  pie  and  sweetmeats.  They  will  have  feasts  in  the  bed- 
room ;  and  that  wine  will  taste  more  delicious  to  them  than  the 
best  out  of  the  Doctor's  cellar.  The  cronies  will  be  invited. 
Young  Master  Wagg  will  tell  his  most  dreadful  story  and  sing 
his  best  song  for  a  slice  of  that  pie.  What  a  jolly  night  they 
will  have !  When  we  go  the  rounds  at  night,  Mr.  Prince  and 
I  will  take  care  to  make  a  noise  before  we  come  to  Briggs's 
room,  so  that  the  boys  may  have  time  to  put  the  light  out,  to 
push  the  things  away,  and  to  scud  into  bed.  Doctor  Spry  may 
be  put  in  requisition  the  next  morning." 

14  Nonsense !  }rou  absurd  creature,"  cries  out  Miss  Raby, 
laughing ;  and  I  lay  down  the  twelfth  pen  very  nicely  mended. 

"  Yes  ;  after  luxury  comes  the  doctor,  I  say  ;  after  extrava- 
gance a  hole  in  the  breeches  pocket.  To  judge  from  his 
disposition,  Briggs  Major  will  not  be  much  better  off  a  couple 
of  days  hence  than  he  is  now ;  and.  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  will 
end  life  a  poor  man.  Brown  will  be  kicking  his  shins  before 
a  week  is  over,  depend  upon  it.  There  are  boys  and  men  of  all 
sorts,  Miss  R. — There  are  selfish  sneaks  who  hoard  until  the 
store  they  daren't  use  grows  mouldy  —  there  are  spendthrifts 
who  fling  away,  parasites  who  flatter  and  lick  its  shoes,  and 
snarling  curs  who  hate  and  envy,  good  fortune." 

I  put  down  the  last  of  the  pens,  brushing  away  with  it  the 
quill-chips  from  her  desk  first,  and  she  looked  at  me  with  a 
kind,  wondering  face.  I  brushed  them  awa}'",  clicked  the  pen- 
knife into  my  pocket,  made  her  a  bow,  and  walked  off—  for  the 
bell  was  ringing  for  school. 
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A   YOUNG   FELLOW   WHO   IS    PRETTY    SURE   TO 
SUCCEED. 

IF  Master  Brings  is  destined  in  all  probability  to  be  a  pool 
man.  the  chances  are  that  Mr.  Bullock  will  have  a  very  dif- 
ferent lol.  Mi-  is  a  son  of  a  partner  of  the  eminent  hank- 
ing linn  of  Bullock  anil  Hulkrr,  Lombard  Street,  and  very 
hi^h  in  the  upper  school  —  quite  out  of  my  jurisdiction,  con- 
sequently. 

He  writes  the  most  beautiful  current-hand  ever  seen;  and 
the  way  in  which  he  mastered  arithmetic  (going  away  into 
recondite  and  wonderful  rules  in  the  Tutor's  Assistant,  which 
some  masters  even  dare  not  approach,)  is  .described  by  the 
Doctor  in  terms  of  admiration.  He  is  Mr.  Prince's  best 
aluvbra  pupil;  and  a  very  fair  classic,  too ;  doing  everything 
well  for  which  he  has  a  mind. 

He  does  not  busy  himself  with  the  sports  of  his  comrades, 
and  holds  a  cricket-bat  no  better  than  Miss  Kaby  would.  He 
employs  the  play-hours  in  improving  his  mind,  and  reading  the 
newspaper;  he  is  a  profound  politician,  and,  it  must  be  owned, 
on  the  UbenU  side.  The  elder  boys  despise  him  rather;  and 
when  champion  Major  passes,  he  turns  his  head,  and  looks 
down.  I  don't  like  the  expression  of  Bullock's  narrow  green 
( yes,  as  they  follow  the  elder  Champion,  who  does  not  seem  to 
know  or  care  how  much  the  other  hates  him. 

No.  Mr.  Bullock,  though  perhaps  the  cleverest  and  most 
accomplished  boy  in  the  school,  associates  with  the  quite  little 
boys  when  he  is  minded  for  society.  To  these  he  is  quite 
atlable,  courteous,  and  winning.  He  never  fagged  or  thrashed 
one  of  them,  lie  has  done  the  verses  and  corrected  the  exer- 
cises of  many,  and  many  is  the  little  lad  to  whom  he  has  lent  a 
little  money. 

It,  is  true  he  charges  at  the  rate  of  a  penny  a  week  for 
every  sixpence  lent  out;  but  man}'  a  fellow  to  whom  tarts  are 
a  present  necessity  is  happy  to  pay  this  interest  for  the  loan. 
These  transactions  are  kept  secret.  Mr.  Bullock,  in  rather  a 
whining  tone,  when  he  takes  Master  Green  aside  and  does  the 
requisite  business  for  him,  says,  "  You  know  }'ou'll  go  and  talk 
about  it  everywhere.  I  don't  want  to  lend  you  the  money,  I 
want  to  buy  something  with  it.  It's  only  to  oblige  you  ;  and 
yet  I  am  sure  you  will  go  and  make  fun  of  me."  Whereon,  of 
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course,  Green,  eager  for  the  money,  vows  solemnly  that  the 
transaction "  shall  be  confidential,  and  only  speaks  when  the 
payment  of  the  interest  becomes  oppressive. 

Thus  it  is  that  Mr.  Bullock's  practices  are  at  all  known.  At 
a  very  early  period,  indeed,  his  commercial  genius  manifested 
itself:  and  by  happy  speculations  in  tofley  ;  by  composing  a 
sweet  drink  made  of  stick-liquorice  and  brown  sugar,  and 
selling  it  at  a  profit  to  the  younger  children  ;  by  purchasing  a 
series  of  novels,  which  he  let  out  at  an  adequate  remuneration  ; 
by  doing  boys'  exercises  for  a  penny,  and  other  processes,  he 
showed  the  bent  of  his  mind.  At  the  end  of  the  half-year  he 
always  went  home  richer  than  when  he  arrived  at  school,  with 
his  purse  full  of  money. 

Nobody  knows  how  much  he  brought :  but  the  accounts  are 
fabulous.  Twenty,  thirty,  fifty  —  it  is  impossible  to  say  how 
many  sovereigns.  When  joked  about  his  money,  he  turns 
pale  and  swears  he  has  not  a  shilling :  whereas  he  has  had  a 
banker's  account  ever  since  he  was  thirteen. 

At  the  present  moment  he  is  employed  in  negotiating  the  sale 
of  a  knife  with  Master  Green,  and  is  pointing  out  to  the  latter 
the  beauty  of  the  six  blades,  and  that  he  need  not  pay  until 
after  the  holidays. 

Champion  Major  has  sworn  that  he  will  break  every  bone  in 
his  skin  the  next  time  that  he  cheats  a  little  boy,  and  is  bearing 
down  upon  him.  Let  us  come  away.  It  is  frightful  to  see  that 
big  peaceful  clever  coward  moaning  under  well-deserved  blows 
and  whining  for  mercy. 


DUVAL  THE  PIRATE. 

JONES  MINIMUS  passes,  laden  with  tarts. 

Duval.  —  Hullo !  you  small  boy  with  the  tarts  !  Come  here, 
sir. 

Jones  Minimus. — Please,  Duval,  they  ain't  mine. 
Duval.  —  Oh,  you  abominable  young  story-teller. 

\_He  confiscate*  the  goods. 

I  think  I  like  young  Duval's  mode  of  levying  contributions 
better  than  Bullock's.  The  former's,  at  least,  has  the  merit 
of  more  candor.  Duval  is  the  pirate  of  Birch's,  and  lies  in 
wait  for  small  boys  laden  with  money  or  provender.  He  scents 
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plunder  from  alar  oil':   and  pounces  out  on  it.      Woe  betide  the 
little  fellow  when  Duval  hoards  him! 

There  was  a  youth  hoiv  who>e  money  I  used  to  keep,  as  he 
was  of  an  extravagant  and  weak  taste;  :md  1  doled  it  out  to 
him  in  weekly  shillings,  sullicient  lor  the  puicha>e  of  the  neces- 
sary tarts.  This  I  my  came  to  me  one  day  lor  half  a  seven 
lor  a  verv  particular  purpose,  he  said.  I  afterwards  found  he 
wanted  to  lend  the  money  to  Duval. 

Tin-  youiiLC  ogre  l>ur>t  out  laughing,  when  in  a  great  wrath 
and  fury  I  ordered  him  to  refund  to  the  little  hoy:  and  pro- 
d  a  bill  of  exchange  at  three  months.  It  is  true  Duval's 
father  does  not  pay  the  Doctor,  and  the  lad  never  lias  a  shilling. 
save  that  which  he  levies;  and  though  he  is  always  bragging 
al>»ut  the  splendor  of  I-'iveiiystowii.  Co.  Cork,  and  the  fox- 
hounds his  father  keeps,  and  the  claret  they  drink  there  —  there 
comes  no  remittance  from  Ca>tle  Freeny  in  these  bad  times  to 
the  hone>t,  Doctor;  who  is  a  kindly  man  enough,  and  never  yet 
turned  an  insolvent  boy  out  of  doors. 


me 


THE  DORMITORIES. 

MASTER    III.WI.KTT   AND  MASTER   NIGHTINGALE 

(Rather  a  cold  winter  night.} 

rewlett  (flinfjimj  a  *li<tc  <tf  Jf.'*'<-r  Xifjhtiiicfalc's  bed,  with  which 
he  hits  fhdt  ynioxi  ymf/cmaii).  —  Hullo,  you  !     Get  up  and  bring 
that  shoe  ! 

Xi<lhtin<ia1<'.       Yes,  Hewlett.     (He  gets  up.) 
lf>  irh'tf.  —  Don't  drop  it,  and  be  very  careful  of  it,  sir. 

\';/fifin(/ti/t'.  —  Yes,   Hewlett. 

//••ir/ftf.  —  Silence  in  the  dormitory  !  Any  boy  who  opens 
his  mouth.  I'll  murder  him.  Now,  sir,  are  not  you  the  boy 
what  can  sin^': 

Night  ingulc.  —  Yes,  Hewlett. 

n.'irl'ti.  —Chant,  then,  till  I  go  to  sleep,  and  if  I  wake 
when  you  stop,  you'll  have  this  at  your  head. 


TMASTER  HEWLKTT  Ini/a  his   H  tickers  on  the  bed,  ready  to  shy  at 
Master  NiyhtinynlS*  head  in  the  case  contemplated.^ 
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Nt'y/ttiit./u/t'  (timidly}. — Please,  Hewlett? 
Hewlett.  —  Well,  sir? 

Nig/ttingale.—May  I  put  on  my  trousers,  please? 
Hewlett.  —  No,  sir.     Go  on,  or  I'll  — 
Nightingale.  — 

"  Through  pleasures  and  palaces 

Though  we  may  roam, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble, 
There's  no  place  like  home." 


A  CAPTURE  AND   A    RESCUE. 

MY  young  friend,  Patrick  Champion,  George's  younger 
brother,  is  a  late  arrival  among  us ;  has  much  of  the  family 
quality  and  good  nature ;  is  not  in  the  least  u  tyrant  to  the 
snrnlf  boys,  but  is  as  eager  as  Amadis  to  fight.  He  is  box- 
ing his  way  up  the  school,  emulating  his  great  brother.  He 
fixes  his  eye  on  a  boy  above  him  in  strength  or  size,  and  you 
hear  somehow  that  a  difference  has  arisen  between  them  at  foot- 
ball, and  they  have  their  coats  off  presently,  lie  has  thrashed 
himself  over  the  heads  of  many  youths  in  this  manner:  for  in- 
stance, if  Champion  can  lick  Dobson,  who  can  thrash  Hobson, 
liow  much  more,  then,  can  he  thrash  Hobson?  Thus  he  works 
up  and  establishes  his  position  in  the  school.  Nor  does  Mr. 
Prince  think  it  advisable  that  we  ushers  should  walk  much  in 
the  way  when  these  little  differences  are  being  settled,  unless 
there  is  some  gross  disparity,  or  danger  is  apprehended. 

For  instance,  I  own  to  having  seen  this  row  as  I  was 
shaving  at  my  bedroom  window.  I  did  not  hasten  down  to 
prevent  its  consequences.  Fogle  had  confiscated  a  top,  the 
property  of  Snivins  ;  the  which,  as  the  little  wretch  was  always 
pegging  it  at  my  toes,  I  did  not  regret.  Snivins  whimpered  ; 
and  young  Champion  came  up,  lusting  for  battle.  Directly  he 
made  out  Fogle,  he  steered  for  him,  pulling  up  his  coat-sleeves, 
and  clearing  for  action. 

"  Who  spoke  to  you,  young  Champion?  "  Fogle  said,  and  he 
flung  down  the  top  to  Master  Snivins.  I  knew  there  would  be 
no  fight ;  and  perhaps  Champion,  too,  was  disappointed. 
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THE  GARDEN, 

WHERE   THE    PARLOR-BOARDERS   GO. 

NOBLKMEN  have  been  rather  scarce  at  Kirch's  —  but  the  hoir 
of  a  givat  Prince  has  hern  living  with  the  Doctor  for  some 
\ears. —  He  is  Lord  George  (jaunt's  eldest  son,  the  noblr 
Planlagrnet  daunt  daunt,  and  nephew  of  the  Most  Honorable 
tin-  Marquis  of  Steyne. 

They  are  very  proud  of  him  at  the  Doctor's  —  and  the  two 
Missi^  and  Papa,  whenever  a  stranger  comes  down  whom  they 
want  to  dazzle,  are  pretty  sure  to  bring  Lord  Steyne  into  the 
conversation,  mention  the  last  party  at  daunt  House,  and 
cursorily  to  remark  that  they  have  with  them  a  young  friend 
who  will  be,  in  all  human  probability,  Manjnis  of  Steyne  and 
Karl  of  (Jaunt,  &c. 

Plantagcnet  does  not  care  much  about  these  future  honors: 
provided  he  can  get  some  brown  sugar  on  his  bread-and-butter, 
or  sit  with  three  chairs  and  play  at  coach-and-horses  quite 
quietly  by  himself,  he  is  tolerably  happy.  lie  saunters  in  and 
out  of  school  when  he  likes,  and  looks  at  the  masters  and  other 
boys  with  a  listless  grin.  He  used  to  be  taken  to  church,  but 
he  lanuhed  and  talked  in  odd  places,  so  they  are  forced  to  leave 
him  at  home  now.  He  will  sit  with  a  bit  of  string  and  play 
cat's-rradle  for  many  hours.  lie  likes  to  go  and  join  the  very 
small  ehildivn  at  their  games.  Some  are  frightened  at  him; 
but  they  soon  cease  to  fear,  and  order  him  about.  I  have  seen 
him  go  and  fetch  tarts  from  Mis.  Kmrglcs  for  a  boy  of  eight 
years  old  ;  and  cry  bitterly  if  he  did  not  get  a  piece.  He  can- 
not speak  quite  plain,  but  very  nearly  ;  and  is  not  more,  I 
suppose1,  than  three-and-twenty. 

Of  course  at  home  they  know  his  age,  though  they  never 
come  and  sec  him.  Rut  they  forget  that  Miss  Rosa  Kirch  is 
no  longer  a  3"oung  chit  as  she  was  ten  years  ago,  when  Gaunt 
was  brought  to  the  school.  On  the  contrary,  she  has  had  no 
small  experience  in  the  tender  passion,  and  is  at  this  moment 
smitten  with  a  disinterested  affection  for  Plantagenet  Gaunt. 

Next  to  a  little  doll  with  a  burnt  nose,  which  he  hides  away 
in  cunning  places,  Mr.  Gaunt  is  very  fond  of  Miss  Rosa  too. 
What  a  pretty  match  it  would  make !  and  how  pleased  they 
would  be  at  Gaunt  House,  if  the  grandson  and  heir  of  the  great 


80  DOCTOK  BIRCH 

Marquis  of  Stoyne,  the  descendant  of  a  hundred  Gaunts  and 
Tii- lore,  should  marry  Miss  Birch,  the  schoolmaster's  daughter! 
It  is  true  she  has  the  sense  on  her  side,  and  poor  Plantagenet 
is  only  an  idiot :  but  there  he  is,  a  zany,  with  such  expectations 
and  such  a  pedigree  ! 

If  Miss  Rosa  would  run  away  with  Mr.  Gaunt,  she  would 
leave  off  bullying  her  cousin,  Miss  Anny  Raby.  Shall  I  put 
her  up  to  the  notion,  and  offer  to  lend  her  the  money  to  run 
away?  Mr.  Gaunt  is  not  allowed  money.  Fie  had  some  once, 
but  Bullock  took  him  into  a  corner,  and  got  it  from  him.  He 
has  a  moderate  tick  opened  at  a  tart-woman's.  He  stops  at 
Rodwell  Regis  through  the  year  :  school-time  and  holiday-time, 
it  is  all  the  same  to  him.  Nobody  asks  about  him,  or  thinks 
about  him,  save  twice  a  \rear,  when  the  Doctor  goes  to  Gaunt 
House,  and  gets  the  amount  of  his  bills,  and  a  glass  of  wine  in 
the  steward's  room. 

And  yet  you  see  somehow  that  he  is  a  gentleman.  His 
manner  is  different  to  that  of  the  owners  of  that  coarse  table 
and  parlor  at  which  he  is  a  boarder  (I  do  not  speak  of  Miss  R. 
of  course,  for  her  manners  are  as  good  as  those  of  a  duchess). 
When  he  caught  Miss  Rosa  boxing  little  Fiddes's  ears,  his 
face  grew  red,  and  he  broke  into  a  fierce  inarticulate  rage. 
After  that,  and  for  some  days,  he  used  to  shrink  from  her ;  but 
they  are  reconciled  now.  I  saw  them  this  afternoon  in  the 
garden  where  only  the  parlor-boarders  walk.  He  was  playful, 
and  touched  her  with  his  stick.  She  raised  her  handsome  e}res 
in  surprise,  and  smiled  on  him  very  kindly. 

The  thing  was  so  clear,  that  I  thought  it  my  duty  to  speak 
to  old  Zoe  about  it.  The  wicked  old  catamaran  told  me  she 
wished  that  some  people  would  mind  their  own  business,  and 
hold  their  tongues  —  that  some  persons  were  paid  to  teach 
writing,  and  not  to  tell  tales  and  make  mischief:  and  I  have 
since  been  thinking  whether  I  ought  to  communicate  with  the 
Doctor. 
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THE  OLD  PUPIL. 

As  I  came  into  the  playgrounds  this  morning,  I  saw  a  dash- 
ini:  voung  fellow,  with  a  tanned  fare  ami  a  blond  moustache, 
who*  was  walking  up  and  down  tin-  iriv»-n  ann-in-ann  with 
Champion  Major,  and  l'ol!owe<l  by  a  little  crowd  of bo\>. 

Thev  were  talking  of  old  times  evidently.  u  What  had 
become  of  1 nine  and  Smit  h  ?  "  —••Where  wa^  Hill  Harris  and 
Jones:  not  Squinny  .!<>ncs,  hut  ( 'oeky  Jones?"  —  and  so  forth. 
Tin-  iM-.iilenian  was  no  Mnmirer:  he  was  an  old  pupil  evidently, 
come  to  MQ  if  any  of  his  old  comrades  remained,  and  revisit 
the  cnri  lunrjlii  of  his  youth. 

Champion  was  evidently  proud  of  his  arm-fellow.  He  espied 
his  brother,  voting  Champion,  and  introduced  him.  "  Come 
here,  MB,*1  he  calle<l.  "The  yoiiiiLT  'mi  wa>n't  here  in  your 
time,  Davison."  ••  Pat.  sir."  said  he,  "  this  is  Captain  Davison, 
one  of  Birch's  boys.  Ask  him  who  was  among  the  first  in  the 
lines  at  Sohranu  ?  " 

Pat's  fuc r  kindled  up  as  he  looked  Davison  full  in  the  face, 
and  hi  Id  out  his  hand.  Old  Champion  and  Davison  both 
Mushed.  The  infantry  set  up  a  "Hurray,  hurray,  hurray,*1 
mpion  leading,  and  waving  his  wide-awake.  I  protest  that 
e  scene  did  one  good  to  \vitnes-.  Here  was  the  hero  and 
coek  of  the  school  come  back  to  see  his  old  haunts  and  cronies. 
He  had  alwavs  remembered  them.  Since  he  had  seen  them 
last,  he  had  faced  death  and  achieved  honor.  But  for  my 
dignity  I  would  have  shied  up  my  hat  too. 

'  With  a  resolute  step,  and  his  arm  still  linked  in  Champion's, 
Captain    Davison   now  advanced,    followed    by  a  wake  of  little 
.  to  that  corner  of  the  green  where  Mrs.  Ruggles  has  her 
t.nt  stand. 

"Hullo,  Mother  Rmrglos !  don't  you  remember  me?"  he 
said,  and  shook  her  by  the  hand. 

!.or.  if  it  ain't  Davisou  Major!"  she  said.  "Well, 
Davison  Major,  you  owe  me  fourpence  for  two  sausage-rolls 
from  when  you  went  away." 

Davison*  laughed,  and  all  the  little  crew  of  boys  set  up  a 

Ciilar  chorus. 
-•I   buy  the  whole  shop,"  he  said.     "Now,  young  'uns  — 
away  !  " 
Then  there  was  such  a  "  Hurray!  hurray!"  as  surpassed 
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the  former  cheer  in  loudness.  Everybody  engaged  in  it  except 
I'ii^y  Duff,  who  made  an  instant  dash  at  the  three-cornered 
puffs,  but  was  stopped  by  Champion,  who  said  there  should  be 
a  fair  distribution.  And  so  there  was,  and  no  one  lacked, 
neither  of  raspberry,  open  tarts,  nor  of  mellifluous  bulls'-cyes, 
nor  of  polonies,  beautiful  to  the  sight  and  taste. 

The  hurraying  brought  out  the  old  Doctor  himself,  who  put 
his  hand  up  to  his  spectacles  and  started  when  he  saw  the  old 
pupil.  Each  blushed  when  he  recognized  the  other ;  for  seven 
years  ago  they  had  parted  not  good  friends. 

"What  —  Davison?"  the  Doctor  said,  with  a  tremulous 
voice.  "God  bless  you,  my  dear  fellow!"  —  and  the}*  shook 
hands.  "  A  half-holiday,  of  course,  bo3rs,"  he  added,  and  there 
was  another  hurray :  there  was  to  be  no  end  to  the  cheering 
that  da}'. 

"  How's  —  how's  the  family,  sir?"  Captain  Davison  asked. 

41  Come  in  and  see.  Rosa's  grown  quite  a  lady.  Dine  with 
us,  of  course.  Champion  Major,  come  to  dinner  at  five.  Mr. 
Titmarsh,  the  pleasure  of  your  company  ?  "  The  Doctor  swung 
open  the  garden  gate:  the  old  master  and  pupil  entered  the 
house  reconciled. 

I  thought  I  would  first  peep  into  Miss  Raby's  room,  and 
tell  her  of  this  event.  She  was  working  away  at  her  linen  there, 
as  usual  quiet  and  cheerful. 

"You  should  put  up,"  I  said  with  a  smile;  "the  Doctor 
has  given  us  a  half-holiday." 

"  I  never  have  holidays,"  Miss  Raby  replied. 

Then  I  told  her  of  the  scene  I  had  just  witnessed,  of  the 
arrival  of  the  old  pupil,  the  purchase  of  the  tarts,  the  proclama- 
tion of  the  holiday,  and  the  shouts  of  the  boys  of  "  Hurrav 
Davison ! " 

"  Who  is  it?"  cried  out  Miss  Raby,  starting  and  turning  as 
white  as  a  sheet. 

I  told  her  it  was  Captain  Davison  from  India  ;  and  described 
toe  appearance  and  behavior  of  the  Captain.  When  I  had 

ished  speaking,  she  asked  me  to  go  and  get  her  a  glass  of 
water ;  she  felt  unwell.  But  she  was  gone  when  I  came  back 
with  the  water. 


I  know  all  now.     After  sitting  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  with 

the  Doctor,  who  attributed  his  guest's  uneasiness  no  doubt  to 

•lire  to  see  Miss  Rosa  Birch,  Davison  started  up  and  said 

he  wanted  to  see  Miss  Baby.     »*  You  remember,  sir,  how  kind 
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she  was  to  my  little  brother,  sir?"  In-  .-aid  Whereupon  the 
D.M -tor,  with  a  look  of  surprise,  that  anybody  should  want  to 
B66  .Miss  Raby,  said  she  was  in  the  little  school-room;  whither 
tin-  Captain  went,  knowing  the  way  from  old  times. 

A  lew  minutes  afterward-.  Mi--  B.  and  Miss  /.  returned 
from  a  drive  with  Plantar-net  (Jaunt  in  their  oiie-hor>e  tly,  and 
lu-iii^  informed  of  l)a\  ison's  arrival,  and  that  lie  WHS  closeted 
with  xMi-s  li:i!>y  in  the  little  school  room,  of  OOUTM  made  for 
that  apartnu'iit  at  once.  1  was  coming  into  it  from  the  other 
door.  I  wanted  to  know  whether  she  had  drunk  the  water. 

This  is  what  lioih  parties  saw.  Tlie  two  were  m  this  very 
attitude.  "Well.  141011  my  word:"  cries  out  Miss  Zoe ;  but 
Davi-on  did  not  let  ;jo  his  hold;  and  Miss  Raby's  head  only 
sank  down  on  his  hand. 

11  You  must  p't  another  governess,  sir,  for  the  little  boys," 
Krank  Davison  said  to  the  Doctor.  "  Ami}'  Raby  has  promised 
to  come  with  inc." 

You  may  suppose  I  shut  to  the  door  on  my  side.  And 
when  I  rcturnod  to  the  little  school-room,  it  was  black  and 
empty.  Kverybody  was  gone.  I  could  hear  the  boys  shouting 
at  play  in  the  i^rcen  out>id<-.  The  glass  of  water  was  on  the 
table  where  I  had  placed  it.  I  took  it  and  drank  it  myself,  to 
the  health  of  Anny  Ruby  and  her  husband.  It  was  rather  a 
choke i. 

lint  of  course  I  wasn't  ?_romj4  to  stop  on  at  Birch's.  When 
his  youu.ir  friend-  reassemble  on  the  1st  of  February  next,  they 
will  have  two  new  masters.  Prince  resigned  too,  and  is  at 
present  living  with  me  at  my  <>ld  lod^in^s  at  Mrs.  Cammysole's. 
If  any  nobleman  or  iivntleman  wants  a  private  tutor  for  his 
son,  a  note  to  the  Rev.  F.  Prince  will  find  him  there. 

Miss  Clapperclaw  says  we  are  both  a  couple  of  old  fools  ;  and 

,t  she  knew  when  I  set  off  last  year  to  Rodwell  Regis,  after 
meeting  the  two  youiiir  ladies  at  a  party  at  General  Champion's 
house  in  our  street,  that  1  was  «roin£  on  a  goose's  errand.  I 
shall  dine  there  on  Christmas-day;  and  so  I  wish  &  merry 
Christinas  to  all  young  and  old  boys. 
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EPILOGUE. 

THE  play  is  done ;  the  curtain  drops, 
Slow  falling,  to  the  prompter's  bell : 
A  moment  yet  the  actor  stops, 
And  looks  around,  to  say  farewell. 
It  is  an  irksome  word  and  task  ; 
And  when  he's  laughed  and  said  his 
He  shows,  as  he  removes  the  mask, 
A  face  that's  anything  but  gay. 

One  word,  ere  yet  the  evening  ends, 
Lef  s  close  it  with  a  parting  rhyme, 
And  pledge  a  hand  to  all  young  friends, 
As  fits  the  merry  Christmas  time. 
On  life's  wide  scene  you,  too,  have  parts, 
That  Fate  ere  long  shall  bid  you  play ; 
Good  night !  with  honest  gentle  hearts 
A  kindly  greeting  go  alway  ! 

Good  night !  I'd  say  the  griefs,  the  joys, 

Just  hinted  in  this  mimic  page, 

The  triumphs  and  defeats  of  boys, 

Are  but  repeated  in  our  age. 

I'd  say,  3'our  woes  were  not  less  keen, 

Your  hopes  more  vain,  than  those  of  men; 

Your  pangs  or  pleasures  of  fifteen, 

At  forty-five  played  o'er  again. 

I'd  say,  we  suffer  and  we  strive 
Not  less  nor  more  as  men  than  boys ; 
With  grizzled  beards  at  forty-five, 
As  erst  at  twelve,  in  corduro}Ts. 
And  if,  in  time  of  sacred  youth, 
We  learned  at  home  to  love  and  pray, 
Pray  heaven,  that  early  love  and  truth 
May  never  wholly  pass  away. 

And  in  the  world,  as  in  the  school, 

Fd  say,  how  fate  mav  change  and  shift ; 
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The  prize  be  sometimes  with  tin:  fool, 

The  race  n<>t  :il\\a\-  to  the  swift. 

Tin-  strong  may  \  it-Id,  the  good  may  fall, 

The  great  man  In-  a  vulgar  clown, 

The  knave  be  lifted  «>\«  i   all, 

The  kind  cast  pitilessly  down. 

Who  knows  the  inscrutable  design? 

Blessed  In-  He  who  took  and  gave: 

Why  should  y<»iir  mother,  Charles,  not  mint, 

Be  weeping  at  her  darling's  grave?* 

We  how  to  heavm  that  will'd  it  so, 

That  darkly  rules  the  late  of  all, 

That  sends  the  respite  or  the  blow, 

That's  free  to  give  or  to  recall. 

This  crowns  his  feast  with  wine  and  wit: 

Who  brought  him  to  that  mirth  and  state? 

His  betters,  see,  below  him  >it. 

Or  hunger  hopeless  at  the  gate. 

Who  bade  the  mud  from  Dives'  Wheel 

To  spurn  the  rags  of  Lazarus? 

Come,  brother,  in  that  dust  we'll  kneel, 

Confessing  heaven  that  ruled  it  thus. 

So  each  shall  mourn  in  life's  advance, 
Dear  hopes,  dear  friends,  untimely  killed; 
Shall  grieve  for  many  a  forfeit  chance, 
A  longing  passion  unfulfilled. 
Amen  :  whatever  Fate  be  sent,  — 
Pray  God  the  heart  may  kindly  glow, 
Although  the  head  with  cares  be  bent, 
And  whitened  with  the  winter  snow. 

Come  wealth  or  want,  come  good  or  ill, 
Let  younn  ami  old  accept  their  part, 
And  bow  before  the  Awful  Will, 
Ami  bear  it  with  an  honest  heart. 
Who  misses.  »r  who  wins  the 
Go,  lose  or  conquer  as  you  ci*n . 
But  if  you  fail,  or  if  you  rise, 
Be  each,  pray  God,  a  gentleman, 

•C.  B.,ob.  Dec.  1843.  *t  42. 
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A  gentleman,  or  old  or  young : 
(Bear  kindly  with  ray  humble  lay*,) 
The  sacred  chorus  first  was  sung 
Upon  the  first  of  Christmas  da3rs. 
The  shepherds  heard  it  overhead  — 
The  joyful  angels  raised  it  then : 
Glory  to  heaven  on  high,  it  said, 
And  peace  on  earth  to  gentle  men. 

My  song,  save  this,  is  little  worth  ; 

I  lay  the  weary  pen  aside, 

And  wish  you  health,  and  love,  and  mirth. 

As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas  tide. 

As  fits  the  holy  Christmas  birth, 

Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still  — 

Be  peace  on  earth,  be  peace  on  earth* 

To  men  of  gentle  will. 


THE    KICKLEBURYS 

ON  THE  EHINE. 
BY  MR.  M.  A.  TITMARSR 


PREFACE 

TO   THE   SECOND    KIHTION: 

BEING  AN  ESSAY  ON  'IIUNDKU  AND  SMALL 
BEER. 

IA-NY  reader  who  may  have  a  fancy  to  purchase  a  cop 
pit  -«nt  edition  of  the  "  History  of  the  Kicklcburys  Abroad," 
best  be  warned  in  time,  that  the  Tiuu-x  newspaper  does  not 
approve  of  the  work,  and  has  but  a  bad  opinion  both  of  the 
author  and  his  readers.      Nothing  can  be  fairer  than  this  state- 
ment: if  you  happen  to  take  up  the  poor  little  volume  at  a  rail- 
read  station,  and  read  this  sentence,  lay  the  book  down,  and 
buy  something  else.     You  are  warned.      What  more  can  the 
author  say?     If  after  this  you  will   buy.  —  amen!  pay  your 
money,  take  your  book,  and  fall  to.     Between  ourselves,  hon- 
reader,  it  is  no  very  strong  potation  which  the  present  pur- 
,*or  offers  to  you.     It  will  not  trouble  your  head  much   in 
drinking.     It  was  intended  for  that  sort  of  negus  which 
offered  at  Christmas  parties;  and  of  which  ladies  and  chil- 
n  may  partake  witli  refreshment  and   cheerfulness.     Last 
I  tried  a  brew  which  was  old,  bitter,  and  strong;  and 
scarce  any  one  would  drink  it.     This  year  we  send  round  ( 
milder  tap,  and  it  is  liked   by   customers:  though  the  critic* 
(who  like  strong  ale,  the  rogues!)  turn  up  their  noses.     In 
yen's  name,  Mr.  Smith,  serve  round  the  liquor  to  the  gentle- 
ks.     Pray,  dear  madam,  another  gla>.s  .   it  i>  Christmas  time, 
will  do  you  no  harm.     It  is  not  intended  to  keep  long,  this 
of  drink.     (Come,    froth   up,   Mr.    Publisher,    and   pas* 
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quickly  ronnd !)  And  as  for  the  professional  gentlemen,  w« 
must  get  a  stronger  sort  for  them  some  day. 

The  Times'  gentleman  (a  very  difficult  gent  to  please)  is 
the  loudest  and  noisiest  of  all,  and  has  made  more  hideous 
faces  over  the  refreshment  offered  to  him  than  any  other  critic. 
There  is  no  use  shirking  this  statement !  when  a  man  has  been 
abused  in  the  Times,  he  can't  hide  it,  any  more  than  he  could 
hide  the  knowledge  of  his  having  been  committed  to  prison  by 
Mr.  Henry,  or  publicly  caned  in  Pall  Mall.  You  see  it  in  your 
friends'  eyes  when  they  meet  you.  They  know  it.  They  have 
chuckled  over  it  to  a  man.  They  whisper  about  it  at  the  club, 
and  look  over  the  paper  at  you.  My  next-door  neighbor  came 
to  see  me  this  morning,  and  I  saw  by  his  face  that  he  had  the 
whole  story  pat.  "  Hem  !  "  says  he,  "  well,  I  have  heard  of  it  ; 
and  the  fact  is,  they  were  talking  about  you  at  dinner  last  night, 
and  mentioning  that  the  Times  had  —  ahem !  —  '  walked  into 
you.' " 

"  My  good  M "I  say  — and  M will  corroborate,  if 

need  be,  the  statement  I  make  here  —  "here  is  the  Times' 
article,  dated  January  4th,  which  states  so  and  so,  and  here 
is  a  letter  from  the  publisher,  likewise  dated  January  4th,  and 
which  says :  — 

44  MY  DEAR  SIR,  —  Having  this  day  sold  the  last  copy  of  the 
first  edition  (of  x  thousand)  of  the  4  Kickleburys  Abroad,'  and 
having  orders  for  more,  had  we  not  better  proceed  to  a  sec- 
ond edition?  and  will  you  permit  me  to  enclose  an  order 
on,"  &c.  &c.  ? 

Singular  coincidence !  And  if  every  author  who  was  so 
abused  by  a  critic  had  a  similar  note  from  a  publisher,  good 
Lord  !  how  easily  would  we  take  the  critic's  censure  ! 

4  Yes,  yes,"  you  say;  44it  is  all  very  well  for  a  writer  to 
affect  to  be  indifferent  to  a  critique  from  the  Times.  You  bear 
it  as  a  boy  bears  a  flogging  at  school,  without  crying  out ;  but 
don't  swagger  and  brag  as  if  you  liked  it." 
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Let  us  have  truth  Before  all.  I  would  rather  have  a  good 
word  than  :i  l».'id  i»m-  iYom  any  person  :  luit  it'  a  critic  aluj.-cs 
me  I'rom  :i  high  place,  and  it  is  worth  my  while,  I  will  appeal. 
If  I  can  show  that  the  judge  who  is  delivering  seuteiiec  against 
me.  ami  laying  down  the  law  and  making  a  pretence  of  learn- 
ing, has  no  learning  and  no  law,  and  is  neither  more  nor  leu 
than  a  pompous  noodle,  who  ought  not  to  l»e  heard  in  an\ 
respr(  tahlc  court,  I  will  do  M>  ;  and  then,  dear  friends,  perhaps, 
yon  will  have  something  to  laugh  at  in  this  book.  - 

"THK    Kic  KU.IU'KYS    ABROAD. 

"It  has  been  customary,  of  late  vears,  for  tin-  purveyors  of  amusing 
literature —  tin-  popular  authors  of  tin- day  —  to  put  forth  certain  opus- 
cules, denominated  'Christmas  I'>o"k>,'  with  the  ostensible  intention  of 

swelling  the  tide  of  exhilaration,  or  other  expansi\  c  emotion-;,  incident  upon 
the  exodus  of  the  old  and  the  inauguration  of  the  new  \ «  ;ir.  We  have  said 
that  their  ostensible  intention  was  Mich,  hecau-e  there  is  another  motive  for 
thc.-e  productions,  locked  up  (as  the  popular  author  dicms)  in  his  oun 
breast,  Imt  which  lietrays  its«  If,  in  the  quality  of  the  work,  as  his  principal 
incentive.  Oil!  that  any  muse  .should  lie  set  upon  a  high  8tool  to  cat>t  up 
accounts  and  balance  a  ledger!  Vet  .-o  it  is  ;  and  the  popular  author  finds 
it  convenient  to  till  up  the  declared  deficit,  ami  place  himself  in  a  position 
tlu-  more  effectually  to  encounter  tho>e  liabilities  which  sternly  assert  them 
*e!ves  contemporaneously  and  in  contrast  with  the  careless  and  free  handed 
tendencies  of  the  season  by  the  emi.v-ion  of  Christmas  books  —  a  kind  of 
literary  assigiiats,  representing  to  the  emitter  expunged  debts,  to  the  receiver 
an  investment  of  enigmatical  value.  For  the  most  part  bearing  the  stamp 
of  their  origin  in  the  vacuity  of  the  writer's  exchequer  rather  than  in  the 
fulness  of  his  genius,  they  suggest  by  their  feeble  flavor  the  rinsings  of  a 
void  brain  after  the  more  important  concoctions  of  the  expired  year.  In- 
deed, we  .should  as  little  think  of  taking  these  compositions  as  examples  of 
the  merits  of  their  authors  as  we  should  think  of  measuring  the  valuable 
services  of  Mr.  Walker,  the  postman, or  Mr.  Bell,  the  dust-collector, by  the 
copy  of  verses  they  leave  at  our  doors  as  a  provocative  of  the  expected 
annual  gratuity  —  effusions  \\  ith  which  they  may  fairly  be  classed  for  their 
intrinsic  worth  no  less  than  their  ultimate  purport. 

"In  the  Christmas  book  presently  under  notice,  the  author  appears 
(under  the  thin  disguise  of  Mr.  Michael  Angelo  Titmarsh)  in  'pro]>riu 
prrsoiui  '  as  the  popular  author,  the  contributor  to  Punch,  the  remorseless 
pursuer  of  unconscious  vulgarity  and  feeblemindedness,  launched  upon  a 
tour  of  relaxation  to  the  Khine.  Hut  though  exercising,  as  is  the  wont  of 
popular  authors  in  their  moments  of  leisure,  a  plentiful  reserve  of  those 
higher  qualities  to  which  they  are  indebted  for  their  fame,  his  professional 
instincts  are  not  altogether  in  abeyance.  From  the  moment  his  eye  lights 
upon  a  luckless  family  group  embarked  on  the  same  steamer  with  himself, 
the  *ight  of  his  accustomed  quarry  —  vulgarity,  imbecility,  and  affectation 
—  reanimates  hit  relaxed  sinews,  and,  playfully  fastening  his  satiric  fangs 
upon  the  familiar  prey,  he  dallies  with  it  in  mimic  feroci'v  like  a  satiated 
oaouttr. 
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"  Though  faintly  and  carelessly  indicated,  the  characters  are  those  with 
which  the  author  loves  to  surround  himself.  A  tuft-hunting  county  baro- 
net's widow,  an  inane  captain  of  dragoons,  a  graceless  young  baronet,  a 
lady  with  uroundli-.-s  pretensions  to  feeble  health  and  poesy,  an  obsequious 
nonentity  her  husband,  and  a  flimsy  and  artificial  young  lady,  are  the  per- 
sonages in  whom  we  are  expected  to  find  amusement.  Two  individuals 
alone  form  an  exception  to  the  above  category,  and  are  offered  to  the 
respectful  admiration  of  the  reader,  —  the  one,  a  shadowy  serjeant-at-law, 
Mr  Titmarsh's  travelling  companion,  who  escapes  with  a  few  side  puffs  of 
flattery,  which  the  author  struggles  not  to  render  ironical,  and  a  mysterious 
countess,  spoken  of  in  a  tone  of  religious  reverence,  and  apparently  intro- 
duced that  we  may  learn  by  what  delicate  discriminations  our  adoration  of 
rank  should  be  regulated. 

"  To  those  who  love  to  hug  themselves  in  a  sense  of  superiority  by  ad- 
measurement with  the  most  worthless  of  their  species,  in  their  most  worth- 
less aspects,  the  Kicldeburys  on  the  Rhine  will  afford  an  agreeable  treat, 
especially  as  the  purveyor  of  the  feast  offers  his  own  moments  of  human 
weakness  as  a  modest  entrtfe  in  this  banquet  of  erring  mortality.  To  our 
own,  perhaps  unphilosophical,  taste  the  aspirations  towards  sentimental 
perfection  of  another  popular  author  are  infinitely  preferable  to  tkes<  N  w 
donic  divings  after  the  pearl  of  truth,  whose  lustre  is  eclipsed  in  the  display  of  the 
diseased  oyster.  Much,  in  the  present  instance,  perhaps  all,  the  disagreeable 
effect  of  his  subject  is  no  doubt  attributable  to  the  absence  of  Mr.  Thack- 
eray's usual  brilliancy  of  style.  A  few  flashes,  however,  occur,  such  as 
the  description  of  M.  Lenoir's  gaming  establishment,  with  the  momentous 
crisis  to  which  it  was  subjected,  and  the  quaint  and  imaginative  sallies 
evoked  by  the  whole  town  of  Rougetnoirbourg  and  its  lawful  prince. 
These,  with  the  illustrations,  which  are  spirited  enough,  redeem  the  book 
from  an  absolute  ban.  Mr.  Thackeray's  pencil  is  more  congenial  than  his 
pen.  He  cannot  draw  his  men  and  women  with  their  skins  off,  and,  there- 
fore, the  effigies  of  his  characters  are  pleasanter  to  contemplate  than  the 
flayed  anatomies  of  the  letter-press." 


There  is  the  whole  article.  And  the  reader  will  see  (in  the 
paragraph  preceding  that  memorable  one  which  winds  up  with 
the  diseased  oyster)  that  he  must  be  a  worthless  creature  for 
daring  to  like  the  book,  as  he  could  only  do  so  from  a  desire  to 
hug  himself  in  a  sense  of  superiority  by  admeasurement  with 
the  most  worthless  of  his  fellow-creatures  ! 

The  reader  is  worthless  for  liking  a  book  of  which  all  the 
characters  are  worthless,  except  two,  which  are  offered  to  his 
respectful  admiration ;  and  of  these  two  the  author  does  not 
respect  one,  but  struggles  not  to  laugh  in  his  face ;  whilst  he 
apparently  speaks  of  another  in  a  tone  of  religious  reverence, 
oecause  the  lady  is  a  countess,  and  because  he  (the  author)  is 
a  sneak.  So  reader,  author,  characters,  are  rogues  all.  Be 
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there  any  honest  men  1.  ft,  Hal':'  About  I'rinting-house  Square, 
iua\lia[>  you  may  Imht  on  MM  honot  man,  a  squeamish  man, 
a  proper  moral  man,  a  111:111  that  shall  talk  you  Latin  by  the 
half-column  if  you  will  but  hear  him. 

And  what  a  Myle  it  i>.  tii  What    hoi'jhth  of 

foine  language  enloiivly  1     How  In-  can  diftOOQCM  you  in  1.. 
(or  all  tin-  world  as  ii'  it  was  Latin  !     For  in>tan- ••  •.  suppose  you 
and  1  had  to  announce   the   important    new>  that    some  writers 
published   what    are   called    (  hristmas    books;    that   Christmas 
books  are  so  called  because  they  are  published  at  (Inl- 
and that  the  purpose  of  the  uui.  -  try  and  amu-e  p 
Suppose.  I  say,  we  had.  by  the   sheer   force   of  intellect,  or   by 
other  means  of  observation  or   information,   discovered   these 

,t  truths,  we  should  have  announced  them  in  so  many  word-. 
And  there  it  is  that    the  diileivnce   1'us   I  writer 

and  a  poor  one  ;  and  we  may  see  how  an  inferior  man  may  lling 
a  chance-  away.  How  does  my  friend  of  die  7V///-.S-  put  these 
propositions?  "It  has  been  customary,"  says  he,  "of  late 
vcars  for  the  purveyors  of  ainusiuir  literature  to  put  forth 
certain  opuscules,  denominated  Christmas  books,  with  the  . 
nble  intention  of  swelling  the  tide  of  exhilaration,  or  other 
expansive  emotions,  incident  upon  the  exodus  of  the  old  or  the 
inauguration  of  the  new  year."  That  is  something  like  a  sen- 
tence; not  a  word  scarcely  hut's  in  Latin,  and  the  longest  and 
handsomest  out  of  the  whole  dictionary.  That  is  proper  ecoh- 
omv  —  as  you  see  a  buck  from  Hoi v well  Street  put  every  pinch- 
beck pin,  ring,  and  chain  which  lie  po-  .bout  his  shirt, 
hands,  and  waistcoat,  and  then  go  and  cut  a  dash  in  the  Park, 
or  swagger  with  his  order  to  the  theatre.  It  costs  him  no  more 
to  wear  all  his  ornaments  about  his  distinguished  person  than 
to  leave  them  at  home.  If  you  can  be  a  swell  at  a  cheap  rate, 
why  not?  And  I  protest,  for  my  part,  I  had  no  idea  what  I 
was  really  about  in  writing  and  submitting  my  little  book  for 
s:ile,  until  my  friend  the  critic,  looking  at  the  artielr.  ami  i  \am- 
ining  it  with  the  eyes  of  a  connoisseur,  pronounced  that  what  I 
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had  fancied  simply  to  be  a  book  was  in  fact ' '  an  opuscule  denomi- 
nated so-and-so,  and  ostensibly  intended  to  swell  the  tide  of 
expansive  emotion  incident  upon  the  inauguration  of  the  new 
year."  I  can  hardly  believe  as  much  even  now  —  so  little  do 
we  know  what  we  really  are  after,  until  men  of  genius  come  and 
interpret. 

And  besides  the  ostensible  intention,  the  reader  will  perceive 
that  my  judge  has  discovered  another  latent  motive,  which  I 
had  "locked  up  in  my  own  breast."  The  sly  rogue !  (if  we 
may  so  speak  of  the  court.)  There  is  no  keeping  anything 
from  him  ;  and  this  truth,  like  the  rest,  has  come  out,  and  is  all 
over  England  by  this  time.  Oh,  that  all  England,  which  has 
bought  the  judge's  charge,  would  purchase  the  prisoner's  plea 
in  mitigation !  "  Oh,  that  any  muse  should  be  set  on  a  high 
stool,"  says  the  bench,  "to  cast  up  accounts  and  balance  a 
ledger !  Yet  so  it  is  ;  and  the  popular  author  finds  it  convenient 
to  fill  up  the  declared  deficit  by  the  emission  of  Christmas  books 
—  a  kind  of  assignats  that  bear  the  stamp  of  their  origin  in 
the  vacuity  of  the  writer's  exchequer."  There  is  a  trope  for 
you !  You  rascal,  3rou  wrote  because  you  wanted  money ! 
His  lordship  has  found  out  what  you  were  at,  and  that  there  is 
a  deficit  in  your  till.  But  he  goes  on  to  say  that  we  poor  devils 
are  to  be  pitied  in  our  necessit}' ;  and  that  these  compositions 
are  no  more  to  be  taken  as  examples  of  our  merits  than  the 
verses  which  the  dustman  leaves  at  his  lordship's  door,  "  as  a 
provocative  of  the  expected  annual  gratuity,"  are  to  be  con- 
sidered as  measuring  his,  the  scavenger's,  valuable  services  — 
nevertheless  the  author's  and  the  scavenger's  "effusions  may 
fairly  be  classed,  for  their  intrinsic  worth,  no  less  than  their 
ultimate  purport." 

Heaven  bless  his  lordship  on  the  bench  —  What  a  gentle- 
manlike badinage  he  has,  and  what  a  charming  and  playful 
wit  always  at  hand  !  What  a  sense  he  has  for  a  simile,  or  what 
Mrs.  Malaprop  calls  an  odorous  comparison,  and  how  grace- 
fully he  conducts  it  to  "its  ultimate  purport."  A  gentleman 
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writing  a  poor  little  book  is  a  scavenger  asking  for  a  Christ' 
box! 

As  I  try  this  small  beer  which  has  call.-,]  down  such  n  deal 
of  thunder,  I  can't  help  thinking  that  it  is  not  .Jove  who  has 
interfered  (the  case  was  scare*1  worthy  of  his  divine  vindictix c- 
ncss)  ;  but  the  Thunderer's  man,  .Jupiter  JtMMB,  taking  liis 
master's  place,  adopting  his  manner,  and  trying  to  da/xle  and 
roar  like  his  awful  employer.  That  figure  of  the  dustman  has 
hardly  been  Muni;  from  heaven:  that  "  ultimate  purport"  is  a 
uhjcc.t  which  the  Immortal  would  hardly  handle.  Well,  well; 
t  us  allow  that  the  book  is  not  wor'.iiy  of  such  a  polite  critic 

that  the  brer  is  not  strong  enough  for  a  gentleman  who  has 

;te  and  experience  iu  be.-r. 

That  opinion  no  man  can  ask  his  honor  to  alter;  but  (the 
beer  being  the  question),  why  make  unpleasant  allusions  to  the 
'f<\  and  hint  at  the  probable  bankruptcy  of  the  brewer? 
xVhy  twit  in,-  with  my  poverty:  ami  what  can  the  Times'  critic 
;::K»W  about  the  vacuity  of  my  exchequer?  Did  he  ever  lend 
in- any  money.''  Does  lie  not  himself  write  for  money?  (and 
who  would  grudge  it  to  such  a  polite  and  generous  and  learned 
author?)  If  he  finds  no  di-vjra-v  in  being  paid,  why  should  I? 
If  he  has  ever  been  poor,  why  should  he  joke  at  my  empty 
exchequer?  Of  course  such  a  genius  is  paid  for  his  work  :  with 
such  neat  logic,  such  a  pure  style,  such  a  charming  poetical 
rn  of  phrase,  of  course  ;l  critic  gets  money.  Why,  a  man 

o  can  say  of  a  Christmas  book  that  l'  it  is  an  opuscule  de- 
minated  so-and-so,  and  ostensibly  intended  to  swell  the  tide 
<»f  expansive  emotion  incident  upon  the  exodus  of  the  old  year/ 
must  evidently  have  had  immense  sums  and  care  expended  on 
his  early  education,  and  deserves  a  splendid  return.  You  can't 
go  into  the  market,  and  get  scholarship  like  thnt^  without  pay  inn 
for  it:  even  the  flogging  that  such  a  writer  must  have  had  in 
rly  youth  (if  he  was  at  a  public  school  where  the  rods  were 

d   for  i,  must  have   cost    his    parents  a  good   sum.     Where 

uld  you  find  any  but  an  accon/.'lished  classical  scholar  to 


: 
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compare  the  books  of  the  present  (or  indeed  any  other)  writer 
to  "sardonic  divings  after  the  pearl  of  truth,  whose  lustre  is 
eclipsed  in  the  dNplny  of  tin-  diseased  oyster;  "  mere  Billings- 
gate doesn't  turn  out  oysters  like  these  ;  they  are  of  the  Lucrine 
lake :  —  this  satirist  has  pickled  his  rods  in  Latin  brine.  Fancy, 
not  merely  a  diver,  but  a  sardonic  diver :  and  the  expression 
of  his  confounded  countenance  on  discovering  not  only  a  pearl, 
but  an  eclipsed  pearl,  which  was  in  a  diseased  oyster !  I  say 
it  is  only  by  an  uncommon  and  happy  combination  of  taste, 
genius,  and  industry,  that  a  man  can  arrive  at  uttering  such 
sentiments  in  such  fine  language,  —  that  such  a  man  ought  to 
be  well  paid,  as  I  have  no  doubt  he  is,  and  that  he  is  worthily 
employed  to  write  literary  articles,  in  large  type,  in  the  leading 
journal  of  Europe.  Don't  we  want  men  of  eminence  and  polite 
learning  to  sit  on  the  literary  bench,  and  to  direct  the  public 
opinion  ? 

But  when  this  profound  scholar  compares  me  to  a  scavenger 
who  leaves  a  copy  of  verses  at  his  door  and  begs  for  a  Christ- 
mas-box, I  must  again  cry  out  and  say,  "My  dear  sir,  it  is 
true  your  simile  is  offensive,  but  can  you  make  it  out  ?  Are  you 
not  hasty  in  your  figures  and  illusions  ?  "  If  I  might  give  a  hint 
to  so  consummate  a  rhetorician.,  you  should  be  more  careful  in 
making  your  figures  figures,  and  your  similes  like  :  for  instance, 
when  you  talk  of  a  book  "  swelling  the  tide  of  exhilaration  inci- 
dent to  the  inauguration  of  the  new  3Tear,"  or  of  a  book  '"  bear- 
ing the  stamp  of  its  origin  in  vacuity,"  &c., — or  of  a  man 
diving  sardonically ;  or  of  a  pearl  eclipsed  in  the  display  of  a 
diseased  oyster  —  there  are  some  people  who  will  not  apprehend 
3Tour  meaning :  some  will  doubt  whether  you  had  a  meaning : 
some  even  will  question  your  great  powers,  and  say,  "  Is  this 
man  to  be  a  critic  in  a  newspaper,  which  knows  what  English, 
and  Latin  too,  and  what  sense  and  scholarship,  are?  "  I  don't 
quarrel  with  you  —  I  take  for  granted  your  wit  and  learning, 
your  modesty  and  benevolence  —  but  why  scavenger  —  Jupiter 
Jeames  —  why  scavenger?  A  gentleman,  whose  biography  the 
Examiner  was  fond  of  quoting  before  it  took  its  present  serious 
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ami  orthodox  turn,  was  pursued  by  an  outraged  wife  to  the 
veiy  la>t  ttOgti  of  his  «•  \ M cm -.-  with  an  appeal  almo-t  as  pa- 
thetic —  All.  >ir.  why  x-.-m-i 

How  can  I  be  iik.-  a  diMman  (!:  for  a  Christmas- 

box  at  your  hall-door?  I  ne\vr  was  there  in  my  life.  I  IM-MT 
left  at  \oiir  door  a  copy  of  venefl  provocative  of  an  animal 
gratuity,  as  \oiir  nol.U-  honor  Btylefl  it.  Who  an-  you  ?  If  you 
arc  the  man  I  take  you  to  be.  it  imiM  have  been  yon  who  asked 
the  pnhlisher  lor  my  l»ook.  and  not  1  who  -cut  it  in.  and  hogged 
a  Lcratuity  of  your  worship.  You  abused  me  out  of  the  Times' 
window  ;  hut  if  ever  your  nohle  honor  sent  me  a  gratuity  out  of 
your  own  door,  may  I  never  drive  another  dust-cart.  »  1'ro- 
:\e  of  a  gratuity  !  "  O  siilendid  swell !  II<»w  much  was  it 
your  wor>lii[)  seiit  out  to  me  !>y  the  loot  man?  I^vcry  farthing 
you  have  paid  I  will  restore  to  your  lord>hip,  and  I  swear  I 
shall  not  he  a  halfpenny  the  poorer. 

As  before,  and  on  similar  seasons  and  occasions,  I  have 
compared  myself  to  a  person  following  a  not  dissimilar  call- 
ing: let  me  suppose  now,  for  a  minute,  that  I  am  a  writer  of  a 
Christmas  farce,  who  sits  in  the  pit,  and  sees  the  performance 

his  own  piece.  There  comes  applause,  hissing,  yawning. 
la uu liter,  as  may  be  :  but  the  loudest  critic  of  all  is  our  friend 
the  cheap  buck,  who  sits  yonder  and  makes  his  remarks,  so 
that  all  the  audience  may  hear.  "Tin's  a  farce!"  says  Beau 
Tibbs  :  "  demmy  !  it's  the  work  of  a  poor  devil  who  writes  for 
money.  — confound  his  vulgarity  !  Tins  a  farce!  Why  isn't  it 
a  tragedy,  or  a  comedy,  or  an  epic  poem,  stap  my  vitals?  This 
a  farce  indeed  !  It's  a  feller  as  sends  round  his  'at,  and  appeals 
io  charity.  Let's  *:ive  our  money  back  again,  I  say."  And  he 
s wafers  olf;  —  and  you  find  the  fellow  came  with  an  author's 
order. 

But  if,  in  spite  of  Tibbs,  our  "  kyind  friends,"  &c.  &c.  &c. 
—  if  the  little  farce,  which  was  meant  to  amuse  Christmas  (or 
what  my  classical  friend  calls  Exodus),  is  asked  for,  even  up  to 
Twelfth  Niijht.  — shall  the  publisher  stop  because  Tibbs  is  dis- 
satisfied? Whenever  that  capitalist  calls  to  get  his  monej? 
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back,  he  may  see  the  letter  from  the  respected  publisher,  in- 
forming the  author  that  all  the  copies  are  sold,  and  that  there 
are  demands  for  a  new  edition.  Up  with  the  curtain,  then ! 
Yivat  Regina !  and  no  money  returned,  except  the  Times1 
"  gratuity!  " 

M.   A.   TITMARSH. 
January  5,  1851. 


!  ILE  KICKLEBURYS  ON  THE  RHINE. 


THE  cabman,  wnen  lie  brought  us  to  the  wharf,  and  made 
his  usual  charge  of  six  times  his  legal  fare,  before  the  settle- 
mriit  <>f  which  lie  pretended  to  refuse  the  privilege  of  an  exeat 
n't/no  to  our  lugguge,  glared  like  a  disappointed  fiend  when 
Laukin,  calling  up  the  faithful  Hutehi-on,  his  clerk,  who  was 
in  attendance,  said  to  him.  "  Hutchison,  you  will  pay  this  man. 
My  name  is  Serjeant  Lankin,  my  chambers  are  in  Pump  Court. 
My  clerk  will  settle  with  you,  sir."  The  cabman  trembled  :  w.- 
stepped  on  board  ;  our  lightsome  ln;_  -  speedily  whisked 

away  by  the  crew  ;  our  berths  had  been  secured  by  the,  previous 
a'jcucy  of  Hutchison;  and  a  couple  of  tickets,  on  which  were 
written,  ••  Mr.  Serjeant  Lankin,"  "Mr.  Titmarsh,"  (Lankin's, 
by  the  way,  incomparably  the  be-t  and  cnmfortablest  sleeping 
place.)  were  pinned  on  to  two  of  the  curtains  of  the  beds  in  a 
side  cabiu  when  we  descended. 

Who  was  on  board?  There  were  Jews,  with  Sunday  papers 
and  fruit;  then-  were  couriers  and  servants  st railing  about; 
there  were  those  bearded  foreign  visitors  of  England,  who 
always  seem  to  decline  to  shave  or  wash  themselves  on  the  day 
of  a  voyage,  and,  on  the  eve  of  emitting  our  country,  appear 
inclined  to  carry  away  as  much  as  possible  of  its  soil  on  their 
hands  and  linen:  there  were  parties  already  cozily  established 
on  deck  under  tin-  awning:  and  steady-going  travellers  for'ard, 
smoking  already  the  pleasant  morning  cigar,  and  watching  the 
phenomena  of  departure. 

The  bell  rings:  they  leave  off  bawling,  "Anybody  else  for 
the  shore?"  The  last  grape  and  Befft  Life  merchant  has 
scuttled  <>\  er  the  plank  :  the  Johns  of  the  departing  nobility  and 
gentry  line  the  brink  of  the  quay,  and  touch  their  hats  :  Hutchi- 
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son  touches  his  hat  to  me  —  to  me,  heaven  bless  him  !  I  turn 
round  inexpressibly  affected  and  delighted,  and  whom  do  I  see 
but  Captain  Hicks ! 

"Hallo!  you  here?"  sa}rs  Hicks,  in  a  tone  which  seems  to 
mean,  "  Confound  }*ou,  you  are  everywhere." 

Hicks  is  one  of  those  young  men  who  seem  to  be  ever}T- 
where  a  great  deal  too  often. 

How  are  they  always  getting  leave  from  their  regiments  ?  If 
they  are  not  wanted  in  this  countr}T,  (as  wanted  they  cannot  be, 
for  you  see  them  sprawling  over  the  railing  in  Rotten  Row  all 
day,  and  shaking  their  heels  at  every  ball  in  town,)  —  if  thej 
are  not  wanted  in  this  country,  I  say,  why  the  deuce  are  they 
not  sent  off  to  India,  or  to  Demerara,  or  to  Sierra  Leone,  by 
Jove  ?  —  the  farther  the  better  ;  and  I  should  wish  a  good  un- 
wholesome climate  to  try  'em,  and  make  'em  hard}T.  Here  is 
this  Hicks,  then  —  Captain  Launcelot  Hicks,  if  }*ou  please  — 
whose  life  is  nothing  but  breakfast,  smoking,  riding-school, 
billiards,  mess,  polking,  billiards,  and  smoking  again,  and  da 
capo  —  pulling  down  his  moustaches,  and  going  to  take  a  tour 
after  the  immense  labors  of  the  season. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Captain  Hicks?"  I  say.  "  Where  are 
you  going?" 

44  Oh,  I  am  going  to  the  Whine,"  says  Hicks  ;  "  evewybody 
goes  to  the  Whine."  The  Whine  indeed  !  I  dare  say  he  can  no 
more  spell  properly  than  he  can  speak. 

"  Who  is  on  board  —  anybody?"  I  ask,  with  the  air  of  a 
man  of  fashion.  "  To  whom  does  that  immense  pile  of  luggage 
belong  —  under  charge  of  the  lady's-maid,  the  courier,  and  the 
British  footman?  A  large  white  K  is  painted  on  all  the  boxes.'1 

u  How  the  deuce  should  /  know?"  says  Hicks,  looking,  as 
I  fancy,  both  red  and  angry,  and  strutting  off  with  his  great 
cavalry  lurch  and  swagger  :  whilst  my  friend  the  Serjeant  looks 
at  him  lost  in  admiration,  and  surveys  his  shining  little  boots, 
his  chains  and  breloques,  his  whiskers  and  ambrosial  mous- 
taches, his  gloves  and  other  dandifications,  with  a  pleased 
wonder ;  as  the  ladies  of  the  Sultan's  harem  surveyed  the  great 
Lady  from  Park  Lane  who  paid  them  a  visit ;  or  the  simple 
subjects  of  Montezuma  looked  at  one  of  Cortes's  heavy  dra- 
goons. 

44  That  must  be  a  marquis  at  least,"  whispers  Lankin,  who 
consults  me  on  points  of  society,  and  is  pleased  to  have  a  great 
opinion  of  my  experience. 

I  burst  out  in  a  scornful  laugh.  "That!"  I  say;  u  he  ia 
ft  captain  of  dragoons,  and  his  father  an  attorney  in  Bedford 
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Row.     The  whiskers  of  a  rotnrier,  my  good  L.inkin.  gr< 
Inn  if  MS  tin-    beard  of  a    Plantagem-t .      It   don't    require    much 
noble  blood  to  learn  tin-  polka.      IT  you  \\.n-  ynmi'jer.  Lankin, 
we  might  go  lor  a  shilling  a  night,  and  <i  -filing  at 

M.  Laurent's  Casino,  and  skip  about  in  a  little  linn-  as  well  as 
tlial  fellow.  Only  w4  deepta  the  kind  of  thing  you  know, — 
only  we're  too  grave,  and  too  steady." 

44  And  too  tat."  whispers  Lankin.  with  a  lau-h. 

44  Speak  lor  yourself,  you  maypol.  If  you  can't 

dance  yourself,  people  can  dan«v  round  >;it  a  wreath  of 

flowers  upon  your  old  poll,  stick  you  up  in  a  village  green,  and 
-<>  make  u-e  of  you." 

"I  should  gladly  be  turned  into  aiiuhiug  so  pleasant," 
Lankin  answers;  "and  so,  at  lea-! 

pretty  girl  now  and  thru.  They  don't  show  in  I'unip  Court, 
or  at  the  University  Club,  when  I  dine.  You  are  a  lucky 
fellow,  Titmarsh,  and  go  about  in  the  world.  As  for  me,  1 
never  —  " 

44  And  the  judge-'  wives,  you  rogue?"  I  say.  44  Well,  no 
man  is  satisfied  :  and  the  only  reason  I  have  to  be  angry  with 
the  captain  yonder  is,  that,  the  other  night,  at  Mis.  Perkins's, 
being  in  conversation  with  a  charming  young  creature  —  who 
knows  all  my  favorite  passages  in  Tennyson,  and  takes  a  most 
delightful  little  line  of  opposition  in  the  Chmvh  controversy  — 

!ju-t  as  we  were  in  the  very  closest,  dearest,  pleasantest  part  of 
the  talk,  tomes  up  young  Hotspur  yonder,  and  whisks  her  away 
in  a  polka.  What  have  you  and  I  to  do  with  polkas,  Lankin? 
He  took  her  down  to  >upper  —  what  have  you  and  I  to  do  with 
supper-? " 

k'  Our  duty  is  to  leave  them  alone,"  said  the  philosophical 
Serjeant.  "  And  now  about  breakfast  —  shall  we  have  some?" 
And  as  he  spoke,  a  >avory  little  procession  of  stewards  and  stew- 
ards' boys,  with  drab  tin  dish-covers,  passed  from  the  caboose, 
and  descended  the  stairs  to  the  cabin.  The  vessel  had  p:. 
Greenwich  by  this  time,  and  had  worked  its  way  out  of  the 
mast-forest  which  guard-  the  approaches  of  our  city. 

The  owners  of  those  innumerable  boxes,  bags,  oil-skins, 
guitar-cases,  whereon  the  letter  K  wa-  engraven,  appeared  to 
be  three  ladies,  with  a  slim  gentleman  of  two  or  three  and 
thirty,  who  was  probably  the  husband  of  one  of  them.  He  had 
numberless  shawls  under  his  arm  and  guardianship.  He  had 
a  strap  full  of  Murray's  Handbooks  and  Continental  (iiiides  in 
his  keeping;  and  a  little  collection  of  parasols  and  umbrellas, 
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hound  together,  and  to  be  carried  in  state  before  the  chief  of 
Hi.-  i>artv,  like  the  lictor's  fasces  before  the  consul. 

The  chief  of  the  party  was  evidently  the  stout  lady, 
parasol  being  left  free,  she  waved  it  about,  and  commanded  the 
luggage  and  the  menials  to  and  fro.  "Horace,  we  will  sit 
there,"  she  exclaimed,  pointing  to  a  comfortable  place  on  the 
deck.  Horace  went  and  placed  the  shawls  and  the  Guide- 
books. "  Hirsch,  avy  vou  conty  les  bagages?  tront  sett  morso 
ong  too?"  The  German  courier  said,  "  Oui,  miladi,"  and 
bowed  a  rather  sulky  assent.  "  Bowman,  you  will  see  that 
Finch  is  comfortable,  and  send  her  to  me."  The  gigantic  Bow- 
man, a  gentleman  in  an  undress  uniform,  with  very  large  and 
splendid  armorial  buttons,  and  with  traces  of  the  powder  of  the 
reason  still  lingering  in  his  hair,  bows,  and  speeds  upon  my 
lady's  errand. 

I  recognize  Hirsch,  a  well-known  face  upon  the  European 
high-road,  where  he  has  travelled  with  many  acquaintances, 
with  whom  is  he  making  the  tour  now?  —  Mr.  Hirsch  is  acting 
as  courier  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Horace  Milliken.  They  have  not 
been  married  many  months,  and  they  are  travelling,  Hirsch 
says,  with  a  contraction  of  his  bushy  eyebrows,  with  miladi, 
Mrs.  Milliken's  mamma.  "And  who  is  her  ladyship?" 
Hirsch's  brow  contracts  into  deeper  furrows.  "It  is  Miladi 
Gigglebury,"  he  says,  "Mr.  Didmarsh.  Berhabs  you  know 
her."  He  scowls  round  at  her,  as  she  calls  out  loudly,  "  Hirsch, 
Hirsch ! "  and  obeys  that  summons. 

It  is  the  great  Lady  Kicklebury  of  Pocklington  Square, 
about  whom  I  remember  Mrs.  Perkins  rnade  so  much  ado  at 
her  last  ball ;  and  whom  old  Perkins  conducted  to  supper. 
When  Sir  Thomas  Kicklebury  died  (he  was  one  of  the  first 
tenants  of  the  Square) ,  who  does  not  remember  the  scutcheon 
with  the  coronet  with  two  balls,  that  flamed  over  No.  36?  Her 
son  was  at  Eton  then,  and  has  subsequently  taken  an  honorary 
degree  at  Oxford,  and  been  an  ornament  of  Platt's  "  and  the 
"  Oswestry  Club."  He  fled  into  St.  James's  from  the  great 
house  in  Pocklington  Square,  and  from  St.  James's  to  Italy  and 
the  Mediterranean,  where  he  has  been  for  some  time  in  a  whole- 
some exile.  Her  eldest  daughter's  marriage  with  Lord  Rough- 
head  was  talked  about  last  year :  but  Lord  Ronghhead,  it  is 
known,  married  Miss  Brent ;  and  Horace  Milliken,  very  much 
to  his  surprise,  found  himself  the  affianced  husband  of  Miss 
Lavinia  Kicklebary,  after  an  agitating  evening  at  Lady  Polki- 
more's,  when  Miss  Lavinia,  feeling  herself  faint,  went  out  on 
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to  the  leads  (th«  terrace,  Lady  Polkimore  will  call  it),  on  the 

:inn  of  Mr.  Milliken.  They  were  married  in  January:  it's  not 
H  had  match  for  Miss  K.  Lady  Kieklebnry  goes  and  stops  for 
six  months  of  the  year  at  1'igconcot  with  her  daughter  and  son- 
in-law  ;  and  now  that  thry  an:  come  abroad,  she  comes  too. 
Vhe  must  IK-  with  Lavinia.  under  tin-  present  circumstances. 

When  I  am  arm-in-arm,  I  tell  this  story  glibty  off  to  Lankin, 
\\ho  i>  astonished  at  my  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  says, 
M  Why.  Tit  marsh,  you  know  everything." 

k-  I  do  know  a  tew  things,  Lankin  my  boy,"  is  my  answer. 
"A  man  don't  live  in  society,  and  pretty  good  society,  let  me 
tdi  yon.  for  nothing." 

The  fact  is,  that  all  the  above  details  are  known  to  almost 
any  man  in  our  neighborhood.  Lady  Kicklebury  does  not  meet 
with  n,\  much,  and  has  greater  folks  than  we  can  pretend  to  be 
at  her  parties.  1'mt  we  know  about  them.  She'll  condescend 
to  come  to  Perkins's,  with  whose  jirm  she  banks ;  and  she  may 
overdraw  her  account:  but  of  that,  of  course,  I  know  noth- 
ing. 

When  Lankin  and  I  go  down  stairs  to  breakfast,  we  find, 
if  not  the  best,  at  least  the  most  conspicuous  places  in  occupa- 
tion of  Lady  Kicklcbury's  party,  and  the  hulking  London  foot 
man  making  a  darkness  in  the  cabin,  as  he  stoops  through  it 
bearing  cups  and  plates  to  his  employers. 

["Why  do  they  always  put  mud  into  coffee  on  board  steamers? 
Wh'v  docs  the  tea  gem-rally  taste  of  boiled  boots?  Why  is  the 
milk  scarce  and  thin?  And  why  do  they  have  those  bleeding 
•  •f  boiled  mutton  for  dinner?  I  ask  why?  In  the  steamers 
of  other  nations  \n\\  are  well  fed.  Is  it  impossible  that  Britannia, 
who  eonte-se<ll\  niles  the  waves,  should  attend  to  the  victuals 
a  little,  and  that  meat  should  be  well  cooked  under  a  Union 
Jack?  I  just  put  in  this  question,  this  most  interesting  ques- 
tion, in  a  momentous  parenthesis,  and  resume  the  tale.] 

When  Lankin  and  I  descend  to  the  cabin,  then,  the  tables 
an-  full  of  gobbling  people ;  and,  though  there  do  seem  to  be  a 
couple  of  places  near  Lad}'  Kicklebury,  immediately  she  sees 
our  eyea  directed  to  the  inviting  gap,  she  slides  out,  and  with 
her  ample  robe  covers  even  more  than  that  large  space  to  which 
by  art  and  nature  she  is  entitled,  and  calling  out,  "Ho; 
Horace!"  and  nodding,  and  winking,  and  pointing,  she  causes 
her  son-in-law  to  extend  the  wiug  on  his  side.  We  are  cut  of 
that  chance  of  a  breakfast  We  shall  have  th  •  tea  at  its  third 
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water,  and  those  two  damp  black  mutton-chops,  which  nobody 
will  take-,  will  full  to  our  cold  share. 

At  this  minute  n  voice,  clear  and  sweet,  from  a  tall  lady  in 
a  black  veil,  MIVS,  tk  Mr.  Titmarsh,"  and  I  start  and  murmur  an 
ejaculation  of  respectfW  surprise,  as  I  recognize  no  less  a  per- 
son than  the-  Krjiht  Honorable  the  Countess  of  Knightsbrtdge, 
taking  her  lea,  breaking  up  little  bits  of  toast  with  her  slim 
fingers,  and  sitting  between  a  Belgian  horse-dealer  and  a  (-Jer- 
man  violoncello-player  who  has  a  conge  after  the  opera  —  like 
anv  other  mortal. 

'l  whisper  her  ladyship's  name  to  Lankin.  The  Serjeant 
looks  towards  her  with  curiosity  and  awe.  Even  he,  in  his 
Pump  Court  solitudes,  has  heard  of  that  star  of  fashion  —  that 
admired  amongst  men,  and  even  women  —  that  Diana  severe 
yet  simple,  the  accomplished  Aurelia  of  Knightsbridge.  Her 
husband  has  but  a  small  share  of  her  qualities.  How  should 
he?  The  turf  and  the  fox-chase  are  his  delights —  the  smoking- 
room  at  the  "Travellers'"  —  nay,  shall  we  say  it?  —  the  illu- 
minated arcades  of  "  Vauxhall,"  and  the  gambols  of  the 
dishevelled  Terpsichore  Knightsbridge  has  his  faults  —  ah  ! 
even  the  peerage  of  England  is  not  exempt  from  them.  With 
Diana  for  his  wife,  he  flies  the  halls  where  she  sits  severe  and 
serene,  and  is  to  be  found  (shrouded  in  smoke,  'tis  true,)  in 
those  caves  where  the  contrite  chimney-sweep  sings  his  terrible 
death  chant,  or  the  Bacchanalian  judge  administers  a  satiric 
law.  Lord  Knightsbridge  has  his  faults,  then  ;  but  he  has  the 
gout  at  Rougetnoirbourg,  near  the  Rhine,  and  thither  his  wife 
is  hastening  to  minister  to  him. 

"  I  have  done,"  says  Lady  Knightsbridge,  with  a  gentle  bow, 
as  she  rises  ;  "  you  may  have  this  place,  Mr.  Titmarsh  ;  and  I 
am  sorry  my  breakfast  is  over  :  I  should  have  prolonged  it  had 
I  thought  that  you  were  coming  to  sit  by  me.  Thank  you  — 
my  glove."  (Such  an  absurd  little  glove,  by  the  way).  "  We 
shall  meet  on  the  deck  when  you  have  done." 

And  she  moves  away  with  an  august  curtsy.  I  can't  tell 
how  it  is,  or  what  it  is,  in  that  lady ;  but  she  says,  "  How  do 
you  do?"  as  nobody  else  knows  how  to  say  it.  In  all  her 
actions,  motions,  thoughts,  I  would  wager  there  is  the  same 
calm  grace  and  harmony.  She  is  not  very  handsome,  being 
very  thin,  and  rather  sad-looking.  She  is  not  very  witty,  being 
only  up  to  the  conversation,  whatever  it  may  be ;  and  yet,  if 
she  were  in  black  serge,  I  think  one  could  not  help  seeing  that 
she  was  a  Princess,  and  Serene  Highness ;  and  if  she  were  a 
hundred  years  old,  she  could  not  be  but  beautiful.  I  saw  her 
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performing  her  devotions  in  Antwerp  Cathedral,  and   forgot  to 
look  at  any  thing  elM  there  ;  —so  calm  and  pure,  such  a  sainted 


hers  seemed. 

When  this  great  lady  did  the  present  writer  tin-  honor  to 
shake  his  hand  (I  had  the  honor  to  t.-aeh  writing  and  the  rudi- 
ments of  Latin  to  tin-  \onng  and  intelligent  L..rd  Viscount 
1'imlico),  there  seemed  to  be  a  commotion  in  tin-  Ki«-klcbury 
i,:ir',v —  heads  Were  DOdded  t..-jftln-r,  ami  turned  towanN  Lady 
Kuightfibrldge ;  in  wh«.-r  Imnnr.  \vlu-n  Lady  Kirkli-luiry  had 

•liiicicntlv  reconnoitred  lu-r  with  her  eye-glass,  tin-  baroi 
ludv  rn^o*  and  s\v.-pt  a  n-vcrrntial  cnrt-y.  l.ackinu  until  she 
fell'  up  against  the  cn-hi<.ns  at  the  -stern  nf  the  l»<»at.  Lady 
Ivniuhtsl.ridLTe  did  not  see  this  salute,  fur  she  did  n»t  ac- 
knowle<l«j,-e  it.  Imt  walked  away  sliiuly  i  >Iu-  seems  to  «:lide 
i»i  and  out  of  th<-  r*Om)|  and  disappeared  up  the  stair  to  the 
deck. 

Lankin  and  I  took  our  places,  the  horse-dealer  making 
room  lor  Oft;  and  I  could  not  help  looking,  with  a  little  air  of 
triumph,  over  to  the  Kicklelmry  faction,  as  much  as  to  say, 
M  You  line  folks,  with  your  large  footman  and  supercilious  airs, 
see  what  f/v  can  do." 

AJ  I  looked  —  smilinjz.  and  nodding  and  laughing  at  me,  in 
a  knowiim',  i>rettv  way.  and  then  leaning  to  mamma  as  if  in  ex- 
planation, what  lace  should  I  see  I.ut  that  of  the  young  lady  at 
Mrs.  Perkins's,  with  whom  I  had  had  that  pleasant  conversation 
which  had  l>een  interrupted  l.y  the  demand  of  Captain  Hick 
a  dai,  .  then,  that  was  Miss  Kicklebury,  about  whom 

Mi>s  Perkins,  my  young  friend,  has  Sn  often  spoken  to  me  the 
ynung  ladies  were  in  convt-r-ation  when  I  had  the  happiness  of 
joining  them  ;  and  Mi->  T.  went  away  presently,  to  look  to  her 
guests)  — that  is  Miss  Fanny  Kickleburv. 

A  sudden  pang  shot  athwart  my  bosom  —  Lankin  might 
have  perceived  it,  but  the  honest  Serjeant  was  so  awe-stricken 
by  his  late  interview  with  the  Countess  of  Knightsbridge,  that, 
hi-  mind  was  unlit  to  grapple  with  other  subjects — a  pa: 
feeling  (which  I  concealed  under  the  grin  and  graceful  bow 
wherewith  Miss  Fanny's  salutations  were  acknowledged)  tore 
my  heart-string  —  as  I  thought  of — I  need  not  say — of 
HICKS. 

He  had  danced  with  her,  he  had  supped  with  her  —  he  was 
here,  on  board  the  boat.     Where  was  that  dragoon?     I  1<> 
round  for  him.     In  quite  a  far  corner,  — but  so  that  he  could 
command  the  Kicklebury  part;-.  I  thought, — he  was  eating  his 
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breakfast,  the  great  healthy  oaf,  and  consuming  one  broiled 
ftcr  another. 

In  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  all  parties,  as  it  may  be  sup- 
posed, emerged  upon  deck  again,  and  Miss  Fanny  and  her 
mamma  began  walking  the  quarter-deck  with  a  quick  pace,  like 
a  couple  of  post-captains.  When  Miss  Fanny  saw  me,  she 
M.yjK'd  and  smiled,  and  recognized  the  gentleman  who  had 
:i mused  her  so  at  Mrs.  Perkins's.  What  a  dear  sweet  creature 
Eliza  Perkins  was !  They  had  been  at  school  together.  She 
was  going  to  write  to  Eliza  everything  that  happened  on  the 
voyage. 

41  Everything!"  I  said,  in  my  particularly  sarcastic  manner. 

"  Well,  everything  that  was  worth  telling.  There  was  a  great 
number  of  things  that  were  very  stupid,  and  of  people  that  were 
very  stupid.  Everything  that  you  say,  Mr.  Titmarsh,  I  am 
sure  I  may  put  down.  You  have  seen  Mr.  Titmarsh's  funny 
books,  mamma?" 

Mamma  said  she  had  heard  —  she  had  no  doubt  the}*  were 
very  amusing.  "•  Was  not  that  —  ahem  —  Lad}7  Knightsbridge, 
to  whom  I  saw  you  speaking,  sir?*' 

"  Yes ;  she  is  going  to  nurse  Lord  Knightsbridge,  who  has 
the  gout  at  Rouge tnoirbourg." 

"  Indeed  !  how  very  fortunate  !  what  an  extraordinary  coin- 
cidence !  We  arc  going  too,"  said  Lad}'  Kicklebury. 

I  remarked  *;  that  everybody  was  going  to  Rougetnoirbourg 
this  year  ;  and  I  heard  of  two  gentlemen  —  Count  Carambole 
and  Colonel  Cannon  —  who  had  been  obliged  to  sleep  there  on 
a  billiard-table  for  want  of  a  bed." 

**  My  son  Kicklebury  —  arc  you  acquainted  with  Sir  Thomas 
Kicklebury  ?  "  her  ladyship  said,  with  great  stateliness  —  "•  is  at 
Noirbourg,  and  will  take  lodgings  for  us.  The  springs  are 
particularly  recommended  for  my  daughter,  Mrs.  Milliken  ;  and, 
at  great  personal  sacrifice,  1  am  going  thither  myself:  but  what 
will  not  a  mother  do,  Mr.  Titmarsh  ?  Did  I  understand  you  to 
say  that  you  have,  the  —  the  entree  at  Knightsbridge  House? 
The  parties  are  not  what  they  used  to  be,  I  am  told.  Not  that 
/  have  any  knowledge.  /  am  but  a  poor  country  baronet's 
widow,  Mr.  Titmarsh ;  though  the  Kickleburys  date  from 
Henry  III.,  and  my  family  is  not  of  the  most  modern  in  the 
country.  You  have  heard  of  General  Guff,  my  father,  perhaps  ? 
aide-de-camp  to  the  Duke  of  York,  and  wounded  by  his  Royal 
Highness's  side  at  the  bombardment  of  Valenciennes.  We 
move  in  our  own  sphere." 

"Mrs.  Perkins  is  a  very  kind  creature,"  I  said,   "and  it 


OX   THE    RHINE.  107 

a  very  pleasant  ball.     Did  you  not  think  so,  Misg  Kicklo- 

bury?" 

•'  I  thought  it  odious,"  <aid  Miss  Fanny.  "  I  mean,  it  wot 
pl«  asant  until  that  —  that  stupid  man  —  wli.it  was  his  name? 
• — came  and  took  me  away  t«>  dance  with  him." 

44  What  !  don't  you  care  lor  a  red  coat  and  moustaches?" 
I  asked. 

44  I  adore  genius,  Mr.  Titmarsh."  said  the  young  lady,  with 
a  most  killing  look  of  her  beautiful  Mile  eyes,  *•  and  I  have 
everv  one  of  vour  works  !»y  heart —  all,  except  the  last,  which 

I  can't  endure.      1    think    it's  wicked,  positively  wicked  — My 
darling  S<*<»tt    -  how  can  yon  ?     And  are  you  going  to  make  a 
Christmas-book  this  year?" 

"  Shall  I  tell  you'about  it?" 

44  Oh,  do  tell  us  about  it,"  said  the  lively,  charming  creature, 
clapping  her  hands  :  and  we  began  to  talk,  being  near  Lavinia 
(Mrs.  Milliken)  and  her  husband,  who  was  ceaselessly  occupied 
in  fetching  and  carrying  books,  biscuits,  pillows  and  cloaks, 
scent-bottles,  the  Italian  greyhound,  and  the  thousand  and  one 
necessities  of  the  pale  and  interesting  bride.  Oh,  how  she  did 
lidgel  !  how  she  did  grumble!  how  she  altered  and  twisted  her 
position  !  and  how  she  did  make  poor  Milliken  trot! 

After  Miss  Fanny  and  I  had  talked,  and  I  had  told  her  my 
plan,  which  she  pronounced  to  be  delightful,  she  continued:  — 

II  I   never  was  so  provoked  in  my  life,  Mr.  Titmarsh,  as  when 
that  odious  man  came  and   interrupted   that   dear  delightful 
conversation." 

44  On  your  word?  The  odious  man  is  on  board  the  boat: 
I  see  him  smoking  just  by  the  funnel  }'onder,  look  !  and  looking 
:it  us." 

44  He  is  very  stupid,"  said  Fanny  ;  "  and  all  that  I  adore  is 
intellect,  dear  Mr.  Titmarsh." 

11  Hut  why  is  he  on  board?"  said  I,  with  &fin  sourire. 

k*  Why  is  he  on  board?  Why  i-  everybody  on  board? 
How  do  we  meet?  (and  oh,  how  glad  I  am  to  meet  you 
again  !)  You  don't  suppose  that  7  know  how  the  horrid  man 
cume  here?  " 

11  Eh !  he  may  be  fascinated  by  a  pair  of  blue  eyes,  Miss 
Fanny  !  Others  have  been  so,"  I  said. 

11  Don't  be  cruel  to  a  poor  girl,  3*011  wicked,  satirical 
cieature,"  she  said.  UI  think  Captain  ilicks  odious  —  there! 
and  I  was  quite  angry  when  I  saw  him  on  the  boat.  Mamma 
does  not  know  him,  and  she  was  so  angry  with  me  for  dancing 
with  him  that  night:  though  there  was  nobody  of  any  par 
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tit-ular  mark  at  poor  drav  .Mrs.  IVrkins's  —  that  is,  except 
you,  Mr.  Titmarsh." 

44  And  I  am  not  a  dan< -ing  man,"  I  said,  with  a  sigh. 

44 1  hate  dancing  men  ;  they  can  do  nothing  but  dunce." 

44  O  yes,  they  can.  Some  of  them  can  smoke,  and  some  can 
ride,  and  some  of  them  can  even  spell  very  well." 

44  You  wicked,  satirical  person.     I'm  quite  afraid  of  you  !  " 

*'  And  some  of  them  call  the  Rhine  the  4  Whine,'  "  I  said, 
giving  an  admirable  imitation  of  poor  Hicks's  drawling  manner. 

Fanny  looked  hard  at  me,  with  a  peculiar  expression  on  her 
At  last  she  laughed.  "Oh,  you  wicked,  wicked  man," 
<aid,  44  what  a  capital  mimic  you  are,  and  so  full  of  clever- 
ness!  Do  bring  up  Captain  Hicks  —  isn't  that  his  name?  — 
and  trot  him  out  for  us.  Bring  him  up,  and  introduce  him  to 
mamma  :  do  now,  go!" 

Mamma,  in  the  meanwhile,  had  waited  her  time,  and  was 
just  going  to  step  down  the  cabin  stairs  as  Lad}'  Knightsbridge 
ascended  from  them.  To  draw  back,  to  make  a  most  profound 
curtsy,  to  exclaim,  "Lady  Knightsbridge!  I  have  had  the 
honor  of  seeing  your  ladyship  at  —  hum  —  hum  —  hum  "  (this 
word  I  could  not  catch)  —  "House," — all  these  feats  were 
performed  by  Lady  Kicklebury  in  one  instant,  and  acknowl- 
edged with  the  usual  calmness  by  the  younger  lady. 

44  And  ma}'  I  hope,"  continues  Lady  Kicklebury,  "  that 
that  most  beautiful  of  all  children  —  a  mother  may  say  so  — • 
that  Lord  Pimlico  has  recovered  his  hooping-cough  ?  We  were 
so  anxious  about  him.  Our  medical  attendant  is  Mr.  Topham, 
and  he  used  to  come  from  Knightsbridge  House  to  Pocklington 
Square,  often  and  often.  I  am  interested  about  the  hooping- 
cough.  My  own  dear  bo}'  had  it  most  severely  ;  that  dear  girl, 
my  eldest  daughter,  whom  you  see  stretched  on  the  bench  — 
she  is  in  a  very  delicate  state,  and  only  lately  married  —  not 
such  a  match  as  I  could  have  wished :  but  Mr.  Milliken  is  of  a 
good  family,  distantly  related  to  your  ladyship's.  A  Milliken, 
in  George  the  Third's  reign,  married  a  Boltimore,  and  the  Bol- 
timores,  I  think,  are  your  first-cousins.  They  married  this  year, 
and  Lavinia  is  so  fond  of  me,  that  she  can't  part  with  me,  and 
I  have  come  abroad  just  to  please  her.  We  are  going  to  Noir- 
bourg.  I  think  I  heard  from  my  son  that  Lord  Knightsbridge 
was  at  Noirbourg." 

44 1  believe  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Sir  Thomas 
Kicklebury  at  Knightsbridge  House,"  Lady  Knightsbridge  said, 
with  something  of  sadness. 

44  Indeed  !  "  and  Kicklebury  had  never  told  her !    He  laughed 
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at  her  when  she  talked  N  at  people  •    he  told  her  all  sorts 

of  ridiculous  stories  \\hen  upon  thi>  theme,  lint,  :it  any  rate, 
the  acquaintance  was  made  :  Lady  Kickl.-biiry  would  no!  have 
Ladv  Kniu'htsbridge  :  and,  e\en  in  the  thro.  — K  kiu-x. 

and  tin-  sreivt  recessee  of  liie  caliin,  irntilil  talk  to  her  about 
tin-  v\oild.  Lord  1'imlico.  and  her  lath. i .  ( ,«  nrral  Guff,  late 
aide-de-camp  to  tin-  Duke  of  York. 

That    those  thi"  ikneM  rn>in-d.  I  m-ed   not  say.      A 

short  tinu'  after  pas>ing  L'aM^.'.ale.  Serjeant  Lankin.  \siio  had 
been  exeeedingh  gay  ai.d  satii'ical  —  (in  his  calm  way;  lie 
(jiioU-s  lloracr.  njy  favorite  bits  as  an  antli«-r.  to  m\self.  and 
has  a  (iuii-1  sniuLr«-r.  and.  -  ak.  aniontillado  ll'avor,  ex- 

n-rdin^ly  pli-asant )  —  Lankin,  with  a  rueful  and  livid  coun- 
tenanrr,  <!*•>. -ended  into  hi>  hei'th.  in  the  which  that  .six  foot  of 
serjraiit  packed  himself  I  don't  know  how. 

Whi'ii  Lady  Kniiiht^ltrid^e  went  down,  down  went  Kickle- 
linry  Milliken  and  his  wii'e  stayed,  and  were  ill  toe-cthcr  on 
deck.  A  palm  of  irlory  oii^hl  to  In-  awarded  to  that  man  for 
his  anirel'u-  patience,  eiu-ruy.  and  snU'erin^.  It  Was  he  who 
weni  for  Mrs.  Milliken's  maid,  who  wouldn't  come  to  her 
nii>tn-ss;  it  was  lie,  the  shyest  of  men.  who  stormed  the 
ladies'  cabin — that  maritime  harem  —  in  order  to  jr»-t  In  r 
mother's  bottle  of  salts;  it  was  he  \\ho  unit  for  the  brandy- 
and- water,  and  bcLT'-ie'l.  and  prayed,  and  besought  his  a* 
Lavinia  to  ta-te  a  leetle  drop.  La\  inia's  reply  was,  "Don't 
—  <!>>  awa\  tlon't  tease.  1  loracc."  and  so  forth.  And,  win  n 
not  wanted,  the  irentle  creature  subsided  on  the  bench,  by  his 

feet,  and  was  sick   in  silence. 

\Mnui  In  married  life,  it  seems  to  me,  that  it  is  almost 
always  Ahlhken  and  wile,  or  just  the  contrary.  The  angels 
niMiister  to  the  tyrants;  or  the  gentle,  hen-pecked  husband 
is  before  the  superior  parllet.  If  ever  1  marry.  I  know 
the  sort  of  woman  /  will  choose;  and  I  won't  try  her  temper 
by  over-indulgence,  and  destroy  her  fine  qualities  by  a  ruinous 
subsrrvienry  to  her  wishes.] 

Little  Miss  Fanny  stayed  on  deck,  as  well  as  her  sister,  and 
looked  at  the  stai>  of  heaven,  as  they  be<j,un  to  shine  there,  and 
at  the  Foreland  lights  as  we  pa-sed  them.  I  would  have  talked 
with  her;  I  would  have  .  and  thought* 

of  beauty;  1  would  have  whispered  the  word  of  sentiment  — 
the  delicate  allusion  —the  lireal iiinu  <»f  the  soul  that  longs  to 
find  a  congenial  heart  —  the  sorrows  and  aspirations  of  the 
wounded  spirit,  stricken  and  sad.  yet  not  f/nite  despairing  ;  stil! 
knowing  that  the  hope-plant  lurked  in  its  crushed  ruins — stilJ 
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.".Mo  to  pnzo  on  the  stars  and  the  ocean,  and  love  their  blazing 
Bbeen,  their  boundless  azuro.  I  would,  I  say,  have  taken  the 
opportunity  of  that  stilly  night  to  lay  bare  to  her  the  treasures 
of  a  hi  art  that,  I  am  happy  to  say,  is  young  still;  but  circum- 
stances forbade  the  frank  outpouring  of  my  poet  soul :  in  a 
word,  I  was  obliged  to  go  and  lie  down  on  the  flat  of  my  back, 
and  endeavor  to  control  other  emotions  which  struggled  in  my 
breast. 

Once,  in  the  night-watches,  I  arose,  and  came  on  deck  ; 
the  vessel  was  not,  methought,  pitching  much;  and  yet — and 
yet  Neptune  was  inexorable.  The  placid  stars  looked  down, 
but  they  gave  me  no  peace.  Lavinia  Milliken  seemed  asleep, 
and  her  Horace,  in  a  death-like  torpor,  was  huddled  at  her 
feet.  Miss  Fanny  had  quitted  the  larboard  side  of  the  ship, 
and  had  gone  to  starboard  ;  and  I  thought  that  there  was  a 
gentleman  beside  her;  but  I  could  not  see  very  clearly,  and 
returned  to  the  horrid  crib,  where  Lankin  was  asleep,  and 
the  German  fiddler  Underneath  him  was  snoring  like  his  own 
violoncello. 

In  the  morning  we  were  ah*  as  brisk  as  bees.  We  were  in 
the  smooth  waters  of  the  lazy  Scheldt.  The  stewards  began 
preparing  breakfast  with  that  matutinal  eagerness  which  they 
always  show.  The  sleepers  in  the  cabin  were  roused  from 
their  horse-hair  couches  by  the  stewards'  boys  nudging,  and 
pushing,  and  flapping  table-cloths  over  them.  I  shaved  and 
made  a  neat  toilette,  and  came  upon  deck  just  as  we  lay  off 
that  little  Dutch  fort,  which  is,  I  dare  say,  described  in  "  Mur- 
ray's Guide-book,"  and  about  which  I  had  some  rare  banter 
with  poor  Hicks  and  Lady  Kicklebury,  whose  sense  of  humor 
is  certainly  not  very  keen.  He  had,  somehow,  joined  her  lady- 
ship's party,  and  they  were  looking  at  the  fort,  and  its  tri- 
colored  flag  —  that  floats  familiar  in  Vandevelde's  pictures  — 
and  at  the  lazy  shipping,  and  the  tall  roofs,  and  dumpy 
church  towers,  and  flat  pastures,  lying  before  us  in  a  Cuyp- 
like  haze. 

I  am  sorry  to  say,  I  told  them  the  most  awful  fibs  about 
that  fort.  How  it  had  been  defended  by  the  Dutch  patriot, 
Van  Swammerdam,  against  the  united  forces  of  the  Duke  of 
Alva  and  Marshal  Turenne,  whose  leg  was  shot  off  as  he  was 
leading  the  last  unsuccessful  assault,  and  who  turned  round  to 
his  aide-de-camp  and  said,  "  Allez  dire  au  Premier  Consul, 
que  je  meui'5  avec  regret  de  ne  pas  avoir  assez  fait  pour  la 
France !  "•  which  gave  Lady  Kicklebury  an  opportunity  to  placer 
her  story  of  the  Duke  of  York,  and  the  bombardment  of  Valen 


OX  THE   RHINE.  Ill 

riennes;  and  caused  young  Hicks  to  look  at  me  in  a  puzzler! 
;iii<l  appealing  manner  :in<l  hint  lh:it  I  was  ''dialling." 

"(.'hailing  indeed!"  MjTI  I.  with  a  particularly  arch  eve- 
twinkle  :it  Mis>  Fanny.  "  I  wouldn't  make  fun  of //"//.  Captain 
Hicks!  If  you  doubt  my  historical  accuracy,  look  at  the 
1  Biographic  rniversdle.'  I  say  —  look  at  the  'Biographic 
Universe-lie.' " 

He  said,  "O  —  ah  —  th.  tphie  UnivcrsclK- '  maybe 

ull  vowy  well,  and  that;  but  I  never  •  an  make  out  whether 
you  are  joking  or  not,  somehow  ;  and  1  always  fancy  you  are 
Lr<>iii!_r  to  rfurirkiir/Hin'  mo.  Ha,  ha!"  And  he  laughed,  the 
good-natured  dragoon  laughed,  and  fancied  he  had  made  a 

Joke. 

I  entreated  him  not  to  be  so  severe  upon  me;  and  again  he 
said.  "  Haw  haw  !  "  and  told  me,  k*  I  mustn't  expect  to  have 
it  all  ntyinrn.  //v///,  and  if  I  gave  a.  hit,  I  mn-t  expect  a  ranch  in 
r.'turn.  Haw  haw!"  Oil,  you  honest  young  Hick-! 

Kv ory body,   indued,  was  in  high  spirit-.     The   fog  cleared 
»  ;f,  tho  sun  shone,  the  ladies  chatle.l  and  lanuhed.   even   Mi^ 
Millikcn  was  in  ^ood  humor  (••  .My  wife  is  all  intellect,"  Milli- 
-ays,  looking  at   her  with  admiration)]  and  talked  with  u> 
:V;-ely  nn«l  i^ayly.     She  was  kind  cnou^b   to  say  that  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  meet  with  a  literary  and  well-informed  person 
-  that  one  often  lived  with  people  that   did   not  comprehend 
one.     She  asked  if  my  companion,  that  tall  gentleman  —  Mr. 
Serjeant  Lankin,  was  he?  —  was  literary.     And   when  I  said 
that  Lankin  k:-"-v  more  Greek,  and  more  Latin,  and  more  law. 
and  more  history,  and  more  everything,  than  nil  the  passei, 
put  together,  she  v-::iHisafcd  to  look  at  him  with  interest,  and 
enter  into  a  conve:v;ui;;n  with  my  i:  irnd  th"  Serjeant. 

Then  it  was  that  her  adoring  husband  said  ll  his  Lavinia  was 
all  intellect;"  —  I-ady  Kicklehury  saying  that  she  was  not  a 
literary  woman  :  that  in  her  day  few  acquirements  • 
for  the  British  I'emalv1  ;  but  thai  she  knew  Mr  >/  irit  of  the  age, 
aiil.her  i/iify  us  a  in<>tli<'>\  and  that  "Lavinia  and  Fanny  had 
had  thi'  best  masters  and  tho  best  education  which  money  and 
(onstant  maternal  solicitude  could  impart."  If  our  matrons  are 
virtuous,  as  they  are,  and  it  is  Britain's  boast,  permit  me  to 
.say  that  they  certainly  know  it. 

The  ;-.mversation  growing  powerfully  intellectual  under  Mrs. 
Milliken,  poor  Hicks  naturally  became  uneasy,  and  put  an  end 
ature  by  admMng  the  ladies' bead-d]  ••  Cab-heads, 

ootis.  what  do  }*ou  call  'em?"  he  a-ked  of  Miss  Kickiebury. 
indeed,  bhe  and  her  sister  wore   a   couple   of  those  blue  silk 
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over-bonnets,  which  have  latety  become  the  fasnion,  and  which 
I  never  should  have  mentioned  but  for  the  young  lady's  reply. 

41  Those  hoods!"  she  said — "we  call  those  hoods  Uglies! 
Captain  Iljcks." 

Oh,  how  pretty  she  looked  as  she  said  it !  The  blue  eyes 
looked  up  under  the  blue  hood,  so  archly  and  gayly ;  ever  so 
many  dimples  began  playing  about  her  face  ;  her  little  voice 
rang  so  fresh  and  sweet,  that  a  heart  which  has  never  loved  a 
tree  or  flower  but  the  vegetable  in  question  was  sure  to  perish 
—  a  heart  worn  down  and  sickened  by  repeated  disappointment, 
mockery,  faithlessness  —  a  heart  whereof  despair  is  an  accus- 
tomed tenant,  and  in  whose  desolate  and  lonely  depths  dwells 
an  abiding  gloom,  began  to  throb  once  more  —  began  to  beckon 
Hope  from  the  window  —  began  to  admit  sunshine  —  began 
to  — O  Folly,  Folly  !  O  Fanny  !  O  Miss  K.,  how  lovely  you 
looked  as  you  said,  "  W«*  call  those  hoods  Uglies!"  Ugly 
indeed ! 

This  is  a  chronicle  of  feelings  and  characters,  not  of  events 
and  places,  so  much.  All  this  time  our  vessel  was  making 
rapid  way  up  the  river,  and  we  saw  before  us  the  slim  towers 
of  the  noble  cathedral  of  Antwerp  soaring  in  the  rosy  sunshine. 
Lankin  and  I  had  agreed  to  go  to  the  "  Grand  Laboureur,"  or 
the  Place  de  Meir.  The}r  give  you  a  particular  kind  of  jam- 
tarts  there  —  called  Nun's  tarts,  I  think  —  that  I  remember, 
these  twenty  years,  as  the  very  best  tarts  —  as  good  as  the  tarts 
which  we  ate  when  we  were  boys.  The  "  Laboureur  "  is  a  clear 
old  quiet  comfortable  hotel ;  and  there  is  no  man  in  England 
who  likes  a  good  dinner  better  than  Lankin. 

"  What  hotel  do  you  go  to?  "  I  asked  of  Lady  Kicklebury. 

44 We  go  to  the  'Saint  Antoine*  of  course.  Every bocty 
goes  to  the  4  Saint  Antoine,' "  her  ladyship  said.  "  "We  propose 
to  rest  here ;  to  do  the  Rubens's ;  and  to  proceed  to  Cologne 
to-morrow.  Horace,  call  Finch  and  Bowman  ;  and  your  courier, 
if  he  will  have  the  condescension  to  wait  upon  me,  will  perhaps 
look  to  the  baggage." 

"I  think,  Lankin,"  said  I,  "  as  everybody  seems  going  to 
the  '  Saint  Antoine,'  we  may  as  well  go,  and  not  spoil  the 
party." 

"  I  think  I  '11  go  too,"  sa3Ts  Hicks  ;  as  if  he  belonged  to  the 
party. 

And  oh,  it  was  a  great  sight  when  we  landed,  and  at  every 
place  at  which  we  paused  afterwards,  to  see  Ilirsch  over  iV.e 
Kicklebury  baggage,  and  hear  his  polyglot  maledictions  at  tho 
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porters!  If  a  man  sometimes  feeK  -ad  and  lonely  at  his  l>ach- 
dor  condition,  if  >•••///••  feel'm-j^  of  envy  pervade  his  heart,  at 
seeing  beauty  on  another's  arm.  and  kind  eye-,  directed  tnuards 
a  happier  mui:  than  his  own  ~- -  at  least  there  are  BOOM  e..n>..la- 
tions  in  travelling,  when  a  fellow  has  but  one  little  portmanteau 
or  lia«r  which  he  can  easily  shoulder,  and  thinks  of  the  innumer- 
able Ita^s  and  trunks  which  tin-  married  man  and  the  father 
drains,  after  him.  The  married  Briton  on  a  tour  is  hut  a  lujzira^e 
overseer  :  hU  luir^aije  is  his  morning  thought,  and  his  nightly 
hrror.  Win  n  In-  limits  aloni!;  the  Khine  he  ha->  on.- 
ruin,  and  the  other  on  his  1  When  he  is  in  the  rai 

he  is  always  thinking,  or  ordered  l.y  hi- wife  to  tliink.  ••  I>  tin- 
It,  clings   round    him.       It   never   leaves    him 
-•|»t  when    it    '/'".<    leave    liiin.  a-   a    trunk   or  two   will,  and 
make  him  doubly  miserable).      His  earpct-!>ai^  lie  on  hU  che>t 
at   ni^ht,  and    his  \\ilV  haunts   his    turlud 

dreams. 

I  think  it  was  after  sin-  found  that  Lady  Kieklelniry  proposed 
to gO  to  tin-  --(H-and  Saint  Anto'me"  that  Lady  Kniiihtslu  id^e 
put  lu-rself  with  her  maid  into  a  etirria-e  and  went  to  the  other 
inn.  \Ve  saw  her  at  the  cathedral,  wii.  re  >he  ki-pt  aloof  IVoin 
our  party.  Milliken  went  14)  tin- tower,  and  -o  did  Mis>  Fanny. 
I  am  too  old  a  haveller  to  mount  up  thnsr  immea>ura!»K'  si 
for  the  ])iirpose  of  making  myself  (V\/.-/.y  hy  ^axin-j;  upon  a  \a-t 
map  of  low  countries  stretched  In  m  atii  me,  and  waited  with 
.Mrs.  Milliken  and  her  mother  hclow. 

When  the   tower-climber-  led,  we  a-ked  Miss  Fanny 

and  her  brother  what  they  had  » 

••We  >aw  Captain   flicks    up    tl  -narked    Milliken. 

tk  And  I  am  vi-ry  i:lad  you  didn't  come.  Lavinia  my  love. 
The  excitement  would  have  been  too  much  for  you,  quite  too 
much." 

All  this  while  Lady  Kieklebury  was  looking  at  Fanny,  and 
Fanny  was  linMin^  her  eyes  down;  and  I  knew  that  between 
I:  !•  and  this  poor  Hicks  there  could  be  not  him:  serious,  f,,r  she 
l"id  lau*ih-'d  at  him  and  mimic-ked  him  to  me  half  a  dozen  times 
MI  the  ruursi'  of  tlie  <lay. 

We  ••  do  the  K'ubens's,"  as  Lady  Kieklelniry  s&ys  ;  we  trudge 
from  cathedral  to  pirtniv-^allrry.  from  ehurcli  to  church.  We 
B66  the  calm  old  city,  with  its  lowers  and  g:\bles.  the  bourse, 
and  thi'  vast  town-hall;  mid  I  have  the  honor  to  give  Ladv 
Kieklebury  my  arm  during  these  peregrinations,  and  to  hoar  p 
hundred  particuiars  rei;ardin^  her  ladyship's  life  and  family. 
How  Milliken  has  been  recently  building  ut  Pigeoucot ;  ho*w 
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he  will  have  two  thousand  a  year  more  when  his  uncle  dies  \ 
how  she  had  peremptorily  to  put  a  stop  to  the  assiduities  of 
that  unprincipled  youni;  man.  Lord  Roughhead,  whom  Lavinia 
always  detested,  and  who  married  Miss  Brent  out  of  sheer 
pique.  It  was  a  great  escape  for  her  darling  Lavinia.  Rough- 
head  is  a  most  wild  and  dissipated  yoiTng  man,  one  of  Kickle- 
Imry's  Christchurch  friends,  of  whom  her  son  has  too  many, 
alas !  and  she  enters  into  many  particulars  respecting  the  con- 
duct of  Kicklebury  —  the  unhappy  boy's  smoking,  his  love  of 
billiards,  his  fondness  for  the  turf:  she  fears  he  has  already 
injured  his  income,  she  fears  he  is  even  now  playing  at  Noir- 
bourg ;  she  is  going  thither  to  wean  him,  if  possible,  from  his 
companions  and  his  gayeties — what  may  not  a  mother  effect? 
She  only  wrote  to  him  the  day  before  they  left  London  to 
announce  that  she  was  marching  on  him  with  her  family.  He 
is  in  many  respects  like  his  poor  father  —  the  same  openness 
and  frankness,  the  same  easy  disposition :  alas  !  the  same  love 
of  pleasure.  But  she  had  reformed  the  father,  and  will  do  her 
utmost  to  call  back  her  dear  misguided  boy.  She  had  an  ad- 
vantageous match  for  him  in  view  —  a  lady  not  beautiful  in 
person,  it  is  true,  but  possessed  of  every  good  principle,  and  a 
very,  verj*  handsome  fortune.  It  was  under  pretence  of  flying 
from  this  lady  that  Kicklebury  left  town.  But  she  knew 
better. 

I  say  young  men  will  be  young  men,  and  sow  their  wild  oats  ; 
and  think  to  myself  that  the  invasion  of  his  mamma  will  be 
perhaps  more  surprising  than  pleasant  to  young  Sir  Thomas 
Kicklebury,  and  that  she  possibly  talks  about  herself  and  her 
family,  and  her  virtues  and  her  daughters,  a  little  too  much : 
but  she  will  make  a  confidant  of  me,  and  all  the  time  we  are 
doing  the  Rubens's  she  is  talking  of  the  pictures  at  Kicklebury, 
of  her  portrait  by  Lawrence,  pronounced  to  be  his  finest  work, 
of  Lavinia's  talent  for  drawing,  and  the  expense  of  Fanny's 
music-masters ;  of  her  house  in  town  (where  she  hopes  to  see 
me)  ;  of  her  parties  which  were  stopped  by  the  illness  of  her 
butler.  She  talks  Kicklebury  until  I  am  sick.  And  oh,  Miss 
Fanny,  all  of  this  I  endure,  like  an  old  fool,  for  an  occasional 
sight  of  your  bright  eyes  and  rosy  face  ! 

[Another  parenthesis.  —  "  We  hope  to  see  you  in  town,  Mr, 
Titmarsh."  Foolish  mockery !  If  all  the  people  whom  one 
has  met  abroad,  and  who  have  said,  "We  hope  to  meet  you 
often  in  town,"  had  but  made  any  the  slightest  efforts  to  realize 
their  hopes  by  sending  a  simple  line  of  invitation  through  the 
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penny  post,  what  an  enormous  dinner  nrrjiiriinf mice  one  would 
have  had!  But  I  mistrust  people  who  say,  "  We  h'>j)(-  to  see 
you  In  towri."J 

Lankin  comes  in  at  tin-  end  of  tin-  day,  ju-t  before  dinner- 
time. He  has  paced  the  whole  town  |,y  lum-elf  church. 
tOWer,  ami  fortifications.  :md  Kuben>.  and  .-ill  He  is  lull  of 
Kgmont  and  Alva.  lit-  U  up  lo  all  the  hMorv  of  tin-  *• 
\\hen  Chassee  defended,  and  the  French  :.tta<  ked  tin-  place. 
After  dinner  we  stroll  aloiiii  the  <jua\s;  mid  over  tin-  quiet 
cig.-ir  in  the  hotel  court.  Monsieur  Lankin  di-cour^es  aliout  ihe 
Kuhens  pictures,  in  a  uay  \\hich  shows  that  the  learned 
jeant  has  an  eye  for  pictorial  beauty  as  well  as  other  U-aiities 
in  this  world,  and  can  rii:htl\  admire  the  va>t  energy,  the  pi'od- 
ii:al  genius,  the  royal  splendor  of  the  Kinir  of  Antwerp.  In  the 
nio^i  niode-t  way  in  tin-  \\'»-ld  he  has  remarked  a  student  mak- 
ing clever  sketches  at  the  Museum,  and  ha-  ordered  a  couple 
of  copies  from  him  of  the  famous  Yand\ke  and  the  wondrous 
adoration  of  the  Majii.  U8  greater  picture."  sa\  >  he.  ••  than 
ev(>n  the  cathedral  picture;  in  which  opinion  those  may  :. 
who  like."  He  says  he  thinks  Mi^s  Kieklelniry  is  a  pretty  litth 
tiling;  that  all  my  swans  are  m  e>e  ;  and  that  as  for  that  old 
woman,  with  her  airs  and  graces,  she  is  the  most  intolerable  old 
nuisance  in  the  \\orld.  There  is  much  -jood  judgment.  l»ut 
there  is  too  much  sardonic  humor  aliout  Lankin.  He  cannot 
appreciate  women  properly,  lie  is  spoiled  by  being  an  old 
bachelor,  and  living  in  that  din.u'y  old  I'linip  Court;  where,  by 
the  way,  he  has  a  cellar  lit  «'or  a  Pont  ill1.  We  go  to  rest;  they 
have  given  us  hnmlili-  lotigings  high  up  in  the  building,  which 
we  accept  like  philosophers  who  travel  with  but  a  portmanteau 
apiece.  The  Kickleburys  have  the  grand  suite,  as  bee- 
their  dignity.  Which,  which  of  those  twinkling  lights  illumines 
the  chamber  of  Miss  Fanny? 

Hicks  is  sitting  in  the  court  too,  smoking  his  cigar.  He 
and  Lankin  met  in  the  fortifications.  Lankin  says  he  is  a 
nible  fellow,  and  seems  to  know  his  profession.  "  Kvery  man 
can  talk  well  about  something,"  the  Serjeant  says.  k'  And 
one  man  can  about  everything."  says  I;  at  which  Lankin 
blushes;  and  we  take  our  llaring  tallow  candles  ami  go  to  bed. 
He  has  us  up  an  hour  before  the  starting  time,  and  we  have 
that  period  to  admire  Herr  Oberkellncr,  who  swaggers  as  be- 
comes the  Oberkellner  of  a  house  frequented  by  ambassadors ; 
who  contradicts  us  to  our  faces,  and  whose  own  countenance 
ii  ornamented  with  yesterday's  beard,  of  which,  or  of  an}'  part 
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of  his  clothing,  the  graceful  youth  does  not  appear  to  have  di- 
-.1  himself  BUM*  last  we  left  him.  We  recognize,  some- 
what dinirv  and  faded,  the  elaborate  shirt-front  which  appeared 
at  yesterday's  banquet.  Farewell,  Hcrr  Oberkellner !  May 
we  never  see  your  handsome  countenance,  washed  or  un- 
washed, shaven  or  unshorn,  again  ! 

"Here  come  the  ladies:  "Good  morning,  Miss  Fanny." 
"  I  hope  you  slept  well,  Lady  Kicklebury?"  "  A  tremendous 
bill?"  "No  wonder;  how  can  you  expect  otherwise,  when 
you  have  such  a  bad  dinner?"  Hearken  to  Hirsch's  commi- 
nations  over  the  luggage  !  Look  at  the  honest  Belgian  soldiers, 
and  that  fat  Freyschiitz  on  guard,  his  rifle  in  one  hand,  and  the 
other  hand  in  his  pocket.  Captain  Hicks  bursts  into  a  laugh  at 
the  sight  of  the  fat  Freyschutz,  and  says,  "  By  Jove,  Titmarsh, 
you  must  cawickachaw  him."  And  we  take  our  seats  at  length 
and  at  leisure,  and  the  railway  trumpets  blow,  and  (save  for  a 
brief  halt)  we  never  stop  till  night,  trumpeting  b}*  green  flats 
and  pastures,  by  broad  canals  and  old  towns,  through  Liege  and 
Verviers,  through  Aix  and  Cologne,  till  we  are  landed  at  Bonn 
at  nightfall. 

We  all  have  supper,  or  tea  —  we  have  become  pretty  inti- 
mate—  we  look  at  the  strangers'  book,  as  a  matter  of  course,  in 
the  great  room  of  the  "  Star  Hotel."  Why,  everybody  is  on  the 
Rhine  !  Here  are  the  names  of  half  one's  acquaintance. 

"  I  see  Lord  and  Lady  Exborough  are  gone  on,"  sa}*s  Lady 
Kicklebury.  whose  e}*e  fastens  naturally  on  her  kindred  aris- 
tocracy. "  Lord  and  Lady  Wyebridge  and  suite,  Lady  Zedland 
and  her  family." 

"Hallo!  here's  Cutler  of  the  Onety-oneth,  and  MacMull 
of  the  Greens,  en  route  to  Noirbourg,"  sa}Ts  Ilicks,  confiden- 
tially. "Know  MacMull?  Devilish  good  fellow  —  such  a 
fellow  to  smoke." 

Lankin,  too,  reads  and  grins.  "  Why,  are  they  going  the 
Rhenish  circuit?"  he  says,  and  reads: 

Sir  Thomas  Minos,  Lady  Minos,  nebst  Begleitung,  aus  Eng- 
land. 

Sir  John  TEacus,  mit  Familie  und  Dienerschaft,  aus  England. 

Sir  Roger  Raadamanthus. 

Thomas  Smith,  Serjeant. 

Serjeant  Brown  and  Mrs.  Brown,  aus  England. 

oerjeant  Tomkins,  Anglais.  Madame  Tomkins,  Mesde- 
moiselles  Tomkins.  • 

Monsieur  Kewsy,  Conseiller  de  S,  M.  la  Reine  d'Angleterre, 
Mrs.  Kewsy,  three  Miss  Kewsya. 
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And  to  this  list  L.inkin.  laughing.  had  put  down  hi*  nun 
name.  ami  that  of  the  reader's  obedient  servant.  under  the 
angiM  autograph  of  Lady  Kickl*  i>ur\  ,  \\lio  signed  for  her^lf. 
•In  r  son-in-law,  and  her  suite. 

Ye-..  we  all  Hock  tin-  one  after  the  other,  we  faithful  Kngli^h 
folks.  \Ve  can  buy  Haive\  Sauce,  and  (avenue  !V|iprr.  and 
Morison's  Tills,  in  every  city  in  the  world.  We  carry  our  nation 
cvervwhere  with  us;  and  are  in  our  island.  \vln-iv\t-r  we  go. 
Tutu  (tin'siis  nrhf  —  always  -t  parated  from  the.  people  in  the 
midst  of  whom  we  an-. 


When  we  came  to  the  steamor  next  morning,  "the 
era-'  of  Drachenfels"  rose  up  in  the  sunrise  before.  and  looked 
as  pink  as  the  cheeks  of  Master  .lacky.  when  they  have  been 
just  wa-hed  in  the  morning-  How  that  rosy  light.  too.  did 
liccome  Mi-s  Fanny's  pret  ly  dimples,  to  be  sure!  How 

•ii'  is  at  the  early  dawn  !      I    maintain   that    it  has  a   flavor 
which  it  does  not   i  ;  later  hours,  and  that  it  partak 

the  freshness  of  all  Nature.  And  wine,  too:  wine  is  never  SO 
irood  as  at  lnvakfast  ;  only  one  can't  drink  it,  for  tipsiness's 
sake. 

Sec  !  tin-re  is  a  yoiinu:  fellow  drinking  soda-water  and  brandy 
already.      lie  puts  down   his  «rl:iss  with   a   irasp  of  satisfaction. 
It  i->  eviilent   that    he   had   need  of  that   fortifier  and    refresher. 
lie  puts  down  the  beaker  and  says.  ••  How  are  you.  Titm; 
I  was  s<t  cut  last  niuht.      My  eyes,  wasn't  I  !      Not  in  the  1« 
that's  nil.'' 

It  is  the  youthful  descendant  and  heir  of  an  ancient  line: 
the  noble  Karl  of  (  irim-li\  's  son.  Viscount.  Talboys.  11,  ia 
travellinn-  with  the  Rev.  Harinu  Leader,  his  tutor:  who,  having 
a  irreat  natural  turn  and  liking  towards  the  aristo«-rac\  . 
having  inspected  Lady  Kicklehury's  cards  on  her  trunks,  has 
introduced  himself  to  her  ladyship  already,  and  has  inquired 
after  Sir  Thomas  Kicklebury,  whom  he  remembers  pert. 
and  whom  he  had  often  the  happiness  of  meeting  when  Sir 
Thomas  was  an  nnderuTaduate  at  Oxford.  There  are  feu- 
characters  more  amiable,  and  delightful  to  watch  and  contem- 
plate. than  some  of  those  middle-aired  Oxlord  bucks  who  hann 
about  the  university  and  live  with  the  youn<r  tufts.  Leader  can 
talk  racing  and  boating  with  the  fastest  young  Christchurch 
gentleman.  Leader  occasionally  rides  to  cover  with  Lord 
Talboys;  is  a  good  shot,  and  seldom  walks  out  without  a  set- 
ter or  a  sp.-uiiel  at  his  heels.  Leader  knows  the  '•  Peerage" 
and  the  tk  Hacing  Calendar"  as  well  as  the  Oxford  cram-books. 


118  THE   KICKLEBURYS 


up  to  town  :md  dines  with  Lord  Grimsby.  Leader 
bo  Court  r\vrv  two  years.  He  is  the  greatest  swell  in  his 
•  '..mmon-room.  lit-  drinks  claret,  and  can't  stand  port-wine 
any  longer;  and  the  old  fellows  of  his  college  admire  him,  and 
pri  him,  and  get  all  their  knowledge  of  the  world  and  the  aris- 
tocracy from  him.  I  admire  those  kind  old  dons  when  they 
appear  affable  and  jaunty,  men  of  the  world,  members  of  the 
••Camford  and  Oxbridge  Club,"  upon  the  London  pavement. 
I  like  to  see  them  over  the  Morning  Post  in  the  common-room  ; 
with  a  "Ha,  I  see  Lady  Rackstraw  has  another  daughter." 
41  Poppleton  there  has  been  at  another  party  at  X  --  House, 
and  y  <>u  weren't  asked,  my  boy."  —  "  Lord  Coverdale  has  got  a 
large  party  staying  at  Coverdale.  Did  you  know  him  at  Christ- 
church?  He  was  a  very  handsome  man  before  he  broke  his 
nose  fighting  the  bargeman  at  Iffly  :  a  light  weight,  but  a  beau- 
tiful sparrer,"  &c.  Let  me  add  that  Leader,  although  he  does 
love  a  tuft,  has  a  kind  heart  :  as  his  mother  and  sisters  in 
Yorkshire  know  ;  as  all  the  village  knows  too  —  which  is  proud 
of  his  position  in  the  great  world,  and  welcomes  him  very  kindly 
when  he  comes  down  and  takes  the  duty  at  Christmas,  and 
preaches  to  them  one  or  two  of  "  the  very  sermons  which  Lord 
Grimsby  was  good  enough  to  like,  when  I  delivered  them  at 
Talboys." 

44  You  are  not  acquainted  with  Lord  Talbo}Ts?"  Leader 
asks,  with  a  degage  air.  "  I  shall  have  much  pleasure  in  intro- 
ducing you  to  him.  Talboys,  let  me  introduce  you  to  Lady 
Kicklebury.  Sir  Thomas  Kicklebury  was  not  at  Christchurch 
in  your  time  ;  but  you  have  heard  of  him,  I  dare  say.  Your  son 
has  left  a  reputation  at  Oxford." 

44  1  should  think  I  have,  too.  He  walked  a  hundred  miles 
in  a  hundred  hours.  They  said  he  bet  that  he'd  drink  a  hundred 
pints  of  beer  in  a  hundred  hours  :  but  I  don't  think  he  could  do 
it  —  not  strong  beer;  don't  think  any  man  could.  The  beer 
here  isn't  worth  a  —  " 

44  My  dear  Talboys,"  says  Leader,  with  a  winning  smile, 
41  1  suppose  Lad}r  Kicklebury  is  riot  a  judge  of  beer  —  arid  what 
an  unromantic  subject  of  conversation  here,  under  the  castled 
crag  immortalized  by  Byron." 

44  What  the  deuce  does  it  mean  about  peasant-girls  with  dark 
blue  eyes,  and  hands  that  offer  corn  and  wine?"  asks  Talbo37s. 
44  Pve  never  seen  any  peasant-girls,  except  the  —  ugliest  set  of 
women  I  ever  looked  at." 

44  The  poet's  license.  I  see,  Miliken,  you  are  making 
a  charming  sketch.  You  used  to  draw  when  you  were  at 
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Brasenose,  Mill.nen  ;  and  play— yes,  you  played  the  violon- 
cello." 

Mr.   Milliken  still  potMMed  the>.-  AooomplishmeotA 

•:ikcn  up  that  very  evening  by  1  -oldier  ^  Coblent/.  for 
making  a  sketch  of  Fhrcnbreitstein.  Mr-.  Millikcn  >kete|M-* 
immensely  tOO,  and  writes  poetiy:  such  dreary  pictures.  Midi 
dreary  poems  !  but  professional  people  aiv  proverbially  jealous  ; 
and  I  doubt  whether  our  fellow-pa—  eiigcr.  the  (ierman,  would 
cvn  allow  that  Milliken  could  play  the  violoncello. 

Lady  Kickleburv  gives  Mi-  Fanny  a  nudge  when  Lord 
Talbovs  appears,  and  orders  her  to  exert  all  her  fascinations. 
How  'the  old  lady  coaxes,  and  she  wheedles:  She  pours  out 
the  Talbovs'  pediirrec  upon  him:  and  a-ks  after  his  aunt .  :m«^ 
his  mother's  family.  Is  he  going  to  NoirbourgV  How  deligln- 
fill:  There  is  nothing  lik«'  lirilish  spirits;  and  to  sec  an 
Knu'lish  matron  well  set  upon  a  yOUOg  man  of  lar-v  fortuin- 
and  hiirh  rank,  is  a  ^reat,  and  curious  si^lit. 

And  yet,  somehow,  the  British  dogg<  dn  «fl  does  not  alu 
answer/  kk  Do  you  know  that  old  woman  in  the  drab  jacket, 
Titmarsh?"  my'lien-ditary  le^i-lator  :'-ks  of  me.  "  What  the 
(U-vil  is  she  bothering  //"'  i«»r-  ^'">"t  my  aunts,  and  setting  her 
•  laughter  at  me?  I  ain't  such  :i  fool  as  that.  I  ain't  clever, 
Tit  marsh:  I  ne\vr  said  I  was.  I  never  pretend  to  be  clever, 
and  that  —  but  why  does  that  old  fool  bother  me,  hay  ?  Heigho  ! 
I'm  devilish  thirsty.  I  was  devilish  cut  last  night.  I  think  I 
mus'  have  another  go-oil'.  Hallo  you!  Kellner !  Gars. 
(My  soda,  (Her  petty  vare  do  d\  vee  de  Conac.  That's  your 
sort;  isn't  it,  Leader?" 

"You  will  speak  French  well  enough,  if  you  practise,"  says 
Leader  with  a  tender  voice;  ••  practice  is  everything.  Shall 
we  dine  at  the  table-d'hote ?  Waiter!  put  down  the  name  of 
Viscount  Talboys  and  Mr.  Leader,  if  3-011  please." 

The  boat  is  full  of  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men.  Forward, 
there  are  peasants  and  soldiers  :  stumpy,  placid-looking  little 
warriors  for  the  most  part,  smoking  feeble  cigars  and  looking 
quit;1  harmless  under  their  enormous  helmets.  A  poor  stunted 
dull-looking  boy  of  sixteen,  staggering  before  a  black-striped 
sentry  -box.  with  an  enormous  musket  on  his  shoulder,  does 
not  seem  to  me  a  martial  or  awe-inspiring  object.  Has  it 
not  been  said  that  we  carry  our  prejudices  everywhere,  and 
onlv  admire  what  we  are  accustomed  to  admire  in  our  own 
country? 

Yonder  walks  a  handsome  young  soldier  who  lias  just  been 
marrying  a  wife.  How  happy  they  seem!  and  how  pK 
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that  everybody  should  remark  their  happiness.  It  is  a  fact 
that  in  the  fill]  sunshine,  and  before  a  eouple  of  hundred 
people  on  board  ilu-  Joseph  Miller  steamer,  the  soldier  abso- 
lutely kissed  Mrs.  Soldier;  at  which  the  sweet  Famry  Kickle- 
bury  was  made  to  blush. 

We  were  standing  together  looking  at  the  various  groups : 
the  pretty  peasant-woman  (really  pretty  for  once,)  witli  the 
red  head-dress  and  fluttering  ribbons,  and  the  child  in  her 
arms ;  the  jolly  fat  old  gentleman,  who  was  drinking  Rhine- 
wine  before  noon,  and  turning  his  back  upon  all  the  castles, 
towers,  and  ruins,  which  reflected  their  crumbling  peaks  in  the 
water ;  upon  the  handsome  young  students  who  came  with  us 
Jrom  Bonn,  with  their  national  colors  in  their  caps,  with  their 
picturesque  looks,  their  yellow  ringlets,  their  budding  mous- 
taches, and  with  cuts  upon  almost  every  one  of  their  noses, 
obtained  in  duels  at  the  university  :  most  picturesque  are  these 
young  fellows,  indeed  —  but  ah,  why  need  they  have  such  black 
hands? 

Near  us  is  a  t}rpe,  too  :  a  man  who  adorns  his  own  tale,  and 
points  his  own  moral.  "  Yonder,  in  his  carriage,  sits  the  Count 
de  Reineck,  who  won't  travel  without  that  dismal  old  chariot, 
though  it  is  shabb}*,  costly,  and  clums}',  and  though  the  wicked 
red  republicans  come  and  smoke  under  his  very  nose.  Yes, 
Miss  Fanny,  it  is  the  lusty  young  Germany,  pulling  the  nose  of 
the  worn-out  old  world." 

"Law,  what  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Titmarsh?"  cries  the  dear 
Fanny. 

u  And  here  comes  Mademoiselle  de  Reineck,  with  her  com- 
panion. You  see  she  is  wearing  out  one  of  the  faded  silk 
gowns  which  she  has  spoiled  at  the  Residenz  during  the  sea- 
son :  for  the  Reinecks  are  economical,  though  they  are  proud  ; 
and  forced,  like  many  other  insolvent  grandees,  to  do  and  to 
wear  shabby  things. 

"It  is  very  kind  of  the  3-oung  countess  to  call  her  com- 
panion '  Louise,'  and  to  let  Louise  call  her  '  Laure  ; '  but  if 
faces  ma}- be  trusted,  —  and  we  can  read  in  one  countenance 
conceit  and  tyranny ;  deceit  and  slyness  in  another,  —  dear 
Louise  has  to  suffer  some  hard  raps  from  dear  Laure :  and, 
to  judge  from  her  dress,  I  don't  think  poor  Louise  has  her 
salary  paid  very  regularly. 

"  What  a  comfort  it  is  to  live  in  a  country  where  there 
is  neither  insolence  nor  bankruptcy  among  the  great  folks, 
nor  cringing,  nor  flattery  among  the  small.  Isn't  it,  Miss 
Fanny?" 
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Miss  Fanny  says,  th  m't    understand   whether  I  am 

Joking  (>!•  seriou>  :  and  her  niaiiuna  calls  her  away  to  l<M)k  at 
tin-  ruins  ,,f  \\i-j-in-tcin.  Kverybody  looks  at  Wigginstein. 
Von  an-  told  in  .Murray  to  loo,s  Jnstein. 

Lankin.  who  has  been  standing  liy.  with  .1  grin  every  now 
and  then  upon  hi-  -ardonic  countenance,  comes  up  and  says, 
w  Titmaish.  how  can  you  l»e  so  impertinent  ''.  " 

••  Inipertinent  :    a>  how?  " 

••The  girl  must  understand  what  von  mean:  and  you 
>houldn't  laugh  at  her  own  mother  to  her.  Did  yon  ever  see 
anything  like  the  way  in  \\  hich  that  horrible  woman  is  follow- 
ing the  young  lord  about  ?  " 

Von  see  it  every  day.  my  dear  fellow;  only  the 
trick  is-  hettcr  done,  and  Lady  Kieklchury  is  rather  a  clumsy 
practitioner.  .See  !  why  nobody  is  lietter  aware  of  the  springes 
which  are  set  to  catch  him  than  that  young  fellow  himself, 
who  is  as  knowing  as  any  veteran  in  .May  Fair.  And  yon 
don't  suppose  that  Lady  Kicklchury  fancies  that  she  is  doing 
anything  mean.  or  an\  thing  wrong?  Heaven  bless  you:  >he 
never  did  anything  wrong  in  her  life.  She  has  no  idea  l»nt 
that  everything  she  says,  and  thinks,  and  does  is  right.  And 
no  douM  she  never  did  rob  a  church  :  and  was  a  faithful  wife 
to  Sir  Thomas,  and  pays  her  tradesmen.  Confound  her  virtue! 
It  i>  that  which  make-  IHT  so  wonderful  —  that  brass  armor  in 
which  she  walks  impend rable  —  not  knowing  what  pity  is,  or 
charity;  crying  sometime^  when  she  is  vexed,  or  thwarted,  but 
laughing  never  ;  cringing,  and  domineering  by  the  same  natural 
instinct  —  never  doubting  about  herself  above  all.  Let  us  rise, 
and  revolt  against  those  people.  Lankin.  Let  us  war  with 
them,  and  smite  them  utterly.  It  is  to  use  against  these,  espe- 
cially, that  Scorn  and  Satire  were  invented." 

VIP!  tin-  animal  you  attack."   says   Lankin,  "is  provided 
a    hide  to  defend  him  —  it   is  a   common  ordinance   of 
nature." 

>  we  pass  by  tower  and  town,  and  float  up  the  Rhine. 
We  don't  describe  the  river.  Who  does  not  know  it?  How 
von  see  people  asleep  in  the  cabins  at  the  most  picturesque 

t»,  and  air_rrv  to  be  awakened  when  they  fire  off  those  stupid 
s  for  the   echoes!      It    is  as  familiar  to  numbers  of  people 
(irecnwich:   and    we    know    the   merits  of   the    inns    . 
road   as  if  they   weivtii.-   "Tr:  Of  the    "Star  and 

Garter."     How  >tale  ng  -rows!     If  we  were   to   live 
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•In  n  garden  of  Eden,  now,  and  the  gate  were  open,  we  should 
go  out.  and  trump  forward,  and  push  on,  and  get  up  early  in 
tin-  morning,  and  push  on  again  —  anything  to  keep  moving, 
anything  to  get  a  change:  anything  but  quiet  for  the  restless 
children  of  Cain. 

So  many  thousands  of  English  folks  have  been  at  Rouget- 
noirbourg  in  this  and  past  seasons,  that  it  is  scarcely  needful 
to  alter  the  name  of  that  pretty  little  gay,  wicked  place.  There 
were  so  many  liritish  barristers  there  this  year  that  they  called 
the  "Hotel  des  Quutre  Saisons "  the  Hotel  of  Quarter  Ses- 
sions." There  were  judges  and  their  wives,  Serjeants  and  their 
ladies,  Queen's  counsel  learned  in  the  law,  the  Northern  circuit 
and  the  Western  circuit:  there  were  officers  of  half-pay  an; I 
full-pay,  military  officers,  naval  officers,  and  sheriffs'  officers. 
There  \\vre  people  of  high  fashion  and  rank,  and  people  of  no 
rank  at  all ;  there  were  men  and  women  of  reputation,  and  of 
the  two  kinds  of  reputation;  there  were  English  boys  pla\  ing 
cricket;  English  pointers  putting  up  the  German  partridges, 
and  English  guns  knocking  them  down ;  there  were  women, 
whose  husbands,  and  men  whose  wives  were  at  home ;  there 
were  High  Church  and  Low  Church  —England  turned  out  for 
a  holiday,  in  a  word.  How  much  farther  shall  we  extend  our 
holiday  ground,  and  where  shall  we  camp  next?  A  winter  at 
Cairo  is  nothing  now.  Perhaps  ere  long  we  shall  be  going  to 
Saratoga  Springs,  and  the  Americans  coming  to  Margate  for 
the  summer. 

Apartments  befitting  her  dignity  and  the  number  of  her 
family  had  been  secured  for  Lady  Kicklebury  by  her  dutiful 
son,  in  the  same  house  in  which  one  of  Lankin's  friends  had 
secured  for  us  much  humbler  lodgings.  Kicklebury  received 
his  mother's  advent  with  a  great  deal  of  good  humor ;  and  a 
wonderful  figure  the  good-natured  little  baronet  was  when  he 
presented  himself  to  his  astonished  friends,  scarcely  recogniz- 
able by  his  own  parent  and  sisters,  and  the  staring  retainers  of 
their  house. 

"  Mercy,  Kicklebury  !  have  you  become  a  red  republican?" 
his  mother  asked. 

"  I  can't  find  a  place  to  kiss  you,"  said  Miss  Fanny,  laugh- 
ing to  her  brother ;  and  he  gave  her  pretty  cheek  such  a  scrub 
with  his  red  beard,  as  made  some  folks  think  it  would  be  very 
pleasant  to  be  Miss  Fanny's  brother. 

In  the  course  of  his  travels,  one  of  Sir  Thomas  Kicklebury's 
chief  amusements  and  cares  had  been  to  cultivate  this  bushy 
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auburn  ornament.  He  said  that  no  man  could  pronounce 
i.erman  properly  without  ft  hoard  to  his  jaws;  but  he  did  not 
appear  to  have  got  much  beyond  this  preliminary  step  to 
•liarning;  and,  in  spite  of  his  beard,  his  honest  Knglish  accent 
came  out,  as  liis  jolly  Knglish  face  looked  forth  from  behind 
that  lierce  and  hristh  decoration,  perfectly  good-humored  and 
unmistakable.  We  try  our  be-t  to  look  lik<  foreigners,  hut  we 
can't.  Kvery  Italian  mendicant  or  I'ont  Neuf  beggar  knows 
his  Knglishman  in  spite  of  blouse,  and  U-ard,  and  slouched  hut. 
••  There  is  a  peculiar  high-bred  grace  about  us."  I  \\hi>per  t<; 
Lady  Kicklebury,  "an  aristocratic  je  ne  ;  (r-ais  quoi,  which  is 
not  to  he  found  in  any  hut  Knglislnnrn  ;  an<l  it  is  that  which 
makes  us  so  immensely  liked  and  admired  all  over  the  Conti- 
nent." Well,  this  may  he  truth  or  joke  —  this  may  be  a  snee* 
or  a  simple  assertion  :  our  vulgarities  and  our  insolences  may, 
p. -i  haps,  make  us  as  remarkable  as  that  high  breeding  which 
— smne  to  possess.  It  may  be  that  the  Continental  society 
ridicules  and  detests  us,  as  we  walk  domineering  over  Kurope; 
but.  after  all,  which  of  us  would  denationalize  himself?  \vhu 
wouldn't  be  an  Knglishmun?  Come,  sir.  cosmopolite  as  \oi\ 
are,  passing  all  your  winters  at  Rome  or  at  Paris:  e:;iled  by 
choice,  or  poverty,  from  your  own  country;  preferring  easier 
manners,  cheaper  pleasures,  a  simpler  life:  are  you  not  still 
proud  of  your  British  citizenship?  and  would  you  like  to  be  a 
Frenchman  ? 

Kicklehnry  has  a  great  acquaintance  at  Noirbourg,  and  as 
he  walks  into  the  great  concert-room  at  night,  introducing  his 
mother  and  sisters  there,  he  seemed  to  look  about  with  a  little 
anxiety,  lest  all  of  his  acquaintance  should  recognize  him. 
There  are  some  in  that  most  strange  and  motley  company  with 
whom  In-  had  rather  not  exchange  salutations,  under  present 
circumstances.  Pleasure-seekers  from  every  nation  in  the  world 
HIV  here,  sharpers  of  both  sexes,  wearers  of  the  stars  and  cor- 
dons of  every  court  in  Kurope  :  Russian  princesses,  Spanish 
irrandees,  liel^ian,  French,  and  Knglish  nobles,  every  degree 
of  Briton,  from  the  ambassador,  who  has  his  conge*  to  the 
London  apprentice  who  has  come  out  for  his  fortnight's  lark. 
Kic •klebury  knows  them  all,  and  has  a  good-natured  nod  for 
each. 

11  Who  is  that  lady  with  the  three  daughters  who  saluted 
you,  Kicklehnry?"  asks  his  mother. 

44  That  is  our  Ambassadress  at  X.,  ma'am.  I  saw  her  yes- 
terday buying  a  penny  toy  for  one  of  her  little  children  in 
Frankfort  Fair." 
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Lady  Kicklebury  looks  towards  Lady  X. :  she  makes  her 
:ieiicv  an  undeveloped  curtsy,  as  it  were;  she  waves  her 
plunu-d  liead  (Lady  K.  is  got  'up  in  great  style,  in  a  rich 
dejeum-r  toilette,  perfectly  regardless  of  expense)  ;  she  salutes 
the  ambassadress  with  a  sweeping  gesture  from  her  chair,  and 
backs  before  her  as  before  royalty,  and  turns  to  her  daughters 
large  eyes  full  of  meaning,  and  spreads  out  her  silks  in  state. 

"  And  who  is  that  distinguished-looking  man  who  just 
passed,  and  who  gave  you  a  reserved  nod?  "  asks  her  ladyship. 
"  Is  that  Lord  X.?" 

Kicklebury  burst  out  laughing.  "  That,  ma'am,  is  Mr. 
Higmore,  of  Conduit  Street,  tailor,  draper,  and  habit-maker: 
and  I  owe  him  a  hundred  pound." 

11  The  insolence  of  that  sort  of  people  is  really  intolerable," 
says  Lady  Kicklebury.  "There  must  be  some  distinction  of 
classes.  They  ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  go  everywhere. 
And  who  is  yonder,  that  lady  with  the  two  boys  and  the  —  the 
very  high  complexion  ?  "  Lady  Kicklebury  asks. 

"  That  is  a  Russian  princess  :  and  one  of  those  little  boys, 
the  one  who  is  sucking  a  piece  of  barley-sugar,  plays,  and  wins 
five  hundred  louis  in  a  night." 

"  Kicklebury,  you  do  not  pla}T?  Promise  }Tour  mother  you 
do  not !  Swear  to  me  at  this  moment  you  do  not !  Where  are 
the  horrid  gambling-rooms?  There,  at  that  door  where  the 
crowd  is?  Of  course,  I  shall  never  enter  them  !  " 

"Of  course  not,  ma'am,"  says  the  affectionate  son  on  duty, 
"  And  if  you  come  to  the  balls  here,  please  don't  let  Fanny 
dance  with  anybody,  until  you  ask  me  first :  you  understand. 
Fanny,  you  will  take  care." 

"  Yes,  Tom,"  says  Fanny. 

"  What,  Hicks,  how  are  you,  old  fellow?  How  is  Platts? 
Who  would  have  thought  of  you  being  here  ?  When  did  you 
come  ?  " 

"  I  had  the  pleasure  of  travelling  with  Lady  Kicklebury  and 
her  daughters  in  the-  London  boat  to  Antwerp,"  says  Captain 
Hicks,  making  the  ladies  a  bow.  Kicklebury  introduces  Hicks 
to  his  mother  as  his  most  particular  friend  —  and  he  whispers 
Fanny  that  "he's  as  good  a  fellow  as  ever  lived,  Hicks  is." 
Fanmr  says,  "He  seems  very  kind  and  good-natured:  and  — 
and  Captain  Hicks  waltzes  very  well,"  says  Miss  Fanny  with  a 
blush,  "  and  I  hope  I  may  have  him  for  one  of  my  partners." 

What  a  Babel  of  tongues  it  is  in  this  splendid  hall  with 
gleaming  marble  pillars  :  a  ceaseless  rushing  whisper  as  if  the 
band  were  playing  its  music  by  a  waterfall!  The  British 
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fnwvrrs  aro  all  got  together,  ami  my  friend  Lankin,  on  his 
arrival,  has  been  carried  oil'  by  his  brother  Serjeants,  ami 
becomes  once  more  a  lawyer  ••  Well,  brother  Lankin." 
old  Sir  'I'h. niias  Minos,  with  his  venerable  kind  face,  "you 
have  got,  your  rule,  1  iee."  And  they  fall  into  talk  about  their 
law  matters.  a>  they  always  do.  \\heivver  the\  are  at  a  club, 
in  a  ball  -room,  at  a  dinner-table,  at  the  top  (,i'  (  :.im!>ora/<>. 
Some  of  the  youni;-  barristers  appear  as  bucks  with  uncommon 
splendor,  and  dance  and  hang  about  the  ladies.  liut  they 
have  not  the  easy  languid  deuce-may-care  air  of  tin-  youii'_r 
bucks  of  the  Mick-,  and  Kicklebury  school — they  can't  put 
on  their  clothes  with  that  happy  negligence  ;  their  neck-cloths 
sit  quite  ditferentlv  on  them,  somehow:  they  become  very  hot 
when  they  dance,  and  yet  do  not  spin  round  near  so  quickly  as 
tho-c  London  youths,  who  have  acquired  experience  in  ntr/mn' 
rili.  and  learned  to  dance  easily  by  the  practice  of  a  thousand 
casinos. 

Above  the  Babel  tongues  and  the  clang  of  the  music,  as 
you  listen  in  the  great  saloon,  you  hear  from  a  neighboring 
room  a  certain  sharp  ringing  clatter,  and  a  hard  clear  voice 
cries  out,  "Zero  rouge,"  or  '•  T rente-cinq  noir.  Impair  et 
passe."  And  then  there  is  a  pause  of  a  couple  of  minutes, 
and  then  the  voice  says,  l*  Failes  le  jeu.  Messieurs.  I. 
est  fait,  rien  ne  va  plus"  —  and  the  sharp  ringing  clatter  re- 
commences. You  know  what  that  room  is?  That  is  Hades. 
That  is  where  the  spirited  proprietor  of  the  establishment  takes 
his  toll,  and  thither  the  people  go  who  pa}*  the  money  which 
supports  the  spirited  proprietor  of  this  tine  palace  and  gardens. 
Let  us  inter  Hades,  and  see  what  is  going  on  there. 

Hades  is  not  an  unpleasant  place.  Most  of  the  people  look 
rather  cheerful.  You  don't  see  any  frantic  gamblers  gnashing 
their  teeth  or  dashing  down  their  last  stakes.  The  winners 
have  the  most  anxious  laces;  or  the  poor  shabby  fellows  who 
have  not  systems,  and  are  pricking  down  the  alternations  of 
red  and  black  on  cards,  and  don't  seem  to  be  playing  at  nil. 
On  !•'?*'  days  the  country  people  come  in,  men  and  women,  to 
gamble;  and  ///>•//  seem  to  be  excited  as  they  put  down  their 
hard-earned  ilorins  with  trembling  rough  hands,  and  watch 
the  turn  of  the  wheel.  Hut  what  you  call  the  good  company 
is  very  quiet  and  easy.  A  man  loses  his  mass  of  gold,  and 
gets  up  and  walks  otf,  without  any  particular  mark  of  despair. 
Thi>  only  gentleman  whom  1  saw  at  Noirbourg  who  seemed 
really  atlected  was  a  certain  Count  de  MuMacheti'.  a  Kn- 
ot' enormous  wealth,  who  clenched  his  lists,  beat  his  br 
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cursed  his  stars,  and  absolutely  cried  with  grief:  not  for  losing 
money,  but  for  neglecting  to  win  and  play  upon  a  coup  de  vingt, 
.1  series  in  which  the  red  was  turned  up  twenty  times  running: 
\\Kich  series,  had  he  but  played,  it  is  clear  that  he  might  have 
broken  M.  Lenoir's  bank,  and  shut  up  the  garnbling-hoifce,  and 
doubled  his  own  fortune  —  when  he  would  have  been  no  hap- 
pii-r.  :md  :i!l  the  balls  and  music,  all  the  newspaper-rooms  and 
parks,  all  the  feasting  and  pleasure  of  this  delightful  Rouge  t- 
noirbourg  would  have  been  at  an  end. 

For  though  he  is  a  wicked  gambling  prince,  Lenoir,  he  is 
beloved  in  all  these  regions ;  his  establishment  gives  life  to  the 
town,  to  the  lodging-house  and  hotel-keepers,  to  the  milliners 
and  hackney-coachmen,  to  the  letters  of  horse-flesh,  to  the 
huntsmen  and  gardes-de-chasse ;  to  all  these  honest  fiddlers 
and  trumpeters  who  play  so  delectably.  Were  Lenoir's  bank 
to  break,  the  whole  little  city  would  shut  up;  and  all  the 
Noirbourgers  wish  him  prosperity,  and  benefit  by  his  good 
fortune. 

Three  years  since  the  Noirbourgers  underwent  a  mighty 
panic.  There  came,  at  a  time  when  the  chief  Lenoir  was  at 
Paris,  and  the  reins  of  government  were  in  the  hands  of  his 
younger  brother,  a  company  of  adventurers  from  Belgium,  with 
a  capital  of  three  hundred  thousand  francs,  and  an  infallible 
system  for  playing  rouge  et  noir,  and  the}'  boldly  challenged 
the  bank  of  Lenoir,  and  sat  down  before  his  croupiers,  and 
defied  him.  They  called  themselves  in  their  pride  the  Con- 
trebanque  de  Noirbourg :  they  had  their  croupiers  and  punters, 
even  as  Lenoir  had  his  :  the}r  had  their  rouleaux  of  Napoleons, 
stamped  with  their  Contrebanquish  seal :  —  and  they  began  to 
play. 

As  when  two  mighty  giants  step  out  of  a  host  and  engage, 
the  armies  stand  still  in  expectation,  and  the  puny  privates 
and  commonalty  remain  quiet  to  witness  the  combat  of  the 
tremendous  champions  of  the  war:  so  it  is  said  that  when 
the  Contrebanque  arrived,  and  ranged  itself  before  the  officers 
of  Lenoir  —  rouleau  to  rouleau,  bank-note  to  bank-note,  war 
for  war,  controlment  for  controlment  —  all  the  minor  punters 
and  gamblers  ceased  their  peddling  play,  and  looked  on  in 
silence,  round  the  verdant  plain  where  the  great  combat  was 
to  be  decided. 

Not  used  to  the  vast  operations  of  war,  like  his  elder 
brother,  Lenoir  junior,  the  lieutenant,  telegraphed  to  his  absent 
chief  the  news  of  the  mighty  enemy  who  had  come  down  upon 
him,  asked  for  instructions,  and  in  the  meanwhile  met  the  foe- 
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man  like  a  man.     The  Contrebanque  of  Noirbourg  gallantly 

opened  its  campaign. 

Tin-  Lenoir  bank  was  defeated  day  after  day,  in  iimnerou- 
M-  encounters.  The  tactics  of  the  Contrebanquist  generals 
\\ere  irresistible:  their  infernal  syMcm  bore  down  everUhing 
before  it.  and  they  marched  onwards  terrible  and  victorious 
•is  tin-  Macedonian  phalanx.  Tuesday,  a  loss  of  eighteen 
thousand  florins  ;  Wednesday,  a  loss  of  twelve  thousand  flor- 
ins; Thursday,  a  loss  of  forty  thousand  florins:  night  after 
night,  the  young  Lenoir  had  to  chronicle  these  disasters  in 
melancholy  de-patches  to  his  chief.  What  was  t«>  he  done? 
Night  after  night,  the  Noirl>onp_rers  retired  home  doubtful  and 
disconsolate;  the  horrid  Contrehanquists  gathered  up  their 
spoils  and  retired  to  a  victorious  supper.  How  was  it  to 
end? 

Far  away  at  1'aris.  the  elder  Lenoir  answered  these  appeals 
of  his  brother  by  sending  reinforcements  of  money.  Chests  of 
gold  arrived  for  the  bank.  The  Prince  of  Noirbourg  hade  his 
I.,  leaguered  lieutenant  not  to  lose  heart  :  he  himself  never  for 
a  moment  blenched  in  this  trying  hour  of  danger. 

The  ContrebaiHjuists  stilfwent  on  victorious.  Rouleau  after 
rouleau  fell  into  their  possession.  At  last  the  news  came: 
The  Fmperor  has  joined  the  Grand  Arm}'.  Lenoir  himself 
had  arrived  from  Paris,  and  was  once  more  among  his  chil- 
dren, his  people.  The  daily  combats  continued:  and  still, 
still,  though  Napoleon  was  with  the  Eagles,  the  abominable 
( 'ontrehantjtiists  fought  and  conquered.  And  far  greater  than 
Napoleon,  as  great  as  Ney  himself  under  disaster,  the  bold 
Lenoir  never  lost  courage,  never  lost  good-humor,  was  affable, 
en  tie,  was  careful  of  his  subjects'  pleasures  and  comforts, 
and  met  an  adverse  fortune  with  a  dauntless  smile. 

With  a  devilish  forbearance  and  coolness,  the  atrocious 
Contiehanquc  —  like  Polyphemus,  who  only  took  one  of  his 
prisoners  out  of  the  cave  at  a  time,  and  so  ate  them  off  at 
leisure  — the  horrid  Contrebanquists,  I  say,  contented  them- 
selves with  winning  so  much  before  dinner,  and  so  much 
before  supper  —  say  five  thousand  florins  for  each  meal.  They 
pla\ed  and  won  at  noon:  they  played  and  won  at  eventide. 
They  of  Nnirbonrg  went  home  sadly  every  night:  the  invader 
was  carrying  all  before  him.  What  must  have  been  the  feel- 
ings of  the  great  Lenoir?  What  were  those  of  Washington 
before  Trenton,  when  it  seemed  all  up  with  the  cause  of 
American  Independence;  what  those  of  the  virgin  Elizabeth, 
when  the  Armada  was  signalled  •  what  those  of  Miltiades, 
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when  the  multitudinous  Persian  bore  down  on  Marathon? 
The  people  looked  on  at  the  combat,  and  saw  their  chieftain 
Stricken,  bleeding,  fallen,  fighting  still. 

At  last  there  came  one  day  when  the  Contrebanquists  had 
won  their  allotted  sum,  and  were  about  to  leave  the  tables 
which  they  had  swept  so  often.  But  pride  and  lust  of  gold 
had  seized  upon  the  heart  of  one  of  their  vainglorious  chief- 
tains ;  and  he  said,  "  Do  not  let  us  go  yet  —  let  us  win  a  thou- 
sand florins  more !  "  So  they  stayed  and  set  the  bank  }ret  a 
thousand  florins.  The  Noirbourgers  looked  on,  and  trembled 
for  their  prince. 

Some  three  hours  afterwards  —  a  shout,  a  mighty  shout  was 
heard  around  the  windows  of  that  palace :  the  town,  the  gar- 
dens, the  hills,  the  fountains  took  up  and  echoed  the  jubilant 
acclaim.  Hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurrah !  People 
rushed  into  each  other's  arms ;  men,  women,  and  children 
cried  and  kissed  each  other.  Croupiers,  who  never  feel,  who 
never  tremble,  who  never  care  whether  black  wins  or  red  loses, 
took  snuff  from  each  other's  boxes,  and  laughed  for  joy ;  and 
Lenoir  the  dauntless,  the  INVINCIBLE  Lenoir,  wiped  the  drops 
of  perspiration  from  his  calm  forehead,  as  he  drew  the  enemy's 
last  rouleau  into  his  till.  He  had  conquered.  The  Persians 
were  beaten,  horse  and  foot  —  the  Armada  had  gone  down. 
Since  Wellington  shut  up  his  telescope  at  Waterloo,  when  the 
Prussians  came  charging  on  to  the  field,  and  the  Guard  broke 
and  fled,  there  had  been  no  such  heroic  endurance,  such  utter 
defeat,  such  signal  and  crowning  victory.  Vive  Lenoir !  I 
am  a  Lenoirite.  I  have  read  his  newspapers,  strolled  in  his 
gardens,  listened  to  his  music,  and  rejoice  in  his  victory :  I 
am  glad  he  beat  those  Contrebanquists.  Dissipati  sunt.  The 
game  is  up  with  them. 

The  instances  of  this  man's  magnanimity  are  numerous,  and 
worthy  of  Alexander  the  Great,  or  Harry  the  Fifth,  or  Robin 
Hood.  Most  gentle  is  he,  and  thoughtful  to  the  poor,  and 
merciful  to  the  vanquished.  Wlien  Jeremy  Diddler,  who  had 
lost  twenty  pounds  at  his  table,  lay  in  inglorious  pawn  at  his 
inn  —  when  O'Toole  could  not  leave  Noirbourg  until  he  had 
received  his  remittances  from  Ireland  —  the  noble  Lenoir  paid 
Diddler's  inn  bill,  advanced  O'Toole  money  upon  his  well- 
known  signature,  franked  both  of  them  back  to  their  native 
country  again ;  and  has  never,  wonderful  to  state,  been  paid 
from  that  day  to  this.  If  you  will  go  play  at  his  table,  you 
may  ;  but  nobody  forces  you.  If  you  lose,  pay  with  a  cheerful 
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hear*.      Dtilce  ett  desipere  in  loco.     This  is  not  a  treatise  of 
morals.      Fri:ir  Tuck    was   not   an   exemplary   eoeledastic,  nor 
liohin   Hood  a   model    man;   hut   he  was  a  jolly  outlaw  ;   and    I 
<!:nv   say  the   Sheriff   of    Nottingham,    wh.^e    money   lie    I 
lather  relished  his  1'ea-t  at    Robin's  -jreen  table. 

And  if  vou  l<>se.  worthy  friend,  as  possibly  you  will,  at  Le- 
noir's  prett\  -allies.  e.>iiM>ie  yourself  by  thinking  that  it  is  much 
better  for  yOU  in  the  end  that  you  should  lose,  than  that  y«m 
should  \viii.  Let  me,  for  my  part,  make  a  clean  hreast  of  it. 
and  own  that  your  humble  servant  did,  on  one  occasion,  win  a 
seen-  of  Napoleons  ;  and  br^hmini:  with  a  sum  of  no  less  than 
live  shillings.  Hut,  until  I  had  lost  them  again  I  was  so  fever- 
ish, exeiU-d.  and  uneasy,  that  I  had  neither  d»  lectation  in  read- 
ing the  in-»st  exciting  French  novels,  nor  pleasure  in  seeing 
pretty  landscapes,  nor  appetite  for  dinner.  The  moment,  how- 
ex  er.'  that  graceless  money  was  gOOOJ  equanimity  was  restored  : 
Paul  Feval  and  Kuiivne  Sue  be^an  to  be  terrilieully  interesting 
airain  ;  and  the  dinners  at  Noirlmiirii'.  thuu«:h  l»y  no  means  good 
culinary  specimen.^  w.  re  perfectly  Miilicient  for  my  easy  and 
tranijui'l  mind.  Lankin,  who  played  only  a  lawyer's  rubber  at 
whist,  marked  the  salutary  change  in  his  friend's  condition; 
and.  for  my  part.  I  hope  and  pray  that  every  honest  reader  of 
this  volume  who  plays  at  M.  Lenoir's  table  will  lose  every 
shilling  of  his  winnings  before  he  goes  away.  Where  are  the 
gamblers  whom  we  have  read  of?  Where  are  the  card-players 
whom  we  can  remember  in  our  early  days?  At  one  time  almost 
every  gentleman  played,  and  there  were  whist-tables  in  every 
Indy's  drawing-room.  \\\\\  trumps  are  iroing  out  along  with 
numbers  of  old-world  institutions:  and.  before  very  long,  a 
blaekleir  will  be  as  rare  an  animal  as  a  kui.irht  in  armor. 

There  was  a  little  dwarlish.  abortive,  counter  bank  set  up  at 
Noirboui-^  this  year :  but  the  gentlemen  soon  disagreed  among 
themselves;  and.  let  18  hope,  Wen  cut  oil'  in  detail  by  the  great 
Leuoir.  And  there  was  a  Frenchman  at  our  inn  who  had  \\oii 
t\v..  Napoleons  per  day  for  the  last  si\  weeks,  and  who  had  an 
infallible  system,  whereof  he  kindly  offered  to  communicate  the 
secret  for  the  consideration  of  a  hundred  loin's;  but  there  came 
one  fatal  ni^ht  when  the  poor  Frenchman'^  system  could  not 
make  head  airaiust  fortune,  and  her  wheel  went  over  him,  and 
he  disappeared  utterly. 

With  the  early  morniuir  evorybrufv  lises  and  makes  his  or 
her  appearance  at  the  Springs,  where  they  partake  of  water 
with  a  wonderful  enerjv  and  perseverance.  They  sav 
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people  get  to  be  fond  of  this  water  at  last ;  as  to  what  tastes 
cannot  men  accustom  themselves  ?  I  drank  a  couple  of  glasses 
of  an  abominable  sort  of  feeble  salts  in  a  state  of  very  gentle 
firm csconce ;  but,  though  there  was  a  very  pretty  girl  who 
served  it,  the  drink  was  abominable,  and  it  was  a  marvel  to  see 
the  various  topers,  who  tossed  off  glass  after  glass,  which  the 
i:iir-haiivd  little  Hebe  delivered  sparkling  from  the  well. 

Seeing  my  wry  faces,  old  Captain  Carver  expostulated,  with 
;i  jolly  twinkle  of  his  eye,  as  he  absorbed  the  contents  of  a 
sparkling  crystal  beaker.  "Pooh!  take  another  glass,  sir: 
you'll  like  it  better  and  better  every  day.  It  refreshes  you,  sir : 
it  fortifies  you:  and  as  for  liking  it  —  gad!  I  remember  the 
time  when  1  didn't  like  claret.  Times  are  altered  now,  ha  !  ha) 
Mrs.  Fantail,  madam,  I  wish  you  a  very  good  morning.  How 
is  Fantail  ?  He  don't  come  to  drink  the  water :  so  much  the 
worse  for  him." 

To  see  Mrs.  Fantail  of  an  evening  is  to  behold  a  magnificent 
sight.  She  ought  to  be  shown  in  a  room  by  herself;  and,  in- 
deed, would  occupy  a  moderate-sized  one  with  her  person  and 
adornments.  Marie  Antoinette's  hoop  is  not  bigger  than 
Mrs.  Fantail's  flounces.  Twenty  men  taking  hands  (and,  in- 
deed, she  likes  to  have  at  least  that  number  about  her)  would 
scarcely  encompass  her.  Her  chestnut  ringlets  spread  out  in  a 
halo  round  her  face :  she  must  want  two  or  three  coiffeurs  to 
arrange  that  prodigious  head-dress  ;  and  then,  when  it  is  done, 
how  can  she  endure  that  extraordinary  gown?  Her  travelling 
bandboxes  must  be  as  large  as  omnibuses. 

But  see  Mrs.  Fantail  in  the  morning,  having  taken  in  all 
sail :  the  chestnut  curls  have  disappeared,  and  two  limp  bands 
of  brown  hair  border  her  lean,  sallow  face  ;  you  see  before  }TOU 
an  ascetic,  a  nun,  a  woman  worn  by  mortifications,  of  a  sad 
yellow  aspect,  drinking  salts  at  the  well :  a  vision  quite  differ- 
ent from  that  rapturous  one  of  the  previous  night's  ball-room. 
No  wonder  Fantail  does  not  come  out  of  a  morning ;  he  had 
rather  not  see  such  a  Rebecca  at  the  well. 

Lady  Kicklebury  came  for  some  mornings  pretty  regularly, 
and  was  very  civil  to  Mr.  Leader,  and  made  Miss  Fanny  drink 
when  his  lordship  took  a  cup,  and  asked  Lord  Talboys  and  his 
tutor  to  dinner.  But  the  tutor  came,  and,  blushing,  brought  an 
excuse  from  Talboys  ;  and  poor  Milliken  had  not  a  very  pleas- 
ant evening  after  Mr.  Baring  Leader  rose  to  go  away. 

But  though  the  water  was  not  good  the  sun  was  bright,  the 
music  cheery,  the  landscape  fresh  and  pleasant,  and  it  was  al- 
ways amusing  to  see  the  vast  varieties  of  our  human  species 
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that  congregated  at  the-  Spring,  and  trudged  up  and  down  the 
green  allies.  ( )ne  of  iin-  gambling  conspirators  of  the  roulcttc- 
l.-ible  it  was  good  to  see  here,  in  liis  private  character,  drinking 
down  pints  of  salts  like  any  o'.her  -inner,  having  a  homely  \\ife 
on  his  arm.  and  between  them  a  poodle  on  which  they  lavi-li.-d 
their  tenderest  aH'eetion.  You  see  tin -M-  pmplc  care  tor  other 
things  be-ides  trumps  ;  and  an-  not  always  thinking  about  Mack 
and  red:  —  as  even  ogiv>  are  represented,  in  their  histories.  :i- 
of  cruel  natures,  and  licentious  appetites,  and,  to  be  sure,  loud 
nt'  eating  men  and  women  ;  but  \et  it  appears  that  their  \\  iv.-> 
often  iv-pccted  them,  and  they  had  a  sincere  liking  for  their 
own  hideous  children.  And,  besides  the  card-pla\  ers,  there 
are  band-players:  every  now  and  then  a  fiddle  from  the  neigh- 
boring orchestra,  or  a  disorganized  baboon,  will  step  down 
and  drink  a  glass  of  tin-  water,  and  jump  back  into  his  rank 
again. 

Then  come  the  burly  troops  of  Knglish,  the  honest  lawyers,, 
merchants,  and  gentlemen,  with  their  wives  and  buxom  daugh- 
ter-, and  stout  sons.  that,  almost  grown  to  the  height  of 
manhood,  are  boys  still,  with  rough  wide-awake  hats  and 
shooting-jackets,  lull  ol'  lark  and  laughter.  A  French  bo\  o| 
sixteen  has  had  des  passimm  ere  that  time,  very  likely,  and  is 
already  particular  in  his  dress,  an  o^ler  of  the  women,  and  pre- 
paring to  kill.  Adolphe  says  to  Alphonse — "Lavoilk  cette 
charmantc  Miss  Fanni.  la  belle  Kickleburi !  je  te  donne  ma 
parole,  elle  est  iVaiche  comme  nne  rose!  la  crois-tu  riche,  Al- 
phonse?" k-,Ie  mi-  ranuc.  mon  ami.  vois-tu?  La  vie  de  gar- 
9011  me  pese.  Ma  jtarole  d'honnenr  !  jc  me  ran.iiT." 

And  he  i^ivcs  Mi--  Fanny  a  killing  bow,  and  a  glance  which 
seems  to  say,  "  Sweet  Anglaise,  I  know  that  I  have  won  your 
heart." 

Thru  besides  the  young  French  buck,  whom  we  will  willingly 
suppose  harmless,  you  see  specimens  of  the  French  rat!',  who 
t^oes  <in.r  utter:  '_rambler,  speculator,  sentimentalist,  duellist, 
travelling  with  madame  his  wife,  at  whom  other  raffs  nod  and 
wink  familiarly.  This  rogue  is  much  more  picturesque  ami 
civili/ed  than  tin1  similar  person  in  our  own  country:  whose 
manners  In-tray  the  stable  :  who  never  reads  anything  tat  UelTs 
Life  :  and  who  is  much  more  at  ease  in  conversing  with  a  groom 
than  with  his  employer.  Here  come  Mr.  Voucher  and  Mr. 
Fowler:  better  to  gamble  for  a  score  of  nights  with  honest 
Monsieur  Lenoir.  than  to  sit  down  in  private  once  with  those 
gentlemen.  But  we  have  said  that  their  profession  is  going 
down,  and  the  number  of  Greeks  daily  diminishes-  They  arc 
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travelling  with  Mr.  Bloundell,  who  was  a  gentleman  once,  and 
still  returns  about  him  some  faint  odor  of  that  time  of  bloom  ; 
ami  liloumU-ll  has  put  himself  on  young  Lord  Talboys,  and  is 
Irving  to  get  some  money  out  of  that  young  nobleman.  But 
tin-  English  youth  of  the  present  day  is  a  wide-awake  youth, 
and  male  or  female  artifices  are  expended  pretty  much  in  vain 
on  our  young  travelling  companion. 

Who  come  yonder?  Those  two  fellows  whom  we  met  at  the 
table-d'hote  at  the  "  Hotel  de  Russie  "  the  other  day  :  gentlemen 
of  splendid  costume,  and  yet  questionable  appearances,  the 
eldest  of  whom  called  for  the  list  of  wines,  and  cried  out  loud 
enough  for  all  the  company  to  hear,  "  Lafite,  six  florins.  'Arry, 
shall  we  have  some  Lafite  ?  You  don't  mind  ?  No  more  do  I 
then.  I  say,  waiter,  let's  'ave  a  pint  of  ordinaire."  Truth  is 
stranger  than  fiction.  You  good  fellow,  wherever  you  are,  why 
did  you  ask  'Arry  to  'ave  that  pint  of  ordinaire  in  the  presence 
of  your  obedient  servant?  How  could  he  do  otherwise  than 
chronicle  the  speech? 

And  see :  here  is  a  lady  who  is  doubly  desirous  to  be  put 
into  print,  who  encourages  it  and  invites  it.  It  appears  that 
on  Lankin's  first  arrival  at  Noirbourg  with  his  travelling  com- 
panion, a  certain  sensation  was  created  in  the  little  society 
by  the  rumor  that  an  emissary  of  the  famous  Mr.  Punch  had 
arrived  in  the  place ;  and,  as  we  were  smoking  the  cigar  of 
peace  on  the  lawn  after  dinner,  looking  on  at  the  benevolent, 
pretty  scene,  Mrs.  Hopkins,  Miss  Hopkins,  and  the  excellent 
head  of  the  family,  walked  many  times  up  and  down  before 
us ;  eyed  us  severely  face  to  face,  and  then  walking  away, 
shot  back  fierce  glances  at  us  in  the  Parthian  manner ;  and 
at  length,  at  the  third  or  fourth  turn,  and  when  we  could  not 
but  overhear  so  fine  a  voice,  Mrs.  Hopkins  looks  at  us  steadily, 
and  says,  "I'm  sure  he  may  put  ME  in  if  he  likes:  I  don't 
mind." 

Oh,  ma'am !  Oh,  Mrs.  Hopkins  !  how  should  a  gentleman, 
who  had  never  seen  your  face  or  heard  of  you  before,  want  to 
put  you  in  ?  What  interest  can  the  British  public  have  in  you  ? 
But  as  you  wish  it,  and  court  publicity,  here  you  are.  Good 
luck  go  with  3Tou,  madam.  I  have  forgotten  your  real  name, 
and  should  not  know  you  again  if  I  saw  you.  But  why  could 
not  you  leave  a  man  to  take  his  coffee  and  smoke  his  pipe  in 
quiet? 

We  could  never  have  time  to  make  a  catalogue  of  all  the 
portraits  that  figure  in  this  motley  gallery.  Among  the  travel- 
lers in  Europe,  who  are  daily  multiplying  in  numbers  and  in- 
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fTeaHtiLr  in  splendor,  the  I'nited  Matt--'  dandies  must  not  be 
omitted.  They  seem  :is  rich  as  the  .Milor  of  old  days;  they 
<Tn\vd  in  Kuropean  capitals;  they  have  elbowed  out  people  of 
the  old  country  from  many  hotels  \\hi«-h  we  iiM-d  to  frequent; 
they  adopt  the  1-Ycnch  fashion  of  dn-Hiii:  ralher  than  <>urs. 
and  they  _Lrrow  handsomer  beards  than  LiiL'lish  beards:  as  some 
plants  are  found  to  llmiri>Ii  and  shoot  up  prodigiously  when 
introduced  into  a  new  soil.  The  ladies  seem  to  be  as  well 
dressed  as  Parisians,  and  as  hand>oiue  ;  though  soineuhat 
more  delicate.  perhaps,  than  tin-  native  Kn^lNi  roses.  They 
drive  tlie  finest  carriages,  they  keep  the  grandest  hoii-,,^.  they 
tVe«iueut  the  irrainle>t  eoiupauy  —  and.  in  awoul,  the  BltNuK 
way  Swell  has  now  taken  his  Mation  and  a—cited  his  diirnily 
anioim^t  the  LiTaiidces  ()f  Kurnpt-.  lie  i->  i'oiid  of  asking  (  oiint 
Keincck  to  dinner,  ami  ( iriifinii  Laura  will  condescend  to  look 
kindly  upon  a  nvntlemau  who  has  millions  of  dollars.  Here 
comes  a  paii-  of  New  Yorkers.  Kehold  their  elegant  curling 
beards,  their  velvet  coats,  their  delicate  primrose  gloves  and 
cambric  handkerchiefs,  and  the  ari-t«.ciatic  beauty  of  their 
boots.  Why,  if  you  had  sixteen  quarterings,  you  could  not 
have  smaller  feet  than  those:  and  if  you  were  descended 
from  a  line  of  kings  you  could  not  smoke  better  or  bigger 
cigars. 

Lady  Kicklebury  deigns  to  think  very  well  of  these  }'oung 

men.  since  she  has  seen  them  in  the  company  of  grandees  and 

heard   how  rich   tJiey  are.      ••  Who  is  that   very  st\  lish-looking 

woman,  to  whom   Sir.   Washington  Walker  spoke  just  now?" 

>\'  Kicklebury. 

Kieklebury  irivcs  a  twinkle  of  his  63*6.  "  Oh,  that,  mother  ! 
that  is  Madame  La  1'rincesse  de  Mogador  —  it's  a  French 

title." 

•  she  danced  last  night,  and  danced  exceedingly  well;  I 
remarked  her.  There's  a  very  hi^h-bivd  grace  about  the 
princess." 

••  Yes.  exceed  in  Lrly.  We'd  better  come  on,"  says  Kickle- 
bury. blushiiiir  rather  as  he  returns  the  princess's  nod. 

It  is  wonderful  how  larp-  Kicklebiiry's  acquaintance  is.  He 
lias  a  word  and  a  joke,  in  the  best  (Jerman  he  can  muster,  for 
every  bod  v  —  for  the  hiirh  well-born  lady,  as  for  the  German 
nit  maiden,  or  the  pretty  little  washerwoman,  who  comes 
full  sail  down  the  streets,  a  basket  on  her  head  and  one  of 
Mrs.  Fantail's  wonderful  •_:. .wns  swelling  on  each  arm.  As  we 
Were  £oing  to  the  Schloss-(  Inrt'-n  I  caught  a  <i«_rht  of  the  rogue's 
grinning  face  yesterday,  close  at  little  dretel's  ear  under  her 
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basket ;  but  spying  out  his  mother  advancing,  he  dashed  down 
a  bystreet,  and  when  we  came  up  with  her,  Gretcl  was  alone. 

One  but  seldom  sees  the  English  and  the  holiday  visitors  in 
the  ancient  parts  <>!'  Xoirbourg  ;  they  keep  to  the  streets  of  new- 
buildings  and  garden  villas,  which  have  sprung  up  under  the 
ina"ie  influence  of  M.  Lenoir,  under  the  white  towers  and 
gables  of  the  old  German  town.  The  Prince  of  Trente  et 
Quarante  has  quite  overcome  the  old  serene  sovereign  of  Noir- 
bourg,  whom  one  cannot  help  fancying  a  prince  like  a  prince  in 
a  Christmas  pantomime  — a  burlesque  prince  with  twopence- 
halfpenny  for  a  revenue,  jolly  and  irascible,  a  prime-minister- 
kicking  prince,  fed  upon  fabulous  plum-puddings  and  enormous 
pasteboard  joints,  by  cooks  and  valets  with  large  heads  which 
never  alter  their  grin.  Not  that  this  portrait  is  from  the  life. 
Perhaps  he  has  no  life.  Perhaps  there  is  no  prince  in  the  great 
white  tower,  that  we  see  for  miles  before  we  enter  the  little 
town.  Perhaps  he  has  been  mediatized,  and  sold  his  kingdom 
to  Monsieur  Lenoir.  Before  the  palace  of  Lenoir  there  is  a 
grove  of  orange-trees  in  tubs,  which  Lenoir  bought  from  another 
German  prince ;  who  went  straightway  and  lost  the  money, 
which  he  had  been  paid  for  his  wonderful  orange-trees,  over 
Lenoir's  green  tables,  at  his  roulette  and  trente-et-quarante. 
A  great  prince  is  Lenoir  in  his  way  ;  a  generous  and  magnani- 
mous prince.  You  may  come  to  his  feast  and  pay  nothing, 
unless  you  please.  You  may  walk  in  his  gardens,  sit  in  his 
palace,  and  read  his  thousand  newspapers.  You  ma}*  go  and 
play  at  whist  in  his  small  drawing-rooms,  or  dance  and  hear 
concerts  in  his  grand  saloon  —  and  there  is  not  a  penny  to  pay. 
His  fiddlers  and  trumpeters  begin  trumpeting  and  fiddling  for 
you  at  the  early  dawn  —  they  twang  and  blow  for  you  in  the 
afternoon,  they  pipe  for  you  at  night  that  you  may  dance  — 
and  there  is  nothing  to  pay  —  Lenoir  pays  for  all.  Give  him 
but  the  chances  of  the  table,  and  he  will  do  all  this  and  more. 
It  is  better  to  live  under  Prince  Lenoir  than  a  fabulous  old 
German  Durchlaucht  whose  cavalry  ride  wicker  horses  with 
petticoats,  and  whose  prime  minister  has  a  great  pasteboard 
head.  Vive  le  Prince  Lenoir  ! 

There  is  a  grotesque  old  carved  gate  to  the  palace  of  the 
Durchlaucht,  from  which  you  could  expect  none  but  a  panto- 
mime procession  to  pass.  The  place  looks  asleep ;  the  courts 
are  grass-grown  and  deserted.  Is  the  Sleeping  Beauty  lying 
yonder,  in  the  great  white  tower?  What  is  the  little  army  about? 
It  seems  a  sham  army  :  a  sort  of  grotesque  military.  The  only 
charge  of  infantry  was  this :  one  day  when  passing  through  the 
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old  town,  looking  Tor  sketches.  Perhaps  they  become  croupiers 
:i(  night.  What  can  such  a  fabulous  prince  waul  with  anything 
lull  a  sliain  army?  .My  favorite  walk  was  in  the  ancient  quar- 
ter of  the  town  —  the  dear  old  fabulous  quarter,  away  from  the 
noisy  actualities  of  life  and  Prince  L cnoir's  new  palace  —  out 
of  eve  and  earshot  of  the  dandies  and  the  ladies  in  their  grand 
liest  Clothes  at  the  proineiia" les  -  -  and  the  rat  t  linn  whirl  of  the 
roulette  wheel  —  and  1  liked  to  wander  in  the  glum  old  gar- 
dens under  the  palace  wall,  and  imagine  the  Sleeping  licuuty 
within  tin-re. 

Someone  persuaded  us  one  day  to  break  the  charm,  and  see 
the  interior  of  the  palace.  1  am  sorry  we  did.  There  \\a^  no 
Sleeping  licaiity  in  any  chamber  that  we  saw;  nor  any  fairies. 
good  or  malevolent.  There  was  a  shabby  set  of  clean  old 
rooms,  which  looked  as  if  they  had  belonged  to  a  prince  hard 
put  to  it  for  money,  and  whose  tin  crown  jewels  would  not 
fetch  more  than  King  Stephen's  pantaloons.  A  fugitive  prince, 
a  brave  prince  struggling  with  the  storms  of  fate,  a  prince  in 
exile  may  be  poor;  but,  a  prince  looking  out  of  his  own  palace 
windows  with  a  div>Miig-gown  out  at  elbows,  and  dunned  hv 
his  subject  washerwoman — I  say  this  is  a  painful  object. 
When  they  get  shabb\  they  ought  not  to  be  seen.  k4  Don't  \oii 
think  so.  Lady  Kicklehury ?"  Lady  Kicklebu^  evidently  had 
calculated  the  price  of  the  carpets  and  hangings,  and  set  them 
justly  down  at  alow  figure.  "  These  German  princes,"  she 
said,  "are  not  to  be  put  on  a  level  with  English  noblemen." 
"  Indeed,"  we  answer,  "there  is  nothing  so  perfect  as  K  up- 
land :  nothing  SO  good  M  our  aristocracy;  nothing  so  perfect 
as  our  institutions."  ''Nothing!  nothing /"  says  Lady  K. 

An  Knglish  princess  was  once  brought  to  reign  here;  and 
almost  the  whole  of  the  little  court  was  kept  upon  her  dowry. 
The  people  still  regard  her  name  fondly  ;  and  they  show,  at  the 
Schloss.  tin-  rooms  which  she  inhabited.  Her  old  books  are 
still  then1  —  her  old  furniture  brought  from  home  ;  the  presents 
and  keepsakes  sent  by  her  family  are  as  they  were  in  the  prin- 
cess's lifetime:  the  very  clock  has  the  name  of  a  Windsor 
maker  <»n  its  face;  and  portraits  of  all  her  numerous  race 
decorate  the  homely  walls  of  the  now  empty  chambers.  There 
is  the  benighted  old  king,  his  beard  hanging  down  to  the  star 
on  his  breast  ;  and  the  first  gentleman  of  Kurope  —  so  lavish 
of  his  portrait  everywhere,  and  so  chary  of  showing  his  roval 
person  —  all  the  stalwart  brothers  of  the  now  all  but  extinct 
generation  are  t here  ;  their  quarrels  and  their  pleasures,  their 
glories  and  disgraces,  enemies,  flatterers,  detractors,  admirers 
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all  now  buried.  Is  it  not  curious  to  think  that  the  King  of 

runups  now  virtually  reigns  in  this  place,  and  has  deposed  the 
other  dynasty  : 

Very  ettly  <>ne  morning,  wishing  to  have  a  sketch  of  the 
White  Tower  in  which  our  English  princess  had  been  impris- 
oned, I  repaired  to  the  gardens,  and  set  about  a  work,  which, 
when  completed,  will  no  doubt  have  the  honor  of  a  place  on 
the  line  at  the  Exhibition  ;  and,  returning  homewards  to  break- 
fast, musing  upon  the  strange  fortunes  and  inhabitants  of  the 
queer,  fantastic,  melancholy  place,  behold,  I  came  suddenly 
upon  a  couple  of  persons,  a  male  and  a  female ;  the  latter  of 
whom  wore  a  blue  hood  or  "  ugly,"  and  blushed  very  much  on 
seeing  me.  The  man  began  to  laugh  behind  his  moustaches, 
the  which  cachinnation  was  checked  by  an  appealing  look  from 
the  young  lady  ;  and  he  held  out  his  hand  and  said,  "  How  d'ye 
do,  Titmarsh?  Been  out  making  some  cawickachaws,  hay?" 

I  need  not  say  that  the  youth  before  me  was  the  heavy  dra- 
goon, and  that  the  maiden  was  Miss  Fanny  Kicklebury.  Or 
need  I  repeat  that,  in  the  course  of  my  blighted  being,  I  never 
loved  a  young  gazelle  to  glad  me  with  its  dark  blue  eye,  but 
when  it  came  to,  &c.,  the  usual  disappointment  was  sure  to 
ensue  ?  There  is  no  necessity  wiry  I  should  allude  to  my  feel- 
ings at  this  most  manifest  and  outrageous  case.  I  gave  a  with- 
erirlg  glance  of  scorn  at  the  pair,  and,  with  a  stately  salutation, 
passed  on. 

Miss  Fanny  came  tripping  after  me.  She  held  out  her  little 
hand  with  such  a  prett}T  look  of  deprecation,  that  I  could  not 
but  take  it;  and  she  said,  "Mr.  Titmarsh,  if  you  please,  I 
want  to  speak  to  you,  if  you  please  ;  "  and,  choking  with  emo- 
tion, I  bade  her  speak  on. 

"My  brother  knows  all  about  it,  and,  highly  approves  of 
Captain  Hicks,"  she  said,  with  her  head  hanging  down  ;  "  and 
oh,  he's  very  good  and  kind :  and  I  know  him  much  better 
now,  than  I  did  when  we  were  on  board  the  steamer." 

I  thought  how  I  had  mimicked  him,  and  what  an  ass  I  had 
been. 

"  And  you  know,"  she  continued,  "  that  you  have  quite  de- 
serted me  for  the  last  ten  days  for  your  great  acquaintances." 

"  I  have  been  to  play  chess  with  Lord  Knightsbridge,  who 
has  the  gout." 

"  And  to  drink  tea  constantly  with  that  American  lady  ;  and 
you  have  written  verses  in  her  album  ;  and  in  Lavinia's  album  ; 
and  as  I  saw  that  you  had  quite  thrown  me  off,  why  I  —  my 
brother  approves  of  it  highly  ;  and  —  and  Captain  Hicks  likes 
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you  very  much,  and  says  you  anniM-  him  very  much  —  indeed  he 

does."  says  the  arch  little  wretch.      Ami  then  >lie  added  a 
script,  as   it  were   to   her   letter,  which  contained,  as   usual,  the 
.point   which  she  wished  to  urge: — 

••You  —  won't   break   it  to  mamma  --    will  you  he  ><>  kind? 
MY  brother  will   do   that"        and    I    promised  her  ;   and   she  ran 
away,    kissing   her  hand   to   me.      Ami    I    did   not 
to    Lady  Kicklebury,  and  not  above  a  thousand  people  at  Noir- 
honrg    knew  that    Miss    Kicklebnry  and  Captain    Hicks  wen 

engsgecL 

And  now  let  those  who  are  too  confident  of  their  virtue 
listen  to  the  truthful  and  melancholy  story  which  1  have  to 
relate,  and  humble  themselves,  and  bear  in  mind  that  the  most 
perCeet  among  us  are  occasionally  liable  to  fall.  Kicklebury 
was  not  pei-t'ect,  —  I  do  not  defend  his  practice.  He  spent  a 
great  deal  more  time  and  money  than  was  good  for  him  at 
M.  LenoirV  gaming-table,  and  the  only  thing  which  the  young 
fellow  never  lost  was  his  good  humor,  it'  Fortune  shook  her 
swift  win.^s  and  lied  away  from  him,  he  laughed  at  the  retreating 
pinions,  and  you  saw  him  dancing  and  laughing  as  gayly  after 
losing  a  rouleau,  as  if  he  was  made  of  money,  and  really  had 
the  live  thousand  a  year  which  his  mother  said  was  the  amount 
of  the  Kickleimry  property,  lint  when  her  ladyship's  jointure, 
and  tin-  young  ladies'  allowances,  and  the  interest  of  mortgages 
were  paid  out  of  the  live  thousand  a  \  ear,  I  grieve  to  sa3"  that 
the  gallant  Kicklelmry's  income  was  to  be  counted  by  hundred^ 
and  not  by  thousands;  so  that,  for  any  young  lady  who  want* 
a  carriage  <and  who  can  live  without  one?)  our  friend  the 
baronet  is  not  a  desirable  specimen  of  bachelors.  Now, 
whether  it  was  that  the  presence  of  his  mamma  interrupted 
his  pleasures,  or  certain  of  her  ways  did  not  please  him,  or  that 
he  had  lost  all  his  money  at  roulette  and  could  afford  no  more, 
certain  it  is,  that  after  about  a  fortnight's  stay  at  Noirbourg,  he 
went  off  to  shoot  with  Count  Einhorn  in  Westphalia;  he  and 
Hicks  parting  the  dearest  of  friends,  and  the  baronet  going  oil 
on  a  pony  which  the  captain  lent  to  him.  Between  him  and 
Millikin,  his  brother-in-law,  there  was  not  much  sjinpathy  :  for 
lie  pronounced  Mr.  Milliken  to  be  what  is  called  a  mulf;  and 
had  never  been  familiar  with  his  elder  sister  Lavinia,  of  whose 
poems  he  had  a  mean  opinion,  and  who  used  to  tease  and 
worry  him  by  teaching  him  French,  and  telling  tales  of  him 
to  his  mamma,  when  he  u  iioolboy  home  for  the  holi- 

days.    Whereas,  between  the  baronet  and  Miss  Fanny  there 
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seemed  to  be  the  closest  affection :  they  walked  together  every 
morning  to  the  waters ;  they  joked  and  laughed  with  each 
other  as  happily  as  possible.  Fanny  was  almost  ready  to  tell 
fibs  to  srivi-ii  her  brother's  malpractices  from  her  mamma: 
she  cried  when  she  heard  of  his  mishaps,  and  that  he  had 
lost  too  much  money  at  the  green  table  ;  and  when  Sir  Thomas 
went  away,  the  good  little  soul  brought  him  live  louis ;  which 
was  all  the  money  she  had :  for  you  see  she  paid  her  mother 
handsomely  for  her  board ;  and  when  her  little  gloves  and 
milliner's  bills  were  settled  —  how  much  was  there  left  out  of 
two  hundred  a  year?  And  she  cried  when  she  heard  that 
Hicks  had  lent  Sir  Thomas  money,  and  went  up  and  said, 
44  Thank  you,  Captain  Hicks;"  and  shook  hands  with  the 
captain  so  eagerly,  that  I  thought  he  was  a  lucky  fellow, 
who  had  a  father  a  wealth}^  attorney  in  Bedford  Row.  Ileigh- 
ho !  I  saw  how  matters  were  going.  The  birds  must  sing  in 
the  spring-time,  and  the  flowers  bud. 

Mrs.  Milliken,  in  her  character  of  invalid,  took  the  advan- 
tage of  her  situation  to  have  her  husband  constantly  about 
her,  reading  to  her,  or  fetching  the  doctor  to  her,  or  watching 
her  whilst  she  was  dozing,  and  so  forth  ;  and  Lady  Kicklebury 
found  the  life  which  this  pair  led  rather  more  monotonous  than 
that  sort  of  existence  which  she  liked,  and  would  leave  them 
alone  with  Fanny  (Captain  Hicks  not  uncommonly  coming  in 
to  take  tea  with  the  three),  whilst  her  ladyship  went  to  the 
Redoute  to  hear  the  music,  or  read  the  papers,  or  play  a  game 
of  whist  there. 

The  newspaper-room  at  Noirbourg  is  next  to  the  roulette- 
room,  into  which  the  doors  are  always  open ;  and  Lady  K. 
would  come,  with  newspaper  in  hand,  into  this  play-room, 
sometimes,  and  look  on  at  the  gamesters.  I  have  mentioned 
a  little  Russian  boy,  a  little  imp  with  the  most  mischievous 
intelligence  and  good  humor  in  his  face,  who  was  suffered  by 
his  parents  to  play  as  much  as  he  chose,  and  who  pulled  bon- 
bons out  of  pne  pocket  and  Napoleons  out  of  the  other,  and 
seemed  to  have  quite  a  diabolical  luck  at  the  table. 

Lady  Kicklebury's  terror  and  interest  at  seeing  this  boy 
were  extreme.  She  watched  him  and  watched  him,  and  he 
seemed  always  to  win ;  and  at  last  her  ladyship  put  down 
just  a  florin  —  only  just  one  florin  —  on  one- of  the  numbers  at 
roulette  which  the  little  Russian  imp  was  backing.  Number 
twenty-seven  came  up,  and  the  croupiers  flung  over  three  gold 
pieces  and  five  florins  to  Lady  Kicklebury,  which  she  raked  up 
with  a  trembling  hand. 
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She  did  not  play  any  more  that  night,  but  sat  in  the  play- 
room, pretending  to  iv:i<l  tin-  Ti/ii'S  n<'\\  >paper  :  but  you  could 
sc»-  her  e\e  pen  nrj,  n\erthe  >heet,  and  always  fixed  on  tin-  little 
hup  of  :i  Kn.x.xian.  lie  had  \er\  g«M,d  lurk  that  night,  and  his 
winning  made  her  very  WVSge.  Ax  hi-  retired,  rolling  his  ^,,ld 
pieces  into  his  pocket  and  sin-king  his  barlc\  -Miuar.  .she  glared 
after  liim  with  angry  c\  cs  ;  and  went  home,  and  .scolded  every- 
body, and  liad  no  sleep.  I  could  hear  her  scolding.  Our 
apartments  in  theTi»i>ch  Hoii>e  ovrrlookrd  Lady  Kieklchury's 
suite  of  rooms:  the  great  windows  wen-  open  in  the  autumn. 
Yet  :  I  could  hear  her  scolding,  and  MC  s«nne  other  people 
sitting  whispering  in  the  cinbra>urc.  or  looking  out  on  the 
harvest  moon. 

Thfl  ne\t  evening.  Lady  Kicklebury  shirki-d  awa}'  from  the 
conceit;  and  I  saw  her  in  the  play-room  again,  going  round 
and  round  the  table  ;•  and.  Kinu;  in  amUish  In-hind  the  Journal 
ties  Di:/tnts,  I  marked  how,  alter  looking  stealthily  round,  my 
lady  whipped  a  piece  of  money  under  the  croupier's  elliow.  and 
(then-  having  been  no  coin  there  previously)  I  saw  a  florin  on 
the  /ero. 

She  lost  that,  and  walked  away.  Then  she  came  back  and 
put  down  two  tlorins  on  a  number,  and  lost  again,  and  became 
very  red  and  angry  ;  then  she  retreated,  and  came  back  a  third 
time,  and  a  seat  being  vacated  by  a  player,  Lady  Kicklebury 
sat  down  at  the  verdant  board.  Ah  me!  She  had  a  pretty 
good  evening,  and  carried  off  a  little  money  again  that  ni«:lit. 
The  next  day  was  Sunday  :  she  gave  two  florins  at  the  collec- 
tion at  church,  to  Fanny's  surprise  at  mamma's  liberalit}*.  On 
this  night  of  course  there  was  no  play.  Her  ladyship  wrote 
letters,  and  read  a  sermon. 

Hut  the  next  night  she  was  back  at  the  table ;  and  won  very 
plentifully,  until  the  little  Russian  sprite  made  his  appearance, 
when  it  seemed  that  her  luck  changed.  She  began  to  bet  upon 
him.  and  the  young  Calmuck  lost  too.  Her  ladyship's  temper 
went  along  with  her  money  :  first  she  backed  the  Calmuck,  and 
then  sho  played  against  him.  When  she  played  against  him, 
his  luck  turned  ;  and  he  began  straightway  to  win.  She  put 
on  more  and  more  money  as  she  lost :  her  winnings  went:  gold 
came  out  of  secret  pockets.  She  had  but  a  florin  left  at  last, 
and  tried  it  on  a  number,  and  failed.  She  got  up  to  go  away. 
I  watched  her,  and  I  watched  Mr.  Justice  JEacus,  too,  who  put 
down  a  Napoleon  when  he  thought  nobody  was  looking. 

The  next  day  my  Lady  Kicklebnry  walked  over  to  the 
money-changers,  where  she  changed  a  couple  of  circular  notes  * 
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She  was  at  the  table  that  night  again :  and  the  next  night,  and 
the  next  night,  and  the  next. 

By  about  the  fifth  day  she  was  like  a  wild  woman.  She 
scolded  so,  that  Hirsch,  the  courier,  said  he  should  retire  from 
monsieur's  service,  as  he  was  not  hired  by  Lady  Kicklebury : 
that  Bowman  gave  warning,  and  told  another  footi-ian  in  the 
building  that  he  wouldn't  stand  the  old  cat  no  longer,  blow 
him  if  he  would :  that  the  maid  (who  was  a  Kicklebury  girl) 
and  Fanny  cried :  and  that  Mrs.  Milliken's  maid,  Finch,  com- 
plained to  her  mistress,  who  ordered  her  husband  to  remon- 
strate with  her  mother.  Milliken  remonstrated  with  his  usual 
mildness,  and,  of  course,  was  routed  by  her  ladyship.  Mrs. 
Milliken  said,  "Give  me  the  daggers,"  and  came  to  her  hus- 
band's rescue.  A  battle  royal  ensued;  the  scared  Millikea 
hanging  about  his  blessed  Lavinia,  and  entreating  and  implor- 
ing her  to  be  calm.  Mrs.  Milliken  was- calm.  She  asserted 
her  dignity  as  mistress  of  her  own  family  :  as  controller  of  her 
own  household,  as  wife  of  her  adored  husband ;  and  she  told 
her  mamma,  that  with  her  or  here  she  must  not  interfere  ;  that 
she  knew  her  duty  as  a  child :  but  that  she  also  knew  it  as 
a  wife,  as  a—  The  rest  of  the  sentence  was  drowned,  as 
Milliken,  rushing  to  her,  called  her  his  soul's  angel,  his  adored 
blessing. 

Lady  Kicklebury  remarked  that  Shakspeare  was  very  right 
in  stating  how  much  sharper  than  a  thankless  tooth  it  is  to  have 
a  serpent  child. 

Mrs.  Milliken  said,  the  conversation  could  not  be  carried 
on  in  this  manner :  that  it  was  best  her  mamma  should  now 
know,  once  for  all,  that  the  wa}T  in  which  she  assumed  the 
command  at  Pigeoncot  was  intolerable ;  that  all  the  servants 
had  given  warning,  and  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  they 
could  be  soothed :  and  that,  as  their  living  together  only  led  to 
quarrels  and  painful  recriminations  (the  calling  her,  after  her 
forbearance,  a  serpent  -child,  was  an  expression  which  she  would 
hope  to  forgive  and  forget,)  they  had  better  part. 

Lady  Kicklebury  wears  a  front,  and,  I  make  no  doubt,  a 
complete  jasey  ;  or  she  certainly  would  have  let  down  her  back 
hair  at  this  minute,  so  overpowering  were  her  feelings,  and  so 
bitter  her  indignation  at  her  daughter's  black  ingratitude.  She 
intimated  some  of  her  sentiments,  by  ejaculatory  conjurations 
of  evil.  She  hoped  her  daughter  might  not  feel  what  ingratitude 
was ;  that  she.  might  never  have  children  to  turn  on  her  and 
bring  her  to  the  grave  with  grief. 

"Bring  me  to  the  grave  with  fiddlestick!"  Mrs.  Milliken 
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said  with  some  asperity.  ••  Ami,  as  we  are  going  to  part, 
111:1111111:1,  and  as  Ilorae.-  has  paid  »•/•,-/•//////////  on  the  joim,. 
\et,  ami  we  have  only  brought  a  *•»•/•//  few  circular  noli  s  with 
us,  prrhap^  \  on  will  have  tin-  kindncs^  to  -ivc  liini  your  share 
oi'  the  travelling  BXpeftBes -*- ft)f  \«»u.  for  1  anny,  and  \oiir  two 
servants  whom  voii  ir->nld  brinjj;  with  you  :  :ih<i  tlic  man  has 
onlv  been  a  perfect  hindrance  and  .irrcat  useless  loir,  and  our 
courier  has  had  lo  do  t-rrrythimj.  Your  share  U  now  eight  \-t\\o 

pounds." 

Lady  Kicklebury  at  this  gave  three  screams,  so  loud  that 
even  the  resolute  Lavinia  stopped  in  her  speech.  Her  lady- 
ship looked  wildly:  "  Lavinia  !  Horace!  Funny  my  child," 
she  said,  "  come  here,  and  listen  to  your  mother's  shame." 

•»  What?"  cried  Horace,  aghast. 

••  1  am  ruined!  1  am  a  beggar!  Yes;  a  beggar.  I  have 
lo-l  all  all  at  yonder  dreadful  table." 

11  How  do  you  mean  all?  How  much  is  all?"  asked  Horace. 
\11  the  money  1  brought  with  me.  Horace.  I  intended  to 
have  paid  the  whole  expenses  of  the  journey:  yours,  this  un- 
grateful child's  —  everything.  Hut,  a  week  ago,  having  seen 
a  lovely  baby's  lace  dross  at  the  laco-shop;  and  —  and  —  won 
enough  at  wh-wh-whoo-ist  to  pay  for  it,  all  but  two-two  florins 
—  in  an  evil  moment  1  went  to  the  roulette-table — and  lost  — 
every  shiHing  :  and  now,  on  my  knees  before  you,  I  confess  my 
shame." 

I  am  not  a  tragic  painter,  and  certainly  won't  attempt  to 
depict  this  harrowing  scene.  But  what  could  she  mean  by 
saving  she  wished  to  pay  everythin«r?  She  had  but  two  twenty- 
pound  notes;  and  how  she  was  to  have  paid  all  the  expenses 
of  the  tour  with  that  small  sum,  I  cannot  conjecture. 

The  confession,  however,  had  the  effect  of  mollifying  poor 
Milliken  and  his  wife  :  after  the  latter  had  learned  that  her 
mamma  had  no  money  al  all  at  her  London  bankers',  and  had 
overdrawn  her  account  there,  Lavinia  consented  that  Horace 
should  advance  her  tifty  pounds  upon  her  ladyship's  solemn 
promise  of  repayment. 

And  now  it  was  agreed  that  this  highty  respectable  lady 
should  return  to  Kn^land,  (puck  as  she  might :  somewhat  sooner 
than  all  the  rest  of  the  public  did:  and  leave  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Horace  Milliken  behind  her,  as  the  waters  were  still  consid- 
ered highly  salutary  to  that  most  interesting  invalid.  And  to 
KiiLi'land  Lady  Kicklebury  went:  taking  a< -.vantage  of  Lord 
Tulboys'  return  thither  to  place  herM-if  under  his  lordship's 
protection ;  as  if  the  enormous  Howman  was  not  protectoi 
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sufTicicnt  for  her  ladyship ;  and  as  if  Captain  Hicks  would 
have  allowed  any  mortal  man,  any  German  student,  any  French 
tourist,  any  Prussian  \\  hiskerando,  to  do  a  harm  to  Miss  Fanny  ! 
For  though  Hicks  is  not  a  brilliant  or  poetical  genius,  J  :i:n 
bound  to  say  that  the  fellow  has  good  sense,  good  manners,  and 
a  good  heart ;  and  with  these  qualities,  a  competent  sum  of 
money,  and  a  pair  of  exceedingly  handsome  moustaches,  per- 
haps the  poor  little  Mrs.  Launcelot  Hicks  may  be  happy. 

No  accident  befell  Lady  Kicklebury  on  her  voyage  home- 
wards :  but  she  got  one  more  lesson  at  Aix-la-Chapellc,  which 
may  serve  to  make  her  ladyship  more  cautious  for  the  future  : 
for,  seeing  Madame  la  Princesse  de  Mogador  enter  into  a 
carriage  on  the  railway,  into  which  Lord  Talboj's  followed, 
nothing  would  content  Lady  Kicklebury  but  to  rush  into  the 
carriage  after  this  noble  pair;  and  the  vehicle  turned  out  to 
be  what  is  called  on  the  German  lines,  and  what  I  wish  were 
established  in  England,  the  Ranch  Coupe.  Having  seated 
himself  in  this  vehicle,  and  looked  rather  sulkily  at  my  lady, 
Lord  Talboys  began  to  smoke :  which,  as  the  son  of  an  English 
earl,  heir  to  many  thousands  per  annum,  Lady  Kicklebury 
permitted  him  to  do.  And  she  introduced  herself  to  Madame 
la  Princesse  de  Mogador,  mentioning  to  her  highness  that  she 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  Madame  la  Princesse  at  Rouget- 
noirbourg;  that  she,  Lady  K.,  was  the  mother  of  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Kicklebury,  who  had  the  advantage  of  the  acquaintance 
of  Madame  la  Princesse  ;  and  that  she  hoped  Madame  la  Prin- 
cesse had  enjoyed  her  sta}r  at  the  waters.  To  these  advances 
the  Princess  of  Mogador  returned  a  gracious  and  affable  salu- 
tation, exchanging  glances  of  peculiar  meaning  with  two  highly 
respectable  bearded  gentlemen  who  travelled  in  her  suite  ;  and, 
when  asked  by  milady  whereabouts  her  highness's  residence 
was  at  Paris,  said  that  her  hotel  was  in  the  Rue  Notre  Dame 
de  Lorette :  where  Lady  Kicklebury  hoped  to  have  the  honor 
of  waiting  upon  Madame  la  Princesse  de  Mogador. 

But  when  one  of  the  bearded  gentlemen  called  the  princess 
by  the  familiar  name  of  Fifine,  and  the  other  said,  "  Veux-tu 
fumer,  Mogador?"  and  the  princess  actually  took  a  cigar  and 
began  to  smoke,  Lady  Kicklebury  was  aghast,  and  trembled ; 
and  presently  Lord  Talboys  burst  into  a  loud  fit  of  laughter. 

44  What  is  the  cause  of  your  lordship's  amusement?"  asked 
the  dowager,  looking  very  much  frightened,  and  blushing  like 
a  maiden  of  sixteen. 

44  Excuse   me,  Lady  Kicklebury,  but  I  can't  help  it,"  he 
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said.      "  You've  been  talking  to  your  opposite  neighbor —  she 
don't  uiidcr.Maud  a  \v«inl  of  Kngli-h        and   '•ailing   her   prii 
and    highness,  and  she's   no  more   a   princess   than    \<»u   or   I. 
She  is  a  little   milliner    in    the    >livet    she    nient i<>n<-«L    ami    -he 
dances  at  Mabille  ami  Chateau  Rouge." 

Hearing  these  two  familiar  names,  the  princess  looked  hard 
at  Lord  Talboys,  hut  he  never  lo-t  countenance  ;  and  at  the 
next  station  Lady  Kicklcbury  nislird  out  of  the  smoking- 
carriage  and  returned  to  her  own  place;  where,  I  dare  say, 
Captain  Hicks  and  Miss  Fanny  were  delighted  onec  more  to 
ha\c  the  advantage  of  her  company  and  conversation.  And 
so  they  went  hack  to  Kngland.  and  the  Kieklehurys  were  no 
lon-er  seen  on  the  Rhine.  If  her  ladyship  is  not  cured  of  hunt- 
ing after  great  people,  it  will  not  he  for  want  of  warning:  but 
which  of  u>  in  life  has  not  had  many  warnings:  and  is  it  for 
laek  of  them  that  we  stick  to  our  little  failings  still  ? 

When  the  Kiekleburys  were  gone,  that  merry  little  Rouget- 
noiiboiirg  did  not  seem  the  same  place  to  me,  somehow.  The 
sun  shone  still,  but  the  wind  came  down  cold  from  the  purple 
hills;  the  hand  played,  but  their  times  were  stale;  the  prome- 
naders  paced  the  alleys,  but  I  knew  all  their  faces:  as  I  looked 
out  of  my  windows  in  the  Tissisch  house  upon  the  great  blank 
n  iits  lately  occupied  by  the  Kiekleburys,  and  remembered 
what  a  pretty  face  1  had  seen  looking  thence  but  a  few  days 
back.  1  eared  not  to  look  any  longer;  and  though  Mrs.  Milli- 
ken  did  invite  me  to  tea,  and  talked  fine  arts  and  poetry  over 
the  meal,  both  the  beverage  and  the  conversation  seemed  very 
weak  and  insipid  to  me,  and  I  fell  asleep  once  in  my  chair 
opposite  that  highly  cultivated  being.  "  Let  us  go  back,  Lao- 
kin."  said  I  to  the  Serjeant,  and  he  was  nothing  loth ;  for  most 
of  the  other  Serjeants,  barristers,  and  Queen's  counsel  were 
turning  homewards,  by  this  time,  the  period  of  term  time  sum- 
moning them  all  to  the  Temple. 

So  we  went  straight  one  day  to  Biberich  on  the  Rhine,  and 
found  the  little  town  full  of  Britons,  all  trooping  home  like 
ourselves.  Everybody  comes,  and  ever}*body  goes  away  again, 
at  about  the  same  time.  The  Rhine  innkeepers  say  that  their 
customers  cease  with  a  single  day  almost: — that  in  three  days 
they  shall  have  ninety,  eighty,  a  hundred  guests;  on  the  fourth, 
ten  or  eight.  We  do  as  our  neighbors  do.  Though  we  don't 
speak  to  each  other  much  when  we  are  out  a-pleasuring,  we 
take  our  holiday  in  common,  and  go  back  to  our  work  in  gangs. 
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Little  Biberich  was  so  full,  that  Lankin  and  I  could  not  get 
n».ms  :il  I  lie  large  inns  frequented  by  other  Arsons  of  fashion, 
and  could  onlv  procure  a  room  between  us,  "at  the  German 
House,  wlicrc  YOU  find  English  comfort,"  says  the  advertise- 
ment, ••  with  (Irrman  prices." 

But  oh,  the  English  comfort  of  those  beds  !  How  did  Lankin 
manage  ii:  his,  with  his  great  long  legs?  How  did  I  toss  and 
tumble  in  mine  ;  which,  small  as  it  was,  I  was  not  destined  to 
enjoy  alone,  but  to  pass  the  night  in  company  with  anthro- 
pophagous wretched  reptiles,  who  took  their  horrid  meal  otf  an 
English  Christian  !  I  thought  the  morning  would  never  come  ; 
and  when  the  tardy  dawn  at  length  arrived,  and  as  1  was  in  my 
first  sleep,  dreaming  of  Miss  Fanny,  behold  I  was  wakened  up 
by  the  Serjeant,  already  dressed  and  shaven,  and  who  said, 
44  Rise,  Titmarsh,  the  steamer  will  be  here  in  three-quarters  of 
an  hour."  And  the  modest  gentleman  retired,  and  left  me  to 
dress. 


The  next  morning  we  had  passed  by  the  rocks  and  towers, 
the  old  familiar  landscapes,  the  gleaming  towns  by  the  river- 
side, and  the  green  vine}rards  combed  along  the  hills,  and  when 
I  woke  up,  it  was  at  a  great  hotel  at  Cologne,  and  it  was  not 
sunrise  }'et. 

Deutz  lay  opposite,  and  over  Deutz  the  dusky  sky  was 
reddened.  The  hills  were  veiled  in  the  mist  and  the  gray. 
The  gray  river  flowed  underneath  us  ;  the  steamers  were  roost- 
ing along  the  quays,  a  light  keeping  watch  in  the  cabins  here 
and  there,  and  its  reflections  quivering  in  the  water.  As  I 
look,  the  sky-line  towards  the  east  grows  redder  and  redder. 
A  long  troop  of  gray  horsemen  winds  down  the  river  road,  and 
passes  over  the  bridge  of  boats.  You  might  take  them  for 
ghosts,  those  gray  horsemen,  so  shadowy  do  they  look ;  but 
you  hear  the  trample  of  their  hoofs  as  they  pass  over  the  planks. 
Every  minute  the  dawn  twinkles  up  into  the  twilight ;  and  over 
Deutz  the  heaven  blushes  brighter.  The  quays  begin  to  fill 
with  men :  the  carts  begin  to  creak  and  rattle,  and  wake  the 
sleeping  echoes.  Ding,  ding,  ding,  the  steamers'  bells  begin 
to  ring :  the  people  on  board  to  stir  and  wake  :  the  lights  may 
be  extinguished,  and  take  their  turn  of  sleep  :  the  active  boats 
shake  themselves,  and  push  out  into  the  river :  the  great  bridge 
opens,  and  gives  them  passage:  the  church  bells  of  the  city 
begin  to  clink:  the  cavalry  trumpets  blow  from  the  opposite 
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bank:  the  sailor  is  at  tin-  wheel,  tin-  porter  :it  his  burden,  the 
soldier  at.  his  mu>ket.  and  the  priest  at  his  pra\er>.  .  .  . 

And  lo  !  in  a  lla^li  of  crimson  splendor,  with  l>laxinur  scarlet 
clouds  run  ni  nil  before  his  chariot,  and  la-raiding  his  majestic 
approach,  ( iod's  sun  rises  upon  the  world,  and  all  nature  wakens 
and  brightens. 

()  Morions  spectacle  of  light  and  life  !  O  beatific  symbol  of 
Power,  Love.  Joy,  lieauty!  Let  us  look  at  tliee  with  humble 
wonder,  and  thankfully  acknowledge  mid  adore.  What  irracious 
forethought  is  it — what  ^ciu-rous  and  lovinir  provision,  that 
deigns  t<>  prepare  lor  our  e\e>  and  to  soothe  our  hearts  with 
such  a  splendid  morning  t'e>ti\;d!  For  these  ma^niliecnt 
bounties  of  heaven  to  us,  let  us  be  thankful,  even  that  W6  can 
feel  thankful—  (for  thanks  surely  is  the  nol.lest  effort,  as  it  is 
the  greatest  delight,  of  the  ^entlf  soul)  —  and  so,  a  grace  for 
this  feast,  let  all  say  who  partake  of  it. 

See!  the  mist  dears  otf  Drachcnfels,  and  it  looks  out  from 
the  distance,  and  bids  us  a  friendly  farewell.  Farewell  to 
holiday  and  sunshine;  farewell  to  kindly  sport  and  pleasant 
leisure:  Let  us  say  nood-by  to  the  Khinc,  friend.  Fogs,  and 
cares,  and  labor  are  awaiting  us  by  the  Thames;  and  a  kind 
>r  two  looking  out  for  us  to  cheer  and  bid  u&  welcome. 


THE  ROSE  AND  THE  RING; 


THE  HISTORY  OF   PRINCE  G1GLIO  AND   PRINCE 

BULliO. 


A.  FIRE-SIDE  PANTOMIME   FOR  GREAT  AND  SMALL  CHILDREN. 
Bi  Mli.  M.  A.  TITMABSa 


PRELUDE. 


IT  happened  th.it  tlio  undersigned  spent  the  last  Christmas 
•  n  in  a  foreign  city  where  there  were  many  English  chil- 
dren. 

In  that  city,  if  you  wanted  to  give  a  child's  party,  you 

could  not  even  get  a  mairie-hmtcrii  or  buy  Twelfth-Night  char- 
acters—  those  funny  painted  pictures  of  the  King,  the  Queen, 
tli  Lover,  the  Lady,  the  Dandy,  the  Captain,  and  SO  on  — 
with  which  our  young  ones  are  wont  to  recreate  themselves  at 
this  festive  time. 

My  friend  Miss  Bunch,  who  was  governess  of  a  large  family 
that  lived  in  the  Piano  Nobile  of  the  house  inhabited  by  myself 
and  my  young  charges  (it  was  the  Palazzo  Poniatowski  at 
Koine,  and  Messrs.  Spillmann.  two  of  the  best  pastry-cooks  in 
Christendom,  have  their  shop  on  the  ground-floor) :  Miss  Bunch, 
I  say,  begged  me  to  draw  a  set  of  Twelfth-Night  characters 
for  the  amusement  of  our  young  people. 

She  is  a  lady  of  great  fancy  and  droll  imagination,  and 
having  looked  at  the  characters,  she  and  I  composed  a  history 
about  them,  which  wa<  recited  to  the  little  folks  at  night,  and 

served  as  our  MKI.-MI.I.  IV\NK>MIME. 

Our  juvenile  audience  was  amused  by  the  adventures  of 

Giglio  and  Bulbo,  Uosalba  and  Angelica.      I  am  bound  to  say 
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the  fate  of  the  Hall  Porter  created  a  considerable  sensation ; 
and  the  wrath  of  Countess  Gruffanuff  was  received  with  extreme 
pleasure. 

If  these  children  are  pleased,  thought  I,  why  should  not 
others  be  amused  also?  In  a  few  days  Dr.  Birch's  young 
friends  will  be  expected  to  re-assemble  at  Rod  well  Regis, 
where  they  will  learn  everything  that  is  useful,  and  under 
the  eyes  of  careful  ushers  continue  the  business  of  their  little 
lives. 

But,  in  the  meanwhile,  and  for  a  brief  holiday,  let  us  laugh 
and  be  as  pleasant  as  we  can.  And  you  elder  folks  —  a  little 
joking,  and  dancing,  and  fooling  will  do  even  you  no  harm. 
The  author  wishes  you  a  merry  Christmas,  and  welcomes  you 
to  the  Fire-side  Pantomime. 

M.   A.    TITMARSH. 

December,  1861 


THE  ROSE  AND  THE  RING. 


i. 


SHOWS    HOW  TITE    ROYAL   FAMILY   SAT    DOWN  TO    BREAKFAST. 

Tins  is  Valoroso  XXIV.,  King  of  Paflagonia,  seated  with 
his  <vMu'cn  and  only  child  at  their  royal  breakfast-table,  and 
receiving  the  letter  which  announces  to  his  Majesty  a  proposed 
visit  from  Prince  Bulbo,  heir  of  1'adclla,  reigning  King  of  Crim 
.r.-irtary.  Remark  the  delight  upon  the  monarch's  royal  fea- 
luivs.  lie  is  so  absorbed  in  the  perusal  of  the  King  of  Crim 
Tart ary's  letter,  that  lui  allows  his  eggs  to  get  cold,  and  leaves 
his  august  iniillins  imtasted. 

•'What!  that  wicked,  brave,  delightful  Prince  Bulbo!" 
erics  Princess  Angelica;  k'so  handsuine,  so  accomplished,  8O 


152  THE   ROSE   AND   THE   RING. 

witty the  conqueror  of  Rimbombamento,  where  he  slew  ten 

thousand  giants  ! " 

"  Who  told  you  of  him,  my  dear?'  asks  his  Majesty. 

44  A  little  bird,"  says  Angelica. 

44  Poor  Giglio  !  "  says  mamma,  pouring  out  the  tea. 

44  Bother  Giglio ! "  cries  Angelica,  tossing  up  her  head, 
which  rustled  with  a  thousand  curl-papers. 

"  I  wish,"  growls  the  King  — kt  I  wish  Giglio  was  ...  " 

44  Was  better?  Yes,  dear,  he  is  better,"  says  the  Queen. 
44  Angelica's  little  maid,  Betsinda,  told  me  so  when  she  came  to 
my  room  this  morning  with  my  early  tea." 

44  You  are  always  drinking  tea,"  said  the  monarch,  with  a 

scowl. 

44  It  is  better  than  drinking  port  or  brandy-and-water,"  re- 
plies her  Majesty. 

44  Well,  well,  my  dear,  I  only  said  you  were  fond  of  drinking 
tea,"  said  the  King  of  Paflagonia,  with  an  effort  as  if  to  com- 
mand his  temper.  "  Angelica  !  I  hope  you  have  plenty  of  new 
dresses:  your  milliners'  bills  are  long  enough.  My  dear 
Queen,  you  must  see  and  have  some  parties.  I  prefer  dinners, 
but  of  course  you  will  be  for  balls.  Your  everlasting  blue 
velvet  quite  tires  me :  and,  my  love,  I  should  like  you  to  have 
a  new  necklace.  Order  one.  Not  more  than  a  hundred  or  a 
hundred-  and  fifty  thousand  pounds." 

44  And  Giglio,  dear?"  says  the  Queen. 

44  GlGLIO    MAY    GO    TO    THE    " 

44  Oh,  sir!"  screams  her  Majesty.  "Your  own  nephew! 
our  late  King's  only  son." 

44  Giglio  may  go  to  the  tailor's,  and  order  the  bills  to  be  sent 
in  to  Glumboso  to  pay.  Confound  him.  I  mean  bless  his  dear 
heart.  He  need  not  want  for  nothing ;  give  him  a  couple  of 
guineas  for  pocket-money,  my  dear :  and  you  may  as  well 
order  yourself  bracelets  while  you  are  about  the  necklace, 
Mrs.  V." 

Her  Majesty,  or  Mrs.  V.,  as  the  monarch  facetiously  called 
her  (for  even  royalty  will  have  its  sport,  and  this  august  family 
were  very  much" attached),  embraced  her  husband,  and,  twining 
her  arm  round  her  daughter's  waist,  they  quitted  the  breakfast- 
room  in  order  to  make  all  things  ready  for  the  princely 
stranger. 

When  they  were  gone,  the  smile  that  had  lighted  up  the 
eyes  of  the  husband  and  father  fled  —  the  pride  of  the  King 
fled  —  the  MAN  was  alone.  Had  I  the  pen  of  a  G.  P.  R.  James, 
I  would  describe  Valoroso's  torments  in  the  choicest  language ; 


THE  ROSE   AXD  THE  RING.  153 

in  which  T  would  also   depict    his  fla-hing  e\e,   his  distended 
nostril  —  hi>    dressing-gown,  porket-handkerehief.    ami   b- 
Hut   !  need  not  say  I  have  n»f   the  pen  of  that    novelist  :    snllice 
it  to  say,  Valop.-o  \\a-  alonr. 

lie  rushed  to  the  cupboard,  seizing  from  the  table  one  of 
the  many  eg<_r-<Mips  with  which  his  prin-vly  board  was  served 
f..r  the  matin  meal,  drew  out  :i  bottle  of  right  Nnutx  or 
Cognac,  Tilled  and  Mie  cup  times,  and  laid  it 

down   with  a    hoar>e    "lla.    ha,    ha!    \\  >\\    Valoroso   IB  &  man 

•gftin. 

••lint  oh!"  lie  went  on.  (till  sipping.  I  :uu  >«>rry  to  say.) 
*•  nv  I  wa>  a  king.  I  IH.  d«  d  not  thi>  int«  draught; 

once  I  detested  the  hot  brandy  wine,  and  quailed  no  other 
fount  but,  nature's  rill.  It  da-hr>  not  more  quickly  o'er  the 
rocks,  than  I  did.  B8,  \vitii  blunderbu.vs  in  hand,  I  Implied 
a\\ay  the  early  morning  dew.  ai.d  -hot  the  partridge,  snipe,  or 
jintlered  deer!  Ah!  well  may  Kn^innd's  dramatist  reniai'k. 
k  Tneasy  lies  the  kead  that  wears  a  crown  !'  Why  did  I  Steal 
my  nephew's,  my  voting  (.i^lio's  —  ?  Steal!  said  I?  no,  DO, 
no.  not  steal,  not  steal.  Let  me  withdraw  that  odious  expres- 
sion. I  took,  and  on  my  manly  head  I  >et.  the  royal  crown 
of  Pallauoi;ia  ;  I  took,  and  with  my  royal  arm  I  wield,  tip- 
sccptral  rod  of  1'aihm'onia  ;  I  took,  and  in  my  outstretched 
hand  I  hold,  the  royal  orb  of  Tatla^ojiia !  Could  a  poor  bo}*, 
a  snivelling,  drivelling  boy  —  was  in  his  nurse's  arms  but  yes- 
terday, and  cried  for  sugar-plums  and  puled  for  pap  —  bear 
up  the  awful  wei-rht  of  crown,  orb,  sceptre?  gird  on  the 
sword  my  royal  fathers  wore,  and  meet  in  fight  the  tough 
Crimean  for?  " 

And  then  the  monarch  went  on  to  argue  in  his  own  mind 
(though  we  need  not  say  that  blank  verse  is  not  argument)  that 
what  he  had  got  it  was  his  duty  to  keep,  and  that,  if  at  one 
time  he  had  entertained  ideas  of  a  certain  restitution,  which 
shall  he  nameless,  the  pro-pert  by  a  certain  marriage  of  uniting 
two  crownt  and  two  nations  which  had  been  engaged  in  bloody 
and  expensive  wars,  as  the  Pallaironians  and  the  ('rimeans  had 
n.  put  the  idea  of  (Jiirlio'>  n-toration  to  the  throne  out  of 

e  question  :   nay.  were  his  own  brother.  King  Savio,  alive,  he 
certainly  will  away  the  crown  from  his  own  son  in  order 
to  1'rintr  about  such  a  desirable  union. 

Thus  ea.-ily  do  we  deceive  ourselves !     Thus  do  we  fancy 

iat  we  wi-h  is  right  !  The  King  took  courage,  read  the 
papers.  iini>hed  his  iniillins  and  c«_ig-».  and  rang  the  bell  fot  L'~ 
Prime  Mini>Ur.  Thc^ueen.  after  thinking  whether  she  should 
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go  up  and  see  Giglio,  who  had  been  sick,  thought,  "  Not  now, 
Business  first;  pleasure  afterwards.  1  will  go  and  see  dear 
( ,i<--lio  this  afternoon  ;  and  now  I  will  drive  to  the  jeweller's,  to 
loo!  for  the  necklace  and  bracelets."  The  Princess  went  up 
into  her  own  room,  and  made  Betsinda,  her  maid,  bring  out  all 
her  dresses ;  and  as  for  Giglio,  they  forgot  him  as  much  as  I 
forget  what  I  had  for  dinner  last  Tuesday  twelvemonth. 


n 

HOW   KINO  VALOROSO  GOT  THE   CROWN,  AND  PRINCE  GIGLIO  WENT 

WITHOUT. 

PAFLAGONIA,  ten  or  twenty  thousand  years  ago,  appears  to 
have  been  one  of  those  kingdoms  where  the  laws  of  succession 
were  not  settled;  for  when  King  Savio  died,  leaving  his 
brother  regent  of  the  kingdom,  and  guardian  of  Savio's  orphan 
infant,  this  unfaithful  regent  took  no  sort  of  regard  of  the  late 
monarch's  will ;  had  himself  proclaimed  sovereign  of  Paflagonia 
under  the  title  of  King  Valoroso  XXIV.,  had  a  most  splendid 
coronation,  and  ordered  all  the  nobles  of  the  kingdom  to  pay 
him  homage.  .  So  long  as  Valoroso  gave  them  plenty  of  balls 
at  Court,  plent}r  of  money  and  lucrative  places,  the  Paflagonian 
nobility  did  not  care  who  was  king ;  and,  as  for  the  people,  in 
those  early  times  they  were  equally  indifferent.  The  Prince 
Giglio,  by  reason  of  his  tender  age  at  his  royal  father's  death, 
did  not  feel  the  loss  of  his  crown  and  empire.  As  long  as  he 
had  plenty  of  toys  and  sweetmeats,  a  holiday  five  times  a 
week,  and  a  horse  and  gun  to  go  out  shooting  when  he  grew  a 
little  older,  and,  above  all,  the  company  of  his  darling  cousin, 
the  King's  only  child,  poor  Giglio  was  perfectly  contented ; 
nor  did  he  envy  his  uncle  the  ro}7al  robes  and  sceptre,  the  great 
hot  uncomfortable  throne  of  state,  and  the  enormous  cumber- 
some crown  in  which  that  monarch  appeared  from  morning  till 
night.  King  Valoroso's  portrait  has  been  left  to  us  ;  and  I 
think  you  will  agree  with  me  that  he  must  have  been  some- 
times rather  tired  of  his  velvet,  and  his  diamonds,  and  his 
ermine,  and  his  grandeur.  I  shouldn't  like  to  sit  in  that 
stifling  robe,  with  such  a  thing  as  that  on  my  head. 

No  doubt,  the  Queen  must  have  been  lovely  in  her  youth ; 
for  though  she  grew  rather  stout  in  after  life,  yet  her  features, 
as  shown  in  her  portrait,  are  certainly  pleasing^  If  she  was 
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fond  of  flattery,  scandal,  cards,  and  fine  clothes,  let  us  deal 
gently  with  her  infirmities  :  which,  after  all.  may  he  \\<>  greater 
than  niir  own.  She  \\a>  kind  to  her  nepheu  :  and  it'  she  had 
;ury  scruples  of  conscience  aliotit  her  Inisli.-unl's  t '.king  the 


yonnc:  Prince's  crown,  consoled  herself  hy  thinking  that  the 
Kinir,  though  a  usurper,  was  a  most  n-sprct.-iMe  man,  and  that 
at  his  death  Prince  (iiirlio  would  In-  restored  to  his  throne,  and 
share  it  with  his  cousin,  whom  he  loved  so  fondly. 

The  Prime  Minister  was  Glurnboso,  an  old  statesman,  wU<j 
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most  cheerfully  swore  fidelity  to  King  Valoroso,  and  in  whose 
hands  the  monarch  left  all  the  affairs  of  his  kingdom.  All  Valo- 
roso wanted  was  plenty  of  money,  plenty^of  hunting,  plenty  of 
flattery,  and  as  little  trouble  as  possible.  As  tlong  as  he  had 


his  sport,  this  monarch  cared  little  how  his  people  paid  for  it : 
he  engaged  in  some  wars,  and  of  course  the  Paflagonian  news- 
papers announced  that  he  gained  prodigious  victories :  he  hau 
statues  erected  to  himself  in  every  city  of  the  empire ;  and  of 
course  his  pictures  placed  everywhere,  and  in  all  the  print- 
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In-  was  Valon»o  tin-  Magnanimous.  \  ;  ho  Victo- 

rious, Valoroso   the    (ireat.  :iml    BO  forth  :  — foi    even    in   : 
early  times  courtiers  and  people  knew  li<»\v  to  Hal 

This  royal   pair  had  one   only  cliild,  the    lYm*-'  —    Angelica, 
who.  you  may  l»e  sure.  wa*  a  paragon    in  tin-  courtier*'  e\e>.  in 
lier  parents',  and  in   her  <>\vn.      It  was  said  she  had  the  l»i 
hair,    the   lar-j  .    the   >limm.->t    \\ai>t.    the   -niaile-t    !•»..(. 

and  the  im.st  lovely  coinple\i< >\\  oTaiiy  younir  lady  in  the  1'aiJa- 
u:«>nian  dominions.  Her  aeeoinplishine!,  .innuiineed  to 

lie  e\eii  superioi1  to  her  licaiity  :  and  gOT6rne6S6f  u^nl  to  slianu- 
tlu-ir  idle  pupils  l.y  trlliu^  tlh-in  what  1'rinee-s  Anur«-liea  could 
do.  She  could  play  t!i  :  iliciilt  pieces  of  inii-ie  at  -i-ht 

She  eoiiM  aOIWerSDyone  of"  .Man^nall's  (Questions."   She  knew 
c\crydat<'  in  the  history  of  I'afla^onia,  and  e\  cry  other  country 
She  knew  French,  Kn^lish.  Italian.  (icniKin,  Spuiiish,  Ili-l»r«  w 
(ireek,     Latin,    Cappa- 
<]•».•!:. n,     Sainothi'aciau, 
ind   Criin  Tar- 
tar.   In  a  word,  si- 
a     most     accomplished 
yoiini,r  creature  :  and  her 
governess  and    huly-in- 
waiting  was  the  severe 
('oiin!c<s  ( li-iillanufl'. 

\\Duld  you  notfanc}', 
from  this  picture,  that 
(irullanuir  must  have 
been  a  pel-son  of  the 
highest  l»irth?  SI u> looks 
•^o  hatm'ity  that  I  should 
have  thought  her  a  prin- 
at  the  very  leaM, 
with  a  pedigree  reach- 
inu"  as  far  hack  as  the 
Delude.  Hut  this  lady 
was  no  lu-tlcr  l»orn  than 
many  other  ladies  who 
give  thcmseU 
and  all  sensible  people 
laughed  at  her  ftb 
pietriisinns.  Tlio  fact 
is,  she  had  been  maid- 
servant to  the  C^ueeii 
when  her  Majesty  was 
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only  Princess,  and  her  husband  had  been  head  footman  ;  but 
after  his  death,  or  disappearance,  of  which  3'ou  shall  hear  pres- 
ently, this  Mrs.  Gruffanuff,  by  flattering,  toadying,  and  wheed- 
ling her  royal  mistress,  became  a  favorite  with  the  Queen  ( who 
was  rather  a  weak  woman),  and  her  Majesty  gave  her  a  title, 
and  made  her  nursery  governess  to  the  princess. 

And  now  I  must  tell  you  about  the  princess's  learning  and 
accomplishments,  for  which  she  had  such  a  wonderful  character. 
Clever  Angelica  certainly  was,  but  as  idle  as  possible.  Play  at 
sight,  indeed !  she  could  pla}r  one  or  two  pieces,  and  pretend 
that  .she  had  never  seen  them  before;  she  could  answer  half- 
a  dozen  "  Mangnall's  Questions ;  "  but  then  }TOU  must  take  care 
to  ask  the  right  ones.  As  for  her  languages,  she  had  masters 
in  plenty,  but  J  doubt  whether  she  knew  more  than  a  few 
phrases  in  each,  for  all  her  pretence  ;  and  as  for  her  embroidery 
and  her  drawing,  she  showed  beautiful  specimens,  it  is  true, 
out  who  did  them  ? 

This  obliges  me  to  tell  the  truth,  and  to  do  so  I  must  go 
back  ever  so  far,  and  tell  you  about  the  FAIRY  BLACKSTICK. 


m. 

TILLS   WHO   THE   ^AIRT    BLACKSTICK    WAS,  AND    WHO   WERE 
EVER    SO    MAiY    GRAND    PERSONAGES    BESIDES. 

BETWEEN  the  kingdoms  of  paflagonia  and  Grim  Tartarv, 
there  lived  a  mysterious  peonage,  who  was  known  in  those 
countries  as  the  Fairy  Blic,kstick,  from  the  ebony  wand  or 
crutch  which  she  carried  :  on  v,ilich  she  rode  to  the  moon  some_ 
times,  or  upon  other  excursion,  of  business  or  pleasure,  and 
with  which  she  performed  her  wo.ders 

When  she  was  young,  and  hai  been  first  taught  the  art  of 
conjuring,  by  the  necromancer  her  ilther.5  she  was  al  _ 

tising  her  skill,  whizzing  about  froi,  one  kingdom  to  another 
upon  her  black  stick,  and  conferringher  fairy  favors  n  thu 
prince  or  that.  She  had  scores  of  r,yal  godchildren  ;  turned 
numberless  wicked  people  into  beasts;birds?  minstones,  clocks, 
pumps,  bootjacks,  umbrellas,  or  other  absurd  sh  andi  in 

a  word,  was  one  of  the  most  active  a^  officious  of  tue  whole 
college  of  fairies. 

But  after  two  or  three  thousand  ye  rs  of  tm-3  gport>  j  sup. 
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pose  Blacks-tick  irrew  tired  of  it.  Or  perhaps  she  thought, 
••  What  Liood  am  1  doin^  liy  sending  this  princess  to  sleep  for  a 
hundred  \ears?  l>y  lixini:  a  Mark  pudding  onto  that  hool.y's 
noser  l>v  causing  diamonds  :md  pearls  to  drop  from  one  little 
irhTs  mouth,  and  vipers  and  toads  1'roin  another's?  I  lu-irin  to 
think  I  do  as  niiich  harm  as  uo»d  l.y  my  performances.  I 
miirht  as  well  shut  my  incantations  up,  and  allow  things  to  take 
their  natural  course. 

"Then  were  my  two  younir  goddaughters,  Kin<j  Savio's 
wife  and  Duke  1'adella's  wile:  J  L'ave  them  eaeli  a  present, 
which  was  to  render  them  cliarmiiiir  in  the  e\  es  of  •  heir  hus- 
bands, and  secure  tin1  atl'ection  of  those  gentlemen  as  lon-j'  as 
the\  lived.  What  p>od  did  nn  lioa  and  my  Kim:  do  tln-M- 
two  \vomen?  None  on  earth.  From  having  all  their  whim* 
indulged  1>\  their  hnshands.  tliey  l>ec:imt-  <-apricioiis,  lu/y,  ill- 
hiimort-d,  al>surdly  vain,  and  let  red  and  languished,  and  fancied 
themselves  irresistildv  lii>:uitif'ul,  when  tlie\  wen-  rrally  (juite  old 
mid  hideoKs,  the  ridiculous  creatmvs  !  They  used  actually  to 
patroni/.e  me  when  I  went  to  pay  them  ••  \\<\\  :  —  //^\  the  Fairy 
lilackstick.  who  knows  all  the  wisdom  of  the  neeromanceis.  and 
who  could  have  turned  them  into  l>al>oons,  and  all  their  dia- 
monds into  strings  of  onions.  l»y  a  single  wave  of  my  rod!" 
So  .she  locked  up  her  Ixx.ks  in  her  cuplumnl.  declined  further 
magical  per!'orman<-es.  and  scarcely  used  her  wand  at  all  except 
as  :\  cane  to  walk  about  with. 

So  when  Duke  Padrlla's  lady  had  a  little  son  (the  Duke  was 
at  that  time  only  one  of  the  principal  noMemen  in  ('rim  Tar- 
tan ).  Black-tick,  although  invited  to  the  christening,  would  not 
so  much  as  attend;  lint,  merely  sent  her  compliments  and  a 
silver  paphoat  lor  the  l>al>\.  which  was  really  not  worth  a  couple 
•  •!'  miineas.  Ahout  the  same  time  the  Queen  <>!'  1'alla-ouia 
presented  his  Majesty  with  a  son  and  heir;  and  liiins  were 
tired,  the  capital  illuminated,  ami  n«»  en<l  of  leasts  ordained  Io 
celehrate  the  younir  prince's  liirth.  It  uas  thoij'jht  the  1 
who  was  a-k«-d  to  he  his  godmother,  would  at  least  have  pre- 
sented him  with  an  invisible  jacket,  a  flying  horse,  a  Fortu- 
natus's  pn,sr.  (>i-  some  other  valuaMe  token  of  her  favor;  but 
instead,  lilackstick  went  up  to  the  cradle  of  the  child  ( Hglio, 
when  ever\l>ody  was  admiring  him  and  complimenting  his 
ro\al  papa  and  mamma,  and  said.  "  My  poor  child,  the  U-st 
thiiiLr  I  can  send  you  is  a  little  ////.</;»/•////<<•;'  and  this  wa- 
she  would  utter,  to  the  disgust  of  (liirlio's  parents,  who  died 
very  soon  after;  when  Gi^lio's  uncle  took  the  throne,  as  we 
read  in  C'hapter  I. 
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In  like  manner,  when  CAVOLFIORE,  King  of  Crim  Tartary, 
had  a  chrisU-ninir  of  his  only  child,  ROSALUA,  the  Fairy  Black- 
stick,  who  had  been  invited,  was  not  more  gracious  than  in 
Prince  Giglio's  case.  Whilst  even-body  was  expatiating  over 
the  beauty  of  the  darling  child,  and  congratulating  its  parents, 
tin-  Fairy  Blackstick  looked  very  sadly  at  the  baby  and  its 
mother,  and  said,  "My  good  woman  "  —  (for  the  Fairy  was  very 
familiar,  and  no  more  minded  a  queen  than  a  washerwoman) 
—  "  my  good  woman,  these  people  who  are  following  you  will 
be  the  first  to  turn  against  you  ;  and,  as  for  this  little  lady,  the 
best  thing  I  can  wish  her  is  a  little  misfortune."  So  she  touched 
Rosalba  with  her  black  wand,  looked  severely  at  the  courtiers, 
motioned  the  Queen  an  adieu  with  her  hand,  and  sailed  slowly 
up  into  the  air  out  of  window. 

When  she  was  gone,  the  Court  people,  who  had  been  awed 
and  silent  in  her  presence,  began  to  speak.  "  What  an  odious 
Kairy  she  is,"  they  said,  —  "a  pretty  fairy,  indeed  !  Why,  she 
went  to  the  King  of  Paflagonia's  christening,  and  pretended 
to  do  all  sorts  of  things  for  that  family ;  and  what  has  hap- 
pened —  the  Prince  her  godson  has  been  turned  off  his  throne 
by  his  uncle.  Would  we  allow  our  sweet  Princess  to  be  de- 
prived of  her  rights  by  any  enemy?  Never,  never,  never, 
never ! " 

And  they  all  shouted  in  a  chorus,  "Never,  never,  never, 
never ! " 

Now,  I  should  Kke  to  know  how  did  these  fine  courtiers 
show  their  fidelity?  One  of  King  Cavolfiore's  vassals,  the 
Duke  Padella  just  mentioned,  rebelled  against  the  King,  who 
went  out  to  chastise  his  rebellious  subject.  "  Any  one  rebel 
against  our  beloved  and  august  Monarch !  "  cried  the  cour- 
tiers;  "any  one  resist  him!  Pooh!  He  is  invincible,  irre- 
sistible. He  will  bring  home  Padella  a  prisoner,  and  tie  him 
to  a  donkey's  tail,  and  drive  him  round  the  town,  saying, 
4  This  is  the  way  the  great  Cavolfiore  treats  rebels.'  " 

The  King  went  forth  to  vanquish  Padella;  and  the  poor 

Queen   who   was    a   very   timid,    anxious    creature,    grew   so 

frightened  and  ill,  that  I  am  sorry  to  say  she  died ;  leaving 

injunctions  with   her  ladies   to  take  care   of  the   dear   little 

Of  course  they  said  they  would.     Of  course  they 

vowed  they  would  die  rather  than  any  harm  should  happen  to 

Princess.     At  first  the  Crim   Tartar   Court  Journal  stated 

-hat  the  King  was  obtaining  great  victories  over  the  audacious 

:  then  it  was  announced  that  the  troops  of  the  infamous 

Fadella  were  in  flight :  then  it  was  said  that  the  royal  army 
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irould  soon  conn-  up  with  the  runny,  and  then —  then  the 
came   that     Kinir    Cavolfio!  ,n<mi>hed   and   shun   try   his 

Majesty.  Kinir  Padella  the  First  ! 

At  this  news,  hall'  tin-  courtiers  ran  off  to  pay  their  duty 
to  the  coiHjnerin:.!;  chief,  and  the  other  half  ran  away,  laying 
hands  on  all  tin-  be>t  articles  in  the  palace;  and  |MH>r  little 
I;  !'ia  \\.-i-  Irl't  tin-re  <|iiite  alum-  —  <juile  alinic:  >hr  tuddled 
from  one  n»..ni  to  aiiuthrr,  cniiiLT.  uOonnteMl  I)u«-l.. 
'(only  >he  said  "  Tomitvss,  I)uttes>,"  uot  lu-iiiLT  able  to  sprak 
plain)  ••  hrinii  me  my  unit ton-x.p  :  in\  hun- 

gry! Tininies^:  I)iitit-s>  :  "  And  she  went  from  the  private 
apartments  into  the  throne-room,  and  nobody  was  there;  — 
and  thence  into  the  ball-room,  and  nobody  w;»s  there:  — and 
tiienee  into  the  paces'  1'oom,  and  nobody  was  there;  —  and 
she  toddled  down  tin-  .irreai  ••  into  the  hail,  and  nobody 

theft;— -end   the  door  wa-  .-  nd    -he    went    into   tin 

court,  and  into  the  uaideii,  and  tlience  into  the  wilderness,  and 
thence  into  the  I'orot  where  the  wild  beasts  live,  and  was  never 
heard  of  any  more  ! 
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A  piece  of  her  torn  mantle  and  one  of  her  shoes  were  found 
in  the  wood  in  the  mouth  of  two  lioness's  cubs,  whom  KIM; 
PADELLA  and  a  royal  hunting  party  shot  —  for  he  was  King 
now,  and  reigned  over  Grim  Tartary.  "So  the  poor  little 
Princess  is  done  for,"  said  he.  '4  Well,  what's  done  can't  lie 
helped.  Gentlemen,  let  us  go  to  luncheon  !  "  And  one  of  the 
courtiers  took  up  the  shoe  and  put  it  in  his  pocket.  And 
there  was  an  end  of  Rosalba ! 


IV. 

HOW   BLACKSTICK  WAS   NOT    ASKED   TO   THE    PRINCESS    ANGELICA'S 
CHRISTENING. 

WHEN  the  Princess  Angelica  was  born,  her  parents  not  only 
did  not  ask  the  Fairy  Blackstick  to  the  christening  party,  but 
gave  orders  to  their  porter,  absolutely  to  refuse  her  if  she 
called.  This  porter's  name  was  Gruffanuff,  and  he  had  been 
selected  for  the  post  by  their  Royal  Highnesses  because  he  was  a 
very  tall  fierce  man,  who  could  say  "  Not  at  home"  to  a  trades- 
man or  an  unwelcome  visitor  with  a  rudeness  which  frightened 
most  such  persons  away.  He  was  the  husband  of  that  Countess 
whose  picture  we  have  just  seen,  and  as  long  as  they  were  to- 
gether they  quarrelled  from  morning  till  night.  Now  this  fellow 
tried  his  rudeness  once  too  often,  as  you  shall  hear.  For  the 
Fairy  Blackstick  coming  to  call  upon  the  Prince  and  Princess, 
who  were  actually  sitting  at  the  open  drawing-room  window, 
Gruffanuff  not  only  denied  them,  but  made  the  most  odious  vul- 
gar sign  as  he  was  going  to  slam  the  door  in  the  Fairy's  face ! 
"  Git  away,  hold  Blackstick  !  "  said  he.  tk  I  tell  you,  Master 
and  Missis  ain't  at  home  to  you  :  "  and  he  was,  as  we  have  said, 
going  to  slam  the  door. 

But  the  Fairy,  with  her  wand,  prevented  the  door  being 
shut ;  and  Gruffanuff  came  out  again  in  a  fury,  swearing  in 
the  most  abominable  way,  and  asking  the  Fairy  "  whether 
she  thought  he  was  a-going  to  stay  at  that  there  door  hall 
day?" 

"  You  are  going  to  stay  at  that  door  all  day  and  all  night,  and 
for  many  a  long  year,"  the  Fairy  said,  very  majestically  ;  and 
Gruffanuff,  coming  out  of  the  door,  straddling  before  it  with 
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his  great  calves,  burst  out,  laughing,  and  cried  "  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
that  is  a  good  'mi !  I  la  — all  —  what's  this?  Let  me  down  — 
oh — o  —  h'm!"  and  then  he  was  dumb! 

For,  as  tin-  Fairy  waved  her  wand  over  him,  he  felt  himself 
rising  off  the  ground  and  Muttering  up  against  the  door,  and 
then,  as  it'  a  M-IVW  ran  into  his  stomacli.  lie  felt  a  dreadful  pain 
thi-iv,  and  was  pinned  to  the  door;  and  then  his  arms  flew  up 
over  his  head  ;  and  his  le^x.  after  writhing  about  wildly,  twisted 
under  Ins  body  ;  and  he  felt  cold,  cold  growing  over  him,  as  if 
he  was  turning  into  metal:  and  he  said,  kt  Oh — o — h'm!" 
and  eould  say  no  more,  because  he  \v:i-  dumb. 

He  was  turned  into  metal!  He  was  from  being  brazen^ 
brass!  He  was  neither  more  uoi •  K'>>  thaii  a  knocker !  And 
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there  he  was,  nailed  to  the  door 
in  the  blazing  summer  day,  till 
he  burned  almost  red  hot ;  and 
there  he  was,  nailed  to  the  door 
all  the  bitter  winter  nights,  till 
his  brass  nose  was  dropping  with 
icicles.  And  the  postman  came 
and  rapped  at  him,  and  the  vul- 
garest  boy  with  a  letter  came 
and  hit  him  up  against  the  door. 
And  the  King  and  Queen  (Prin- 
cess and  Prince  they  were  then) 
coming  home  from  a  walk  that 
evening,  the  King  said,  "  Hullo, 
my  dear !  you  have  had  a  new 
knocker  put  on  the  door.  Why, 
it's  rather  like  our  Porter  in  the 
face  !  What  has  become  of  that  boozy  vagabond  ?  "  And  the 
housemaid  came  and  scrubbed  his  nose  with  sand-paper ;  and 
once,  when  the  Princess  Angelica's  little  sister  was  born,  he 
was  tied  up  in  an  old  kid-glove  ;  and  another  night,  some  lark- 
ing young  men  tried  to  wrench  him  off,  and  put  him  to  the  most 
excruciating  agony  with  a  turnscrew.  And  then  the  Queen  had 
a  fancy  to  have  the  color  of  the  door  altered,  and  the  painters 
dabbed  him  over  the  mouth  and  eyes,  and  nearly  choked  him, 
as  they  painted  him  pea-green.  I  warrant  he  had  leisure  to 
repent  of  having  been  rude  to  the  Fairy  Blackstick  ! 

As  for  his  wife,  she  did  not  miss  him  ;  and  as  he  was  always 
guzzling  beer  at  the  public-house,  and  notoriously  quarrelling 
with  his  wife,  and  in  debt  to  the  tradesmen,  it  was  supposed  he 
had  run  away  from  all  these  evils,  and  emigrated  to  Australia 
or  America.  And  when  the  Prince  and  Princess  chose  to  be- 
come King  and  Queen,  they  left  their  old  house,  and  nobody 
thought  of  the  Porter  any  more. 
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HOW   PRfXCESS    ANGELICA    TOOK    A    LITTLE    MAID. 


Chre  day,  when   tin-  Trim-os  Angelica  ffJM  quite  M  little  girl, 
she  was  walking  in  the  grmlen  of  tin-  palace.  with  Mrs.  (irulla- 
nuff,  the  governess.  holding  a    paraaol   <>vr   her  hrad.  t«>   k«M-p 
her  sweet  conipl»-\i<»n    Irnm  tin-  f'r.-ckl.^.  :m<l  An^'lica  wti- 
rying  a  bun.  to  trrd  the  swans  and  ducks  in  the  royal  pond. 

They  had  not  reached  the  duck-pond.  \vh«-n  tin  re  came  tod- 
dling up  to  them  such  a  funny  little  girl.     She  bad  a  great 


quantity  of  hair  blowing  about  her  chubby  little  cheeks,  and 
looked  as  if  she  had  not  been  washed  or  combed  for  ever  so 
long.  She  wore  a  ragged  bit  of  a  cloak,  and  had  only  one 
shoe  on. 

k-  You  little  wretch,  who  let  you  In  here?"  asked  Gruff- 
anuff. 

44  Dive  me  dat  bin.  'lie  little  girl,  "  me  vely  hungy." 
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"Hungry!  what  is  that? "  .asked  Princess  Angelica,  and 
gave  the  child  the  bun. 

"Oh,  Princess!"  says  Gruffanuff,  "how  good,  how  kind, 
how  truly  angelical  you  are !  See,  }'our  Majesties,"  she  said 
to  the  King  and  Queen,  who  now  came  up,  along  with  their 
nephew,  Prince  Giglio,  "  how  kind  the  Princess  is!  She  met 
this  little  dirty  wretch  in  the  garden  —  I  can't  tell  how  she 
came  in  here,  or  why  the  guards  did  not  shoot  her  dead  at  the 
gate !  —  and  the  dear  darling  of  a  Princess  has  given  her  the 
whole  of  her  bun  !  " 

"  I  didn't  want  it,"  said  Angelica. 
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kl  P.ut   you  nrf  :\  darling  little  angel  all  the  same,"  says  the 

nrovt  I  MM. 

-•  Yes;  I  know  I  am."  said  Angelica.  '-Dirty  little  girl, 
don't  \ou  think  I  run  very  pretty?"  Indeed,  >hc  had  on  the 
line-i  of  little  dresses  and  hats;  and,  as  her  hair  was  carefulh 
curled,  *hc  really  looked  very  well. 

••oil.   pn.ity,   poot\  :  :he  little  Lrirl,  capering  about, 

l:i;i-hin-  and  dancim;.  and  iniinehinir  her  lnin;  and  as  she  ate 
i;  -*he  bciran  to  sinu.  *'  *>>  what  fun  to  have  a  plum  bun  !  how  I 
•wis  it  never  was  done!"  At  which,  and  her  funny  aeeent. 
Angelica,  Giglio,  and  the  King  and  Oiieeii  beuan  to  laugh  very 
merrily. 

M  l'  can  dance  as  well  as  sin-'."  B&yfl  the  little  'jirl.  "  I  can 
dance,  and  I  can  sinu;.  and  I  •  an  <lo  all  sorts  of  ting."  And 
she  ran  to  a  llower-hed.  and.  pulling  M  f.-w  polyanthuses,  rhodo- 
dendrons, and  other  ilowei>.  made  heix  If  a  little  wreath, 
danced  before  the  Kin«r  and  (.^ueen  so  drolly  and  prettily,  that 
everyliody  was  delighted. 

44  Who  was  your  mother  —  who  were  your  relations,  little 
jjirl  ?  "  said  the  <^ueen. 

The  little  girl  ^aid.  Wk  Little  lion  was  my  lirudder;  great  big 
lioness  my  inudder :  neber  heard  of  any  udder."  And  she 
capered  away  on  her  one  shoe,  and  everybody  was  exceedingly 
diverted. 

So  Angelica  said  to  the  Queen,  "  Mamma,  my  parrot  flew 
away  yesterday  out  of  its  cage,  and  I  don't  care  any  more  for 
any  Of  my  toys;  and  I  think  this  funny  little  dirty  child  will 
amuse  me.  1  will  take  her  home,  and  give  her  some  of  my 
old  frocks  —  " 

11  Oh.  the  generous  darling!  "  sa}'s  Gruffanuflf. 

44  —  Which  I  have  worn  ever  so  many  times,  and  am  quite 
tin-d  of."  Angelica  went  on  :  *•  and  she  shall  be  my  little  maid. 
Will  you  come  home  with  me,  little  dirty 

The  child  clapped  her  hands  and  said,  "  Go  home  with  you 
—  yes  !     You  pooty  Princess  !     Have  a  nice  dinner,  and 
a  new  dress  !  " 

And  they  all  laughed  again,  and  took  home  the  child  to  the 
palace  :  where,  when  she  was  washed  and  combed,  and  had 
one  of  the  Princess's  frocks  given  to  her,  she  looked  as  hand- 
some as  Angelica,  almost.  Not  that  Angelica  ever  thought 
so;  for  this  little  lady  never  imagined  that  anybody  in  the 
world  could  Ue  as  pretty,  as  good,  or  as  clever  as  herself.  In 
order  that  the  littie  girl  should  not  become  too  proud  and  COD- 
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ceited,  Mrs.  Oruffanuff  took  her  old  ragged  mantle  and  one 
shoe,  and  put  them  into  a  glass  box,  with  a  card  laid  upon 
them,  upon  which  was  written,  "These  were  the  old  clothes  in 
which  little  BETSINDA  was  round  when  the  great  goodness  and 
admirable  kindness  of  her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  An- 
gelica received  this  little  outcast."  And  the  date  was  added, 
and  the  box  locked  up. 

For  a  while  little  Betsinda  was  a  great  favorite  with  the 
Princess,  and  sjie  danced,  and  sang,  and  made  her  little  rh}rmes, 
to  amuse  her  mistress.  But  then  the  Princess  got  a  monkey, 
and  afterwards  a  little  dog,  and  afterwards  a  doll,  and  did  not 
care  for  Betsinda  any  more,  who  became  very  melancholy  and 
quiet,  and  sang  no  more  funny  songs,  because  nobody  cared  to 
hear  her.  And  then,  as  she  grew  older,  she  was  made  a  little 
lady's-maid  to  the  Princess  ;  and  though  she  had  no  wages,  she 
worked  and  mended,  and  put  Angelica's  hair  in  papers,  and 
was  never  cross  when  scolded,  and  was  alwa}rs  eager  to  please 
her  mistress*  and  was  always  up  early  and  to  bed  late,  and  at 
hand  when  wanted,  and  in  fact  became  a  perfect  little  maid. 
So  the  two  girls  grew  up,  and,  when  the  Princess  came  out, 
Betsinda  was  never  tired  of  waiting  on  her;  and  made  her 
dresses  better  than  the  best  milliner,  and  was  useful  in  a  hun- 
dred ways.  Whilst  the  Princess  was  having  her  masters,  Bet- 
sinda would  sit  and  watch  them ;  and  in  this  way  she  picked 
up  a  great  deal  of  learning ;  for  she  was  always  awake,  though 
her  mistress  was  not,  and  listened  to  the  wise  professors  when 
Angelica  was  yawning  or  thinking  of  the  next  ball.  And  when 
the  dancing-master  came,  Betsinda  learned  along  with  Angelica  ; 
and  when  the  music-master  came,  she  watched  him,  and  prac- 
tised the  Princess's  pieces  when  Angelica  was  away  at  balls 
and  parties  ;  and  when  the  drawing-master  came,  she  took  note 
of  all  he  said  and  did ;  and  the  same  with  French,  Italian,  and 
all  other  languages  —  she  learned  them  from 
the  teacher  who  came  to  Angelica.  When 
the  Princess  was  going  out  of  an  evening  she 
would  say,  "  My  good  Betsinda,  you  may  as 
well  finish  what  I  have  begun."  "Yes, 
Miss,  "  Betsinda  would  say,  and  sit  down  very 

r    cheerful,  not  to  finish  what  Angelica  began, 
but  to  do  it. 
For  instance,  the  Princess  would  begin  a 
..„  head  of  a  warrior,  let  us  say,  and  when  it  was 

ij*t  begun  it  was  something  like  this  : 
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Rut  when  it  was  done,  the  warrior   n 
like    this  : —  (only    handsomer   still    if  p. 
Me.)    and  tin-  Princes   put    her   name   to  the 
drawing;  and  the  Court  and  King  and  <  ^in-rii. 
and   :il»ovc  all   poor   (Jiglin.  admired  the   pie- 
ture   of    all    thin^,    and    said.    ' '  \\ 'a-    there 
evei   a    genius    like    Angrliea  ?  "      N>.    1    am 
sorr\  .    was     it     with    tin-    Prin< 

embroidery  and  other  accomplishments  ;  and 
Angelica  actually  believed  that  she  did  these 
things  herself,  and  received  all  the  flattery  of 
the  Court  as  if  every  word  of  it  was  true. 
Thus  she  be^an  to  think  that  there  was  no 
\oinm  woman  in  all  the  world  equal  to  herself,  and  that  no 
Noiing  man  was  ur»od  enough  tor  her.  As  for  Betsinda,  as  she 
i  none  of  tlu-si-  pi  >•  was  not  pulled  up  by  them, 

and  being  a  most  graceful,  good-natured  girl.  >he  was  only  too 
anxious  to  do  everything  which  might  give  her  mistress  pleasure. 
Now  you  begin  to  |>ereeive  that  Angelica  had  faults  of  her  own, 
and  was  by  no  means  such  a  wonder  of  wonders  as  people  rep- 
resented her  Royal  Highness  V)  be. 


VI. 

HOW   PRINCE    GIGLIO*  BEHAVED    HIMSELF. 

AND  now  let  us  speak  about  Prince  Giglio,  the  nephew 
of  the  reigning  monarch  of  Paflagonia.  It  has  already  been 
stated,  in  Chapter  II.,  that  as  long  as  he  had  a  smart  coat  to 
wear,  a  good  horse  to  ride,  and  money  in  his  pocket  —  or 
rather  to  take  out  of  his  pocket,  for  he  was  very  good-natured  — 
my  young  Prince  did  not  care  for  the  loss  of  his  crown  and 
sceptre,  being  a  thoughtless  youth,  not  much  inclined  to  poli- 
ties or  any  kind  of  learning.  So  his  tutor  had  a  sinecure. 
(liglio  would  not  learn  classics  or  mathematics,  and  the  Lord 
Chancellor  of  Paflagonia,  SQUARETOSO,  pulled  a  very  long  face 
because  the  Prince  could  not  be  got  to  study  the  Paflagonian 
laws  and  constitution  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  the  King's  game- 
keepers and  huntsmen  found  the  Prince  an  apt  pupil ;  the  dan- 
cing-master pronounced  that  he  was  a  nu»t  elegant  and  assiduous 
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scholar;  the  First  Lord  of  the  Billiard  Table  gave  the  most 

Haltering  reports  <>i\    ••  Prince's  skill  ;  so  did  the  Groom  of  the 
IVnnis  Court ;  and  as  to  the  Captain  of  the  Guard  and  Fencing- 


master,  the  valiant  and  veteran  Count  KUTASOFF  HEDZOFF,  he 
avowed  that  since  he  ran  the  General  of  Crim  Tartar}',  the 
dreadful  Grumbuskin,  through  the  body,  he  never  had  en- 
countered so  expert  a  swordsman  as  Prince  Giglio. 

I  hope  you  do  not  imagine  that  there  was  any  impropriety 
In  the  Prince  and  Princess  walking  together  in  the  palace 
garden,  and  because  Giglio  kissed  Angelica's  hand  in  a  polite 
manner.  In  the  first  place  they  are  cousins  ;  next,  the  Queen 
is  walking  in  the  garden  too  (you  cannot  see  her,  for  she  hap- 
pens to  be  behind  that  tree),  and  her  Majesty  always  wished 
that  Angelica  and  Giglio  should  many :  so  did  Giglio :  so  did 
Angelica  sometimes,  for  she  thought  her  cousin  very  handsome, 
brave,  and  good-natured  :  but  then  you  know  she  was  so  clever 
and  knew  so  many  things,  and  poor  Giglio  knew  nothing,  and 
had  no  conversation.  When  they  looked  at  the  stars,  what  did 
Giglio  know  of  the  heavenly  bodies?  Once,  when  on  a  sweet 
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ni"ht  in  a  balcony  where  they  were  standing  Angelica  said, 
••There  is  the  I1-  -"  Where?"  says  Giglio.  "Don't  U 

:ilr:ii«l.  Alltel,  'oxen  bears  come,  I  will  kill  them  rather 

than  they  *hail  hurt  YOU."  "Oh,  you  silly  creature!"  ftftj  - 
she:  --you  an-  very  good,  but  you  an-  M.-I  very  wise."  When 
thry  looked  at  the  flowers,  Giglio  was  utterly  unacquainted  with 
lint'aiiy.  and  had  never  heard  of  Linn;eus.  When  the  butter- 
tlie^  passed,  (ii-lio  km-w  nothiogaboot  them,  l.eing  as  ignorant 
of  entomology  as  I  am  of  algebra.  So  you  sec,  Angelica, 
though  she  liked  r.urlio  pretty  well,  de^.i-ed  him  on  account 
of  his  iirnoraiiee.  I  think  she  prol-aMy  value-1  /W  own  learning 
rather  too  mueh  ;  but  to  think  too  well  of  ..ne's  self  is  the  fault 
of  p.M.ple  of  all  ai:e<  and  both  sexes.  Finally,  when  nobody 
else  was  there.  Angelica  liked  her  cousin  well  enough. 

Kinir  Valoio-..   vrM   very  delicate    in  health,   and  withal  so 
<>f  gmxl  diniiLM-s  (which   were  prepared   for   him  by  his 
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French  cook,  Marmitonio), 
that  it  was  supposed  he  could 
not  live  long.  Now  the  idea 
of  anything  happening  to  the 
King  struck  the  artful  Prime 
Minister  and  the  designing 
old  lady-in-waiting  with  terror. 
For,  thought  Glumboso  and 
the  Countess,  "when  Prince 
Giglio  marries  his  cousin  and 
comes  to  the  throne,  what  a 
pretty  position  we  shall  be 
in,  whom  he  dislikes,  and  who 
have  always  been  unkind  to 
him.  We  shall  lose  our  places 
in  a  trice  ;  Gruffanuff  will  have 
to  give  up  all  the  jewels,  laces, 
snuff-boxes,  rings, and  watches 
which  belonged  to  the  Queen, 
Giglio' s  mother ;  and  Glumboso  will  be  forced  to  refund  two 
hundred  and  seventeen  thousand  millions,  nine  hundred  and 
eighty-seven  thousand,  four  hundred,  and  thirty-nine  pounds 
thirteen  shillings  and  sixpence  halfpenny,  money  left  to  Prince 
Giglio  by  his  poor  dear  father."  So  the  Lady  of  Honor  and 
the  Prime  Minister  hated  Giglio  because  they  had  done  him  a 
wrong ;  and  these  unprincipled  people  invented  a  hundred  cruel 
stories  about  poor  Giglio,  in  order  to  influence  the  King,  Queen, 
and  Princess  against  him :  how  he  was  so  ignorant  that  he 
could  not  spell  the  commonest  words,  and  actually  wrote 
Valoroso  Valloroso,  and  spelt  Angelica  with  two  /'s  ;  how  he 
drank  a  great  deal  too  much  wine  at  dinner,  and  was  always 
idling  in  the  stables  with  the  grooms ;  how  he  owed  ever 
so  much  money  at  the  pastry-cook's  and  the  haberdasher's ; 
how  he  used  to  go  to  sleep  at  church  ;  how  he  was  fond  of 
playing  cards  with  the  pages.  So  did  the  Queen  like  playing 
cards  ;  so  did  the  King  go  to  sleep  at  church,  and  eat  and  drink 
too  much ;  and,  if  Giglio  owed  a  trifle  for  tarts,  who  owed  him 
two  hundred  and  seventeen  thousand  millions,  nine  hundred 
and  eighty-seven  thousand,  four  hundred  and  thirty-nine  pounds 
thirteen  shillings  and  sixpence  halfpenny,  I  should  like  to  know? 
Detractors  and  talebearers  (in  my  humble  opinion)  had  much 
better  look  at  home.  All  this  backbiting  and  slandering  had 
effect  upon  Princess  Angelica,  who  began  to  look  coldly  on  her 
then  to  laugh  at  him  and  scorn  him  for  being  so  stupid, 
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then  to  sneer  at  him  f  T  having  vul-  :   nnd  at  (      I 

halls,  dinners,  and  so  forth,  to  tr.  at  him  BO  unkindly  that  p"<>r 
tJiglio  became  quite  ill,  took  to  his  bed,  and  sent  for  the 
doctor. 

His    Maje>ty  Kin::  \  as 

'we  have  seen,  had  his  own  re. 
for  disliking  his  nephew  ;  and  I 
those  innocent  n  ho  ask  why? 

—  I  bog  (with  the  permission  of 
their  dear  parents  •  to  refer  tli  in  to 
Miakspeare's  pa-jvs,  when-  they  will 
read  why  King  .John  disliked  P: 
Arthur.  AVith  the  Oueen.  his  royal 
1  'it  weak-minded  aunt,  when  (iiglio 
was  out  of  .sight  he  was  out  of  mind. 
While  she  had  her  whist  and  her 
evening-parties,  she  cared  tor  little 

I  dare  say  tiro  rlUains.  who  shall 
be  nameless,  wished  Doctor  Pildraf- 
to.  the  Court  Physician,  had  killed 
(iiglio  right  <>nt,  but  he  only  bled 
and  physicked  him  so  severely,  that 
the  Prince  was  kept  to  his  room  for 
several  months,  and  grew  as  thin  as 
a  post. 

Whilst  he  was  lying  sick  in  this  way.  there  came  to  the 
Court  of  Pallagonia  a  famous  painter,  whose  :UI:JH»  was  Tomaso 
Loren/o,  and  who  was  Painter  in  Ordinary  to  the  King  of  Crim 
Tartary.  Pallagouia's  neighbor.  Tomaso  Lorenzo  painted  all 
the  Court,  who  were  delighted  with  his- works ;  for  even  Coun- 
tess ( irutlanutl'  looked  young  and  ( Jlnmbosogood-humon  d  in  his 
pi.-tures.  M  He  Hatters  very  much."  S<MIIC  people  said.  "Nay!" 
Princess  Angelica.  M  I  am  above  llattery,  and  I  think  he 
did  not  make  my  picture  handsome  enough.  I  can't  bear  to 
hear  a  man  of  genius  unjustly  cried  down,  and  I  hope  my  dear 
papa  will  make  Loren/o  a  knight  <>f  his  ( )rder  of  the  Cucumber." 

The  Princess  Angelica,  although  the  courtiers  vowed  her 
Royal  Highness  could  draw  so  beautifully  that  the  idea  of  her 
taking  lessons  was  absurd,  yet  chose  to  have  Lorenzo  for  a 
teacher,  and  it  was  wonderful,  as  f<>»</  as  sh<>  painted  in  hit 
ftfinlio,  what  beautiful  pictures  >he  made!  Some  of  the  per- 
formances were  engraved  for  the  "Book  of  Beauty :"  others 
were  sold  for  enormous  sums  at  Charitv  Bazaars.  She  wrote 
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tlio  signatures  under  the  draw 
ings  no  doubt,  but  I  think 
I  know  who  did  the  pictures 
—  this  artful  painter,  who  had 
come  with  other  designs  on 
Angelica  than  merely  to  teach 
her  to  draw. 

One  day  Lorenzo  showed 
the  Princess  a  portrait  of  a 
young  man  in  armor,  with  fair 
hair  and  the  loveliest  blue 
eyes,  and  an  expression  at 
once  melancholy  and  interest- 
ing. 

"  Dear  Signer  Lorenzo, 
who  is  this?  "  asked  the  Prin- 
cess. "  I  never  saw  an}T  one 
so  handsome,"  says  Countess 
Gruffanuff  (the  old  humbug). 
"  That,"  said  the  Painter, 
"  that,  madam,  is  the  portrait 
of  my  august  young  master, 
his  Ro}ral  Highness  Bulbo, 
Crown  Prince  of  Crim  Tar- 
tary,  Duke  of  Acroceraunia, 
Marquis  of  Poluphloisboio, 
and  Knight  Grand  Cross  of 
the  Order  of  the  Pumpkin. 
That  is  the  Order  of  the 

— -'  Pumpkin    glittering     on     Ins 

— — '-  *   manly   breast,    and   received 

~     by  his  Royal  Highness  from 

his  august  father,  his  Majesty  King  PADELLA  I.,  for  his  gal- 
lantry at  the  battle  of  Rimbombamento,  when  he  slew  with  his 
own  princely  hand  the  King  of  Ograria  and  two  hundred  and 
eleven  giants  of  the  two  hundred  and  eighteen  who  formed 
the  King's  bod}T-guard.  The  remainder  were  destroyed  by  the 
brave  Crim  Tartar  army  after  an  obstinate  combat,  in  which 
the  Crim  Tartars  suffered  severely." 

"  What  a  Prince  !  "  thought  Angelica  :  "  so  brave  —  so  calm- 
looking  —  so  young  —  what  a  hero  !  " 

"  He  is  as  accomplished  as  he  is  brave,"  continued  the 
Court  Painter.  ' '  He  knows  all  languages  perfectly  :  sings  de- 
liciously  :  plays  every  instrument :  composes  operas  which  have 
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horn  actod  a  thousand  ni'jhK  running  at  tin-  Impori.il  Thoatro 
«.>f  C'riin  Tartary.  and  (lanced  in  a  1'allot  then-  l»r!«>iv  tin-  Kinur 
:ind  (^iiron  :  in  whirli  lio  looked  •>..  l.oant il'nl,  that  !ii->  '•oii-in. 
tlir  lovcl}  (huiii'lit'T  «)!'  tin-  Kinir  «>!'  ( 'in-a-sia.  di»-«l  lur  love  of 
liini." 


'*Wliy  did  ho  not  marry  the  poor  1'rincess?"  asked  An- 
golira,  with  a  siijli. 

*•  Hocausi'  thoy  woro  ft. ••*  r,  madam,  and  tlie  clergy 

forbid  thoso  unions,"  said  tho  I'aintor.  4t  And,  besides,  tiic 
younu:  I'rinoo  had  irivrn  his  royal  lu-art  <-/s?w/ifrc." 

•'  And  to  whom?"  aski-d  ln-r  Royal  Hiixliness. 

UI  am  not  at  liborty  to  nu-nlion  tlio  Trincess's  name,"  an- 
swered tho  Painter. 
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44  But  you  may  tell  me  the  first  letter  of  it,"  gasped  out  the 
Princess. 

4 'That  your  Royal  Highness  is  at  liberty  to  guess,"  says 
Lorenzo. 

44  Does  it  begin  with  a  Z?  "  asked  Angelica. 

The  Painter  said  it  wasn't  a  Z  ;  then  she  tried  a  Y ;  then 
an  X ;  then  a  W,  and  went  so  backwards  through  almost  the 
whole  alphabet. 

When  she  came  to  D,  and  it  wasn't  D,  she  grew  very  much 
excited  ;  when  she  came  to  C,  and  it  wasn't  C,  she  was  still 
more  nervous ;  when  she  came  to  B,  and  it  wasn't  B,  "  Oh, 
dearest  Gruffanuff',"  she  said,  "  lend  me  your  smelling-bottle  !  " 
and,  hiding  her  head  in  the  Countess's  shoulder,  she  faintly 
whispered,  44  Ah,  Signer,  can  it  be  A?" 

4  4  It  was  A  ;  and  though  I  may  not,  by  my  Royal  Master's 
orders,  tell  your  Royal  Highness  the  Princess's  name,  whom 
he  fondly,  madly,  devotedly,  rapturously  loves,  I  ma}7  show 
you  her  portrait,"  says  the  slyboots :  and  leading  the  Princess 
up  to  a  gilt  frame,  he  drew  a  curtain  which  was  before  it. 

Oh  goodness !  the  frame  contained  A  LOOKING-GLASS  !  and 
Angelica  saw  her  own  face ! 


VII. 

HOW  GIGLIO   AND   ANGELICA   HAD   A  QUARREL. 

THE  Court  Painter  of  his  Majesty  the  King  of  Crim  Tartary 
returned  to  that  monarch's  dominions,  carrying  away  a  number 
of  sketches  which  he  had  made  in  the  Paflagonian  capital  (you 
know  of  course,  my  dears,  that  the  name  of  that  capital  is 
Blombodinga) ;  but  the  most  charming  of  all  his  pieces  was  a 
portrait  of  the  Princess  Angelica,  which  all  the  Crim  Tartar 
nobles  came  to  see.  With  this  work  the  King  was  so  de- 
lighted, that  he  decorated  the  Painter  with  his  Order  of  the 
Pumpkin  (sixth  class),  and  the  artist  became  Sir  Tomaso  Lo- 
renzo, K.P.,  thenceforth. 

King  Valoroso  also  sent  Sir  Tomaso  his  Order  of  the  Cu- 
cumber, besides  a  handsome  order  for  money ;  for  he  painted 
the  King,  Queen,  and  principal  nobility  while  at  Blombodinrr.i, 
and  became  all  the  fashion,  to  the  perfect  rage  of  all  the  artists 
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Maironifl,  where  the  Kini:  used  to  point  to  the  portrait  of 
J'rincc  liulbo,  whii  h  Sir  Tomato  had  left  behind  him,  and  say, 
kk  Which  amoiiLr  you  can  paint  a  picture  like  tiiat 

It  hunjj  in  the  r«»y:il  parlor  over  the  royal  MdeU.ard.  and 
Prineess  Angelica  could  always  look  at  il  a.s  she  sat  making 
the  te:i  Kach  day  it  Mvmed  to  <_rn>w  handsomer  and  hand- 
somer, and  the  I'l  o  f'"nd  of  looking  at  it.  that  she 
would  often  spill  the  tea  over  the  cloth,  at  which  her  father 
•ind  mother  Would  wink  and  wair  their  head>  :  and  sav  to 
other,  ••  Aha!  we  see  how  things  are  goinjr." 

In  the  meanwhile  poor  (.i^lio   lay  np   stair  •!<   in   his 

chamber,  though  he  took  all  the  Doctor's  horrible  medicines 
like  a  Lr"<>d  yoim«_r  lad  :  as  I  hope  >j<»i  do.  my  dears,  when  you 
an-  ill  and  mamma  -end-  tor  the  medical  man.  And  the  only 
MI  who  visited  (ii-lio  (besides  his  friend  the  Captain  of 
tlie  (Juard,  who  wa<  almo>t  always  bn>y  or  on  parade  )  was 
little  lielsinda  the  hoii>»-maid.  who  used  to  do  his  hednx.m 
and  sitting-room  out.  lirin^.  him  hi^  urniel.  and  warm  lii>  lied. 

When  the  little  hoii>cmaid  came  to  him  in  the  morning  and 
eveninir.  I'rin-  u.-ed  to  say,  "Betsinda,  Bctsiudu,  how 

is  the  PriffcCesa   An-ci, 

And  liet^inda  iix  d  to  answer.  ••  The  Princess  is  very  M ell, 
thank  yon.  my  lord."  And  (iiiiTio  would  heave  a  sigh,  and 
think,  "  It' Angelica  were  sick,  I  am  sure  /  should  not  be  very 
well." 

Tlien  ("Jiirlio  would  say,  "Bi-tsindn.  has  the  Princess  An- 
gelica asked  for  me  to-day?"  And  Uetsind-i  would  answer, 
••  NO.  my  lord,  not  to-day;"  or,  "She  was  very  busy  practis- 
ing the  piano  when  I  saw  her;"  or  ••  She  was  writing  in- 
vitations for  an  evening-party,  and  did  not  speak  to  me;"  or 
make  M>tne  excuse  or  other,  not  strictly  consonant  with  truth: 
for  Hetsinda  was  such  a  good-natured  creature,  that  she  strove 
•  everything  to  prevent  annoyance  to  Prince  (Jiirlio.  and 
even  brought  him  up  roast-chicken  and  jellies  from  the  kitchen 
when  the  Doctor  allowed  them,  and  Giglio  was  getting  better), 
sayinir  '•  that  the  princess  had  made  the  jelly,  or  the  bread- 
xuicc.  with  her  own  hands,  on  purpose  for  Qigtio." 

When  (iiizlio  heard  this  he  took  heart,  and  began  to  mend 
i.nmediateh  ;  and  gobbled  up  all  the  jelly,  and  picked  the  last 
bone  of  the  chicken  —  drumsticks,  merry-thought,  sides'-boncs, 
:>r\ck.  pope's-nose,  and  all  —  thankinir  his  dear  Angelica  :  and 
he  felt  so  much  better  the  next  day,  that  he  dressed  and  went 
<!o\\n  stairs  —  where  whom  should  he  meet  but  Angelica  go- 
ing into  the  drawing-room  ?  All  the  covers  were  off  the  chairs, 
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the  chandeliers  taken  out  of  the  bags,  the  damask  curtains  un- 
covered, the  work  and  things  carried  away,  and  the  hand- 
somest albums  on  the  tables.  Angelica  had  her  hair  in  papers. 
In  a  word,  it  was  evident  there  was  going  to  be  a  part}'. 

"Heavens,  Giglio !  "  cries  Angelica :  "you  here  in  such  a 
dress  !  Wh;it  a  figure  you  are  !  " 

44  Yes,  dear  Angelica,  I  am  come  down  stairs,  and  feel  so 
well  to-day,  thanks  to  the  fowl  and  the  jelly." 

"What  do  I  know  about  fowls  and  jellies,  that  you  allude 
to  them  in  that  rude  way?"  says  Angelica. 

"Why,  didn't  —  didn't  you  send  them,  Angelica  dear?" 
says  Giglio. 

"  I  send  them  indeed !  Angelica  dear !  No,  Giglio  dear," 
says  she,  mocking  him.  "  /was  engaged  in  getting  the  rooms 
read}'  for  his  Roj'al  Highness  the  Prince  of  Crim  Tartary,  who 
is  coming  to  pay  my  papa's  court  a  visit." 

"  The  —  Prince  —  of  —  Crim  —  Tartary  !  "  Giglio  said, 
aghast. 

"Yes,  the  Prince  of  Crim  Tartary,"  says  Angelica,  mock- 
ing him.  "I  dare  say  3Tou  never  heard  of  such  a  country. 
What  did  you  ever  hear  of?  You  don't  know  whether  Crim 
Tartary  is  on  the  Red  Sea,  or  on  the  Black  Sea,  I  dare  say." 

"Yes,  I  do:  it's  on  the  Red  Sea,"  says  Giglio;  at  which 
the  Princess  burst  out  laughing  at  him,  and  said,  "  Oh,  3-011 
ninny !  You  are  so  ignorant,  you  are  really  not  fit  for  society  ! 
You  know  nothing  but  about  horses  and  dogs,  and  arc  only 
fit  to  dine  in  a  mess-room  with  my  Royal  Father's  heaviest 
dragoons.  Don't  look  so  surprised  at  me,  sir:  go  and  put 
your  best  clothes  on  to  receive  the  Prince,  and  let  me  °-et  the 
drawing-room  ready." 

Giglio  said,  "  Oh,  Angelica,  Angelica,  I  didn't  think  this  of 
you.  This  wasn't  your  language  to  me  when  you  gave  me  this 
nng^and  I  gave  you  mine  in  the  garden,  and  you  gave  me  that 

iv 

But  what  k—  was  we  never  shall  know,  for  Angelica,  in  a 
rage,  cried,  "Get  out,  you  saucy,  rude  creature!  How  dare 
you  to  remind  me  of  your  rudeness  !  As  for  your  little  trump- 
ery twopenny  ring,  there,  sir  — there  !  "  And  she  fluno-  it  out 
of  the  window. 

"  It  was  my  mother's  marriage-ring,"  cried  Giglio. 

"  /  don't  care  whose  marriagc-rin-  it  was,"  cries  Angelica. 
''  Marry  the  person  who  picks  it  up  if  she's  a  woman  ;  you  shan't 
marry  me.  And  give  me  back  my  ring.  I've  no  patience  with 
people  who  boast  about  the  things  they  give  away.  / 
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who'll  give  me  much  finer  things  than  you  ever  gave  me.     A 

beggarly  ring  indeed,  not  worth  five  .shillings!" 

.N"\v  Angelica  little  knew  tliat  the  ring  which  (iiglio  had 
given  her  w:is  a  fairy  ring;  if  a  man  \\MP-  it.  it  made  all  the 
women  in  love  with  him;  if  a  woman,  all  the  gentlemen.  The 
JLJiie-.-n,  (iiglio's  mother,  quite  an  ordinary-looking  per-on.  \\.-i, 
udmircd  immensely  uhilslshe  wore  this  ring,  and  her  hu-hand 
w:i  >  I'ruiitic  when  she  v.:is  ill.  Hut  when  she  culled  her  little 
(iiglio  to  her,  and  put  the  ring  on  his  linircr.  KIIIL:  -sa\  i«>  did 
not  seem  to  care  for  his  wile  so  much  anv  more,  luit  transferred 
all  his  love  to  little  (ii-lio.  So  did  evervltodv  love  him  :is  long 
as  h«-  had  the  ring;  lutt  when,  as  <mite  a  child,  he  gav»-  it  to 
Angelica,  people  I.e^an  to  love  and  admire  her  ;  and  Ciiglio,  as 
tlie  saving  is,  played  only  .second  fiddle. 

••  Yes,"  .says  Angelica,  going  on  in  her  I'noINi  ungrateful 
way,  "/know  \\ho'll  gi\e  nu:  much  liner  things  than  your  beg- 
garly little  pearl  non>e, 

44  Very  good,  miss!  You  may  take  l>a«-k  umr  ring,  ton!" 
sa\s<-iglio.  his  eyes  Hashing  lire  at  her;  and  then,  as  if  his 
eyes  had  heen  suddenly  opened,  he  cried  out.  ••  I  la  !  \\lia' 
liii->  mean?  Is  this  the  \\oinaii  I  have  been  in  love  with  all 
my  life?  Have  I  been  such  a  ninny  as  to  throw  away  m\ 
regard  upon  you?  Why  —  actually  —  yes  —  you  arc  a  little 
crooked  !  " 

44  Oh,  yon  wretch  ! "  cries  Angelica. 

41  And.  upon  my  conscience,  you 
—  you  squint  a  little." 

44  Eh  :  "   cries  Angelica. 

44  And  your  hair  is  rod  —  and 
you  are  marked  with  the  smail-pox  — 
and  what?  you  have  three  false  teeth 
—  and  one  leg  shorter  than  the 
other:" 

"You  brute,  you  brute,  yon!" 
Angelica  screamed  out:  and  as  she 
seized  tin1  ring  with  one  hand, 
she  dealt  (Jiglio  one.  two,  three 
snrieks  on  the  face,  and  would  have 
pulled  the  hair  off  his  head  had 
he  not  started  laughing,  and  cry- 
ing, 

•4Oh,  dear  me,  Angelica!  don't 
pull  out  my  hair,  it  hurts  !  You  might 
remove  a  great  deal  of  your  own,  us  I 
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perceive,  without  scissors  or  pulling  at  all.     Oh,  ho,  ho !  ha, 

ha.  ha:  hf,  he,  he!M 

And  he  nearly  choked  himself  with  laughing,  and  she 
with  rage  ;  wlu-n.  with  a  low  bow,  and  dressed  in  his  Court 
habit,  Count  Gaml»al>rlla,  the  first  lord-in-waiting,  entered  and 
-aid,  "Royal  Highnesses!  Their  Majesties  expect  you  in 
the  Pink  Throne-room,  where  they  await  the  arrival  "of  the 
Prince  of  CRIM  TARTARY." 


VIII. 

HOW   GRUFFANUFF    PICKED   THE    FAIRY    RING   UP,    AND    PRINCE 
BULBO    CAME    TO    COURT. 

PRINCE  BULBO'S  arrival  had  set  all  the  court  in  a  flutter : 
everybody  was  ordered  to  put  his  or  her  best  clothes  on :  the 
footmen  had  their  gala  liveries  ;  the  Lord  Chancellor  his  new 
wig;  the  Guards  their  last  new  tunics;  and  Countess  Grutt- 
anuff,  you  ma}'  be  sure,  was  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  deco- 
rating her  old  person  with  her  finest  things.  She  was  walking 
through  the  court  of  the  Palace  on  her  way  to  wait  upon  their 
Majesties,  when  she  spied  something  glittering  on  the  pave- 
ment, and  bade  the  boy  in  buttons,  who  was  holding  up  her 
train,  to  go  and  pick  up  the  article  shining  yonder.  He  was  an 
ugly  little  wretch,  in  some  of  the  late  groom -porter's  old  clothes 
cut  down,  and  much  too  tight  for  him  ;  and  yet,  when  he  had 
taken  up  the  ring  (at  it  turned  out  to  be),  and  was  carrying  it 
to  his  mistress,  she  thought  he  looked  like  a  little  Cupid.  He 
gave  the  ring  to  her ;  it  was  a  trumpery  little  thing  enough,  but 
too  small  for  any  of  her  old  knuckles,  so  she  put  it  into  her 
pocket. 

"  Oh,  mum!"  says  the  boy,  looking  at  her,  "how  —  how 
bej'outiful  you  do  look,  mum,  to-day,  mum  !  " 

44  And  you,  too,  Jacky,"  she  was  going  to  say;  but,  look- 
ing down  at  him  —  no,  he  was  no  longer  good-looking  at  all 
—  but  only  the  carroty-haired  little  Jacky  of  the  morning. 
However,  praise  is  welcome  from  the  ugliest  of  men  or  boys, 
and  Gruffanuff,  bidding  the  boy  hold  up  her  train,  walked  on 
in  high  good-humor.  The  Guards  saluted  her  with  peculiar 
respect.  Captain  Hedzoff,  in  the  ante-room,  said,  "My  dear 
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mad. im.  yon  look  like  .'in  nn^i  !  to-day."  And  BO,  bowing  and 
smirkinir.  (irull'aniilf  went  in  and  took  her  nlu<  r  licliind  her 
Royal  Master  and  IfiltMtS,  wlm  were  in  the  throne- room. 


awaiting  the  Prince  of  Crim  Tartary.  Trineess  Angelica  sat 
at  their  1'eet.  and  behind  the  King's  ehair  stood  Prince  Giglio, 
looking  very  savn^e. 

The  Prince  of  ( 'rim  Tin'tMry  m.-ide  liis  nppenrance,  attended 
l>y  r>aron  Sleihootx.  his  chamberlain,  and  followed  by  a  black 
pag",  carrying  tlie  most  beautiful  crown  yon  ever  saw!  He 
Iressed  in  his  tr:»vellin«r  costinne.  and  his  hair  was  a  little 
in  disorder.  "  I  have  ridden  three  hundred  miles  since  break- 
fast," said  he.  "  so  eauvr  was  I  to  behold  the  Prin  —  the  Court 
and  august  family  of  Patlaiionia,  and  I  could  not  wait  one  min- 
ute before  appearing  in  your  Majc-btie*'  presences." 
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,  from  behind  the  throne,  burst  out  into  a  roar  of  con- 
temptuous laughter;  but  all  the  Royal  party,  in  fact,  were  so 
flurried,  that  they  did  not  hear  this  little  outbreak.  "Your 
R.  II.  is  welcome  in  any  dress,"  says  the  King.  "  Glumboso, 
a  chair  for  his  Royal  Highness." 

"Any  dress  his  Royal  Highness  wears  is  a  Court-dress," 
says  Princess  Angelica,  smiling  graciously. 

"Ah!  but  you  should  see  my  other  clothes,"  said  the 
Prince.  "  I  should  have  had  them  on,  but  that  stupid  carrier 
has  not  brought  them.  Who's  that  laughing?  " 

It  was  Giglio  laughing.  "I  was  laughing,"  he  said,  "be- 
cause you  said  just  now  that  you  were  in  such  a  hurry  to  see 
the  Princess,  that  you  could  not  wait  to  change  your  dress  ; 
and  now  3'ou  say  you  come  in  those  clothes  because  you  have 
no  others." 

"And  who  are  you?"  sa}Ts  Prince  Bulbo,  very  fiercely. 

"My  father  was  King  of  this  countiy,  and  I  am  his  only 
son,  Prince  !  "  replies  Giglio,  with  equal  haughtiness. 

"  Ha  !  "  said  the  King  and  Glumboso,  looking  very  flurried  ; 
but  the  former,  collecting  himself,  said,  "Dear  Prince  Bulbo, 
I  forgot  to  introduce  to  }*our  Royal  Highness  my  dear  nephew, 
his  Royal  Highness  Prince  Giglio!  Know  each  other!  Em- 
brace each  other  !  Giglio,  give  his  Ro3*al  Highness  your  hand  !  " 
And  Giglio,  giving  his  hand,  squeezed  poor  Bulbo's  until  the 
tears  ran  out  of  his  eyes.  Glumboso  now  brought  a  chair  for 
the  Ro}Tal  visitor,  and  placed  it  on  the  platform  on  which  the 
King,  Queen,  and  Prince  were  seated  ;  but  the  chair  was  on 
the  edge  of  the  platform,  and  as  Bulbo  sat  down,  it  toppled 
over,  and  he  with  it,  rolling  over  and  over,  and  bellowing  like 
a  bull.  Giglio  roared  still  louder  at  this  disaster,  but  it  was 
with  laughter  ;  so  did  all  the  Court  when  Prince  Bulbo  got  up  ; 
for  though  when  he  entered  the  room  he  appeared  not  very 
ridiculous,  as  he  stood  up  from  his  fall,  for  a  moment,  he  looked 
so  exceedingly  plain  and  foolish  that  nobody  could  help  laugh- 
ing at  him.  When  he  had  entered  the  room,  he  was  observed 
to  cany  a  rose  in  his  hand,  which  fell  out  of  it  as  he  tumbled. 

"  My  rose  !  my  rose  !  "  cried  Bulbo  ;  and  his  chamberlain 
dashed  forwards  and  picked  it  up,  and  gave  it  to  the  Prince, 
who  put  it  in  his  waistcoat.  Then  people  wondered  why  they 
had  laughed;  there  was  nothing  particularly  ridiculous  in  him. 
He  was  rather  short,  rather  stout,  rather  red-haired,  but,  in 
fine,  for  a  prince  not  so  bad. 

So  they  sat  and  talked,  the  royal  personages  together,  the 
Grim  Tartar  officers  with  those  of  Paflagonia  —  Giglio  very 
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comfortable  with  GruflamiH'  behind  the  throne.      lie  looked  at 

her  with  such  tender  e\e>.  that    her  heart  WHS  all   in  a  flutter. 

k'  ( )li,  dear  Prince."  she  said,  ••  how  could  you  speak  so  haughtilv 

presence  of  their  Majesties!'      I    protest    I    thought    I    should 

ive  fainted." 

M  I  slniuld  have  cauiiht  you  iu  rny  anus,"  said  Giglio,  look- 
rapt  i. 

"\Vh\  wen-  y>n  90  <Tuel  to  Prince  Bulbo,  dear  Prince?" 
B  Grutf. 

"Because  I  hate  him,"  -ays  Gil. 

"You  are   jealous  of  him.  ;u'd  still  love   poor  Angelica/' 
GruM'anuif.  putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

"I  did,  but  I  love  hei  no  more  !  '  (  i  i^lio  cried.  "I  despise 
!  Wen-  she  heiress  to  twenty  thousand  thrones,  I  would 
spise  her  and  scorn  her.  lint  »\hy  speak  of  thrones?  I 
ive  lost  mine.  I  am  too  weak  toreco\»r  it — I  am  alone,  and 
ive  no  friend." 

"Oh,  say  not  so.  dear  Prii,  \  s  Gruflanuff. 

11  Ilesidex."  says  \i>  .  •  I  am  so  liajipy  here  behind  the  lhr»ne, 
it  I  would  not  change  m\  place,  no,  not  for  the  throne  of  the 
•rid!" 

"  \\  hat     an-    }'OU    two    people 
uitteriug     al>out      there?" 

Queen,  who  was  rather 
l-natured,  though  not  over- 
irdened  with  wisdom.  tk  It  is 
1C  to  dress  for  dinner.  Giirlio, 
low  Prince  Hullto  to  his  room. 
ince.  if  your  clothes  have  not 
>me,  we  shall  he  very  happy  to 
you  as  you  are."  Hut  when 
nice  liulho  u'ot  to  his  bedroom, 
aire  was  there  and  un- 
•ked  ;  and  the  hairdresser  com- 
in.  cut  and  curled  him  entirely 
his  own  satisfaction  ;  and  when 
dinner-bell  ran-.:,  the  royal 
Mupany  had  not  to  wait  above 
•e-and-twenty  minutes  until  Bul- 
nppeared,  dui'injx  which  time 
Kin«r,  who  could  not  bear  to 
lit,  grew  as  sulky  as  possible, 
for  Giglio.  he  never  left  Madam 
rruflanull'  all  tbig  time,  but  stood 
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with  her  in  the  embrasure  of  a  window,  paying  her  compliments. 
At  length  the  groom  of  the  chambers  announced  his  Royal  High- 
ness the  Prince  of  Crim  Tartury  !  and  the  noble  company  went 
into  the  royal  dining-room.  It  was  quite  a  small  party  ;  only 


the  King  and  Queen,  the  Princess,  whom  Bulbo  took  out,  the 
two  Princes,  Countess  Gruffanuff,  Glumboso  the  Prime  Minis- 
ter, and  Prince  Bulbo's  chamberlain.  You  may  be  sure  they 
had  a  very  good  dinner  —  let  every  boy  or  girl  'thhik  of  what 
he  or  she  likes  best,  and  fancy  it  on  the  table.* 

The  Princess  talked  incessantly  all  dinner-time  to  the 
Prince  of  Crimea,  who  ate  an  .immense  deal  too  much,  and 
never  took  his  eyes  off  his  plate,  except  when  Giglio,  who 

*  Here  a  very  pretty  game  may  be  played  by  all  the  children  saying 
what  they  like  best  for  dinner. 
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was  carving  a  -»-nt   a  'juantity  of  stuffing   and  onion- 

•  !ii-in.  (iiglio  only  hurst  out  a-laughing  as 
the  Crimean  Prince  wiped  his  shirt-trout  an«l  lace  with  his 
scented  pocket-handkerchief.  Hr  did  not  make  Prince  HiiUio 
any  .Mpnl..j-y.  \\licn  tin-  1'rinci-  looked  at  him.  (iiglio  would 
nut  l<>ok  that  way.  When  I'rimv  Hullx)  said,  '•  Prince  (iiglio, 
may  I  have  the  honor  of  taking  a  -la>s  of  *iiie  with  you?" 
(iiglio  iron/i/ut  answer.  All  his  talk  and  his  e\.>  w.  re  for 
Countess  <  irulfanuil',  \vlio.  you  may  be  sure,  was  pleased  with 
( iiglio's  attentions  —  the  vain  old  creature!  When  he  was  not 
complimenting  her.  he  was  making  1'nn  of  I'rinee  Hulbo,  so 
l.-iid  tliat  (iruiranulf  was  always  tapping  liim  with  her  fan 
and  saying,  "  Oh,  you  satirical  Prince  !  Oh.  lie,  the  Prince  will 
"Well,  I  don't  mind,"  says  (iiglio,  louder  still. 
The  King  ami  (.Jiuvii  luckily  did  not  hear:  tor  her  Maje-ty 
was  a  little  deaf,  and  the  King  thought  so  much  about  his 
own  dinner,  and.  In  -ides,  made  Mich  a  dn-adl'iil  noise,  hob- 
goltliliiig  in  eating  it,  that  he  heard  nothing  else.  After 
dinner,  his  MajeMy  and  the  <.v>iieen  \\vnt  to  sleep  in  their 
urm-chairs. 

This  was  the  time  when  (liglio  began  his  tricks  with  I'rince 
linlho.  plying  that  young  gentleman  wilh  jx.rt.  ,-herry.  mad.  ir:i. 
ehampa_ne.  mar>ala.  cherry-brandy  and  pale  :il«-,  of  all  of 
which  .Ma-ter  Hulbo  drank  without  stint.  But  in  plying  his 
guot.  Oiglio  wa»  obliged  to  drink  himself,  and  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  took  more  thai  d  for  him,  so  that  the  3*01  ing  nien 

were  very  noisy,  rude,  and  foolish  when  they  joined  the  ladies 
after  dinner  :  and  dearly  did  they  pay  for  that  imprudence,  as 
now,  my  darlings,  you  shall  hear  1 

liulho  went  and  >at  by  the  piano,  where  Angelica  was 
playing  and  singing,  and  he  sang  out  of  tune,  and  he  upset  the 
coti'ee  when  the  footman  brought  it.  and  lie  laughed  out  of 
place,  and  talked  absurdly,  and  fell  asleep  and  snored  horridly. 
l»ooh,  the  nasty  pii: !  Hut  as  he  lay  there  stretched  on  the 
pink  satin  sofa,  Angelica  still  persisted  in  thinking  him  the 
most  beautiful  of  human  beings.  No  doubt  the  magic  rose 
which  liulbo  wi.iv  caused  .this  infatuation  on  Angeliea's  part; 
but  is  *hr  the  first  young  woman  who  has  thought  a  silly  fellow 
charming? 

Giglio  must  go  and  sit  by  flrufFanufT,  whose  old  face  he,  too. 
every  moment  began  to  find  more  lovel}'.     He  paid  the   : 
outrageous  compliments  to  her  :  —  There  nev- 
ling.     Older  than  he  was? —  Fiddle-de-dee  !     He  would  marry 
her --he;  would,  have  nothing  but  her! 
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To  marry  the  heir  to  the  throne !  Here  was  a  chance ! 
Thr  artful  hussy  actually  got  a  sheet  of  paper  and  wrote  upon 
it,  "This  is  to  give  notice  that  I,  Giglio,  only  son  of  Savio, 
King  <>!'  Pjitl:igoni:i.  heivby  promise  to  marry  the  charming  and 
virtuous  Barbara  Grisclda  Countess  Gruffanuff,  and  widow  of 
the  late  Jenkins  (irutlanulf.  Eaq." 

u  What  is  it  you  are  writing,  you  charming  Gruff}'?"  says 
Giglio,  who  was  lolling  on  the  sofa  by  the  writing-table. 

"Only  an  order  for  you  to  sign,  dear  Prince,  for  giving 
coals  and  blankets  to  the  poor,  this  cold  weather.  Look  !  the 
King  and  Queen  are  both  asleep  and  your  Royal  llighness's 
order  will  do." 

So  Giglio,  who  was  very  good-natured,  as  Gruffy  well  knew, 
signed  the  order  immediately;  and,  when  she  had  it  in  her 
pocket,  you  may  fancy  what  airs  she  gave  herself.  She  was 
ready  to  flounce  out  of  the  room  before  the  Queen  herself, 
as  now  she  was  the  wife  of  the  rightful  King  of  Paflagonia ! 
She  would  not  speak  to  Glumboso,  whom  she  thought  a  brute, 
for  depriving  her  dear  husband  -  of  the  crown  !  And  when 
candles  came,  and  she  had  helped  to  undress  the  Queen  and 


Princess,  she  went  into  her  own  room,  and  actually  prac- 
tised, on  a  sheet  of  paper,  "  Griselda  Paflagonia,"  "  Barbara 
Regina,"  "Griselda  Barbara,  Paf.  I»eo-.,"  and  I  don't  know 
what  signatures  besides,  against  the  day  when  she  should  be 
Queen  forsooth ! 
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IX. 

HOW    BKTSrNDA    GOT   TFTE    WARMING-PAS. 

LITTLE  r.efsindn  came  in  to  put  (irutranuflTs  hair  in  papers; 
and   tin-  (  ountess  was  so  pleased,  that,  for  a  wonder,  she  com- 
plimrntcd    P.etsinda.       ••  lietsinda  !  "    she   said,    "you   dn 
inv   hair    very    nicely  to-day  :    I    promised    you  a  little   present 
Hen-  are  five  sh —  no.  here  is  a  pretty  little   ring  that  I   picked 

—  that    I    have   had    ^onie   time."      And   she  gave  Uetsinda  the 
ring    she    had    picked    up    in    the    court.       It    iitted    Betsinda 

exactly. 

k*  It's  like  the  ring  the  Princess  used  to  wear,"  says  the 

maid. 

'•  No  such  thing."  says  Grulfiinutf;  M  I  have  had  it  this  ever 

so  long.  Tln-n tuck  me  up  <|nite  comfortable:  and  now,  as 

:  very  cold  night  "(tin-  snow  was  heatinu;  in  at  the  window), 
••you  may  go  and  warm  dear  Prince  (liglio's  bed,  like  a  good 
girl,  and  then  you  may  unrip  my  green  silk,  and  then  you  can 
jn^t  do  me  up  a  little  c:ip  |'.>r  the  morning,  and  then  you  can 
mend  that  hole  in  my  silk  stocking,  and  then  you  can  go  to 
bed,  P.etsinda.  Mind,  I  shall  want  my  cup  of  tea  at  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning." 

k-  I  suppose  I  had  best  warm  both  the  young  gentlemen's 
beds,  ma'am  r"  -ays  P.etsinda. 

(Jrullanutr.  for  reply,  said,  "Hau-au-ho! — Grau-haw-hoo ! 

—  Ilong-hrho!  "      In  fact,  she  was  snoring  sound  asleep. 

Her  room,  you  know,  is  next  to  the  King  and  C^iieen,  and 
the  Princess  i>  nr\t  to  them.  So  pretty  lieN'md:i  went  away 
for  the  coals  to  the  kitchen,  and  filled  the  royal  warming-pan. 

.Now  ^he  wax  a  very  kin<l,  merry,  civil,  pretty  girl;  but 
there  must  have  ln-m  something  very  captivating  about  her  this 
evening,  for  all  the  women  in  the  servants'-hall  began  to  scold 
and  abuse  her.  The  housekeeper  said  she  was  a  pert,  stuck-up 
thing:  the  upper-housemaid  asked,  how  dare  she  wear  such 
ringlets  and  ribbons,  it  was  quite  improper!  The  cook  (for 
these  was  a  woman-cook  as  well  as  a  man-cook)  said  to  the 
kitchen-maid  that  shr  never  could  see  anything  in  that  creefur: 
but  as  for  the  men.  every  one  of  them.  Coachman.  John,  But- 
tons the  page,  and  .Monsieur  the  Prince  of  (  run  Tartary's  valet, 
started  up  and  said  — 
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"  My  eyes  !         \ 

3  mussey !       (       h  t          u      irl  Betsinda  ig  , » 

14  O  jemmany  !    f 

"  O  ciel ! 

"Hands  off;  none  of  your  impertinence,  you  vulgar,  low 
people !"  says  I>rt>inda,  walking  oft'  with  her  pan  of  coals. 
She  heard  the  young  gentlemen  playing  at  billiards  as  she  went 
up  stairs  :  lirst  to  Prince  Giglio's  bed,  which  she  warmed,  and 
then  to  Prince  Bulbo's  room. 

He  came  in  just  as  she  had  done ;  and  as  soon  as  he  saw 
her,  "O!  O!  O!  O!  O!  O!  what  a  beyou — oo — ootiful  crea- 
ture you  are  !  You  angel  —  you  Peri  —  you  rosebud,  let  me  be 
thy  bulbul  —  thy  Bulbo,  too  !  Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me  ! 
I  never  saw  a  young  gazelle  to  glad  me  with  its  dark  blue  eye 
thut  had  eyes  like  thine.  Thou  nymph  of  beauty,  take,  take 
this  young  heart.  A  truer  never  did  itself  sustain  within  a 
soldier's  waistcoat.  Be  mine !  Be  mine !  Be  Princess  of 
Crim  Tartary  !  My  Royal  Father  will  approve  our  union  :  and 
as  for  that  little  carroty-haired  Angelica,  I  do  not  care  a  fig 
for  her  any  more." 

u  Go  away,  your  Ro}Tal  Highness,  and  go  to  bed,  please," 
said  Betsinda,  with  the  warming-pan. 

But  Bulbo  said,  '  No,  never,  till  thou  swearest  to  be  mine, 
thou  lovel}r,  blushing  chambermaid  divine !  Here,  at  thy 
feet,  the  roj'al  Bulbo  lies,  the  trembling  captive  of  Betsinda's 
eyes." 

And  he  went  on,  making  himself  so  absurd  and  ridiculous, 
that  Betsinda,  who  was'  full  of  fun,  gave  him  a  touch  with  the 
warming-pan,  which,  I  promise  you,  made  him  cry  '•  O-o-o-o  !  " 
in  a  ver}'  different  manner. 

Prince  Bulbo  made  such  a  noise  that  Prince  Giglio,  who 
heard  him  from  the  next  room,  came  in  to  see  what  was  the 
matter.  As  soon  as  he  saw  what  was  taking  place,  Giglio,  in 
a  fury,  rushed  on  Bulbo,  kicked  him  in  the  rudest  manner  up 
to  the  ceiling,  and  went  on  kicking  him  till  his  hair  was  quite 
out  of  curl. 

Poor  Betsinda  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  to  cry  ;  'the 
kicking  certainly  must  hurt  the  Prince,  but  then  he  looked  so 
droll !  When  Giglio  had  done  knocking  him  up  and  down  to 
the  ground,  and  whilst  he  went  into  a  corner  rubbing  himself, 
what  do  you  think  Giglio  does?  He  goes  down  on  his  own 
knees  to  Betsinda,  takes  her  hand,  begs  her  to  accept  his  heart, 
and  offers  to  marry  her  that  moment.  Fancy  Betsinda's  con- 
dition, who  had  been  in  love  with  the  Prince  ever  since  she 
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first  saw  him  in  tin-  palace  <_ranl<-n.  when   slic  was  quite  a  little 
Child. 

"  Oh,  divine  P.i'Niiidfi !  "  S.-IYS  tin-  TYinco,  ••  how  have  I  lived 

fifleell    years     111    thy   e<  ilii|  »ai)V   without    seriliLT     thy    perfections? 


What  woman  in  all  Kurope,  Asia.  Africa,  and  America  —  nay, 
in  Australia.  «>niv  it  »s  n"<  Vrt  di-covercd — can  presume  to  be 
thve.inal?  An-vliea?  Pish !  ( irnllanntf?  Phoo  !  The  Queen? 
II-i.  ha!  Thou  art  niv  (jneen.  Thou  art  the  real  Angelica, 
becaiHe  tlum  art  really  angelic." 

44  Oh.  Prinee!  I  am  but  a  poor  chambermaid,"  says  Bet- 
sinda.  looking,  however,  very  much  picked. 

••  Did-t  tiiou  not  tend  me  in  my  sickness,  when  all  forsook 
me?"  continues  Ci^lio.  *«  Did  not  thy  jit-iitle  hand  smooth  my 
pillow,  and  hrinir  me  jelly  and  roast-chicken?" 

"Yes.  dear  Prince.  I  did."  says  Hctsiuda,  "and  I  sewed 
vour  T\o\al  Hi-_rhnes^'s  shii  t-huttons  on  too,  if  you  please,  your 
loyal  Highness/1  erics  thU  artless  maiden. 

\VUea  poor  Priuce  Bulbo,  who  was  now  madly  in  love  with 
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Betsinda,  heard  this  declaration,  when  he  saw  the  unmistak- 
able glances  which  she  flung  upon  Giglio,  Bulbo  began  to  cry 
bitterly.  an<l  tore  quantities  of  hair  out  of  his  head,  till  it  all 
covered  the  room  like  so  much  to\v. 

Betsinda  had  left  the  warming-pan  on  the  floor  while  the 
Princes  were  going  on  with  their  conversation,  and  as  they  began 
now  to  quarrel  and  be  very  fierce  with  one  another,  she  thought 
proper  to  run  away. 

41  You  great  big  blubbering  booby,  tearing  your  hair  in  the 
corner  there  !  of  course  3*011  will  give  me  satisfaction  for  insult- 
ing Betsinda.  You  dare  to  kneel  down  at  Princess  Giglio's 
knees  and  kiss  her  hand  !  " 

"  She's  not  Princess  Giglio  !  "  roars  out  Bulbo.     "  She  shall 
be  Princess  Bulbo,  no  other  shall  be  Princess  Bulbo." 
44  You  are  engaged  to  my  cousin  !  "  bellows  out  Giglio. 
44 1  hate  your  cousin,"  says  Bulbo. 

44  You  shall  give  me  satisfaction  for  insulting  her!"  cries 
Giglio  in  a  fury. 

44  I'll  have  your  life." 
44  I'll  run  you  through." 
44  I'll  cut  your  throat." 
44  I'll  blow  3*011  r  brains  out." 
44  I'll  knock  your  head  off." 
44  I'll  send  a  friend  to  }rou  in  the  morning." 
44  I'll  send  a  bullet  into  you  in  the  afternoon." 
44  We'll  meet  again,"  says  Giglio,  shaking  his  fist  in  Bulbo's 
face;  and  seizing  up  the  warming-pan,  he  kissed  it,  because, 
forsooth,  Betsinda  had  carried   it,  and   rushed   down    stairs. 
What  should  he  see  on  the  landing  but  his  Majesty  talking  to 
Betsinda,  whom  he  called  by  all  sorts  of  fond  names.     His 
Majesty  had  heard  a  row  in   the  building,  so  he   stated,  and 
smelling  something  burning,  had  come  out  to  see  what  the 
matter  was. 

"It's  the  young  gentlemen  smoking,  perhaps,  sir,"  says 
Betsinda. 

"  Charming  chambermaid,"  says  the  King  (like  all  the  rest 
them),  "  never  mind  the  young  men  !     Turn  thy  eyes  on  a 
middle-aged  autocrat,  who  has  been  considered  not  ill-lookincr 
m  his  time." 

44  Oh,  sir  !  what  will  her  Majesty  say?"  cries  Betsinda. 

Her  Majesty!  "  laughs  the  monarch.     "Her  Majesty  be 

Am  I  not  Autocrat  of  Paflagonia?      Have    I   not 

blocks,  ropes,  axes,  hangmen-— ha?     Runs  not  a  river  by  my 

palace  wall?     Have  I  not  sacks  to  sew  up  wives  withal?     Say 
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but  thf  word,  tlint  thou  wilt  be  mine  own, — your  mistress 
straightway  in  n  sark  is  sewn,  and  th<»u  tin-  sliaivr  of  my  In-art 
and  tin-one." 

When  (iiirlio  heard  these  atrocious  sentiments.  IK-  fnr^ot  Ilie 
respt-c-t  nsnaily  paid  to  Knyalty,  lifted  up  the  w.-inninjj-iKin,  and 


knocked  down  the  King  as  flat  as  a  pancake;  after  which, 
Master  Giglio  took  to  his  heels  and  ran  away,  and  Betsinda 
went  off  screaming,  and  the  Queen,  Grutlannir.  and  the  Prin- 
all  eamo  out  of  their  rooms.  Fancy  their  feelings  on  be- 
holding their  husband,  father,  sovereign,  in  this  posture! 
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HOW  KING   VALOROSO   WAS    IN    A    DREADFUL    PASSIOM. 

As  soon  as  the  coals  began  to  burn  him,  the  King  came  to 
himself  and  stood  up.  "Ho!  my  Captain  of  the  Guards!" 
his  Majesty  exclaimed,  stamping  his  royal  feet  with  rage.  O 
piteous  spectacle !  the  King's  nose  was  bent  quite  crooked  by 

the  blow  of  Prince 
Giglio!  His  Ma- 
jesty ground  his 
teeth  with  rage. 
"  Hedzoff,"  he 
said,  taking  a 
death-warrant  out 
of  his  dressing- 
gown  pocket,  — 
"Hedzoff,  good 
Hedzoff, seize  upon 
the  Prince.  Thou'lt 
find  him  in  his 
chamber  two  pair 
up.  But  now  bft 
dared,  with  sacri- 
legious hand,  t<* 
strike  the  sacred 
nightcap  of  a  king 
-  Hedzoff,  and 
floor  me  with  a 
warming-pan !  Away,  no  more  demur,  the  villain  dies  !  See 
it  be  done,  or  else  —  h'm  !  —  ha  !  —  h'm  !  mind  thine  own  eyes  !  *' 
And  followed  by  iihe  ladies,  and  lifting  up  the  tails  of  his 
dressing-gown,  the  King  entered  his  own  apartment. 

Captain  Hedzoff  was  very  much  affected,  having  a  sincere 
love  for  Giglio.  "Poor,  poor  Giglio!"  he  said,  the  tears 
rolling  over  his  manly  face,  and  dripping  down  his  moustaches. 
"  My  noble  young  Prince,  is  it  my  hand  must  lead  thee  to 
death?" 

"  Lead  him  to  fiddlestick,  Hedzoff,"  said  a  female  voice. 
It  was  Gruffanuff,  who  had  come  out  in  her  dressing-gown 
when  she  heard  the  noise.  "The  King  said  you  were  to 
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harm:    the    Prince.       Well,    hang    Mi,- 

Prince.*1 

ik  I  don't    understand    you," 
lied/off,  wlio  was  not  a  vi-  ry  < 

man. 

••  You  (laby  !    In-  didn't  say  ichi<-h 
Prim  -e."  >a\  s  (  IniHamiff. 

••  No  ;    tic  didn't    >ay  whicli,  ccr- 
tainlv."  said  Hcdzolf. 

••'Well.    Him,    take     IJulbo,    and 
hung  him!  " 

When  Captain  lled/off  heard  this. 
lichruantodanccalxxit  lor  j..y.  "()!»»- 
dicncc  is  a  soldier's  honor,"  s;i\ 
"  Trince  liullm's  head  will  do  capi- 
tally :"  and  he  went  to  arrest  the 
Ti-iih-e  the  vei-y  lir>t  tiling  next  inorn- 

l!e  knocked  at  the  door.    "Who'- 
flu-re.  j     Hnllx).        "Captain 

Hedzoff  ?      ->tep    in.   pray,   my 
Captain  ;    I'm  deliu'lited  to 

I  iiave  i»e.-n  expecting  you." 
••  Have  you?"  says  Hedzoff. 

Sleibootz,  my  Chamberlain,  will  act  for  me, 
Prince. 

••  I  IK-IT  your  Royal  Highnesflfc  pardon,  but  you  will  have  to 

•;iet  lor  yourself,  and  it's  a  pity  to  wake  Huron  Sleibootz." 

The  Prince  \\u\\n)  still  seemed  U>  take  the  matter  very  coolly. 

••  Of  eoui-e.  Captain."  >ays  he.  ••  you  arc  come  about  that  affair 

with  Prince  (  li^l; 

-•  I'reci-  !  Ilcdzoff  :  "  that  affair  of  Prince  Gi<_dio." 

"  Is    it    to    he   pistols,   or  swords.  Captain?"  asks    Hulbo. 

'•  I'm  a   pretty  good   hand   with    both,  and    I'll   do  for   Prince 

(uirlio    as  sun-  as    my  name  is    my  Ro3'al    Highness    Prince 

Bulb 

•  me  mistake,  my  lord,"  s&ys  the  Captain.     "  The 
done  with  r/rrx  among  us." 

That's    v!iai-p    work."    >ays   Bnlbo.       kv  C'all    my 

Chamberlain,  he'll  be  my  second,  and  in   ten  minutes  I  flatter 

m\>di'   you'll    see    Master    (liglio's    head  off  his    impertinent 

shoulders.       I'm   Imngry    tor    his    blood.      IIoo-OO  —  ftW  !  "  and 

he  looked  as  savage  as  an  ogre. 


says  the 
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" 1  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  by  this  warrant  I  am  to  take 
you  prisoner,  ami  hand  you  over  to  — to  the  executioner." 

"  Pooh,  pooh,  my  good  man  !  —  Stop,  I  say,  —  ho  !  --  hul- 
loa ! "  was  all  that  this  luckless  Prince  was  enabled  to  say ;  for 


Hedzoffs  guards  seizing  him,  tied  a  handkerchief  over  his 
mouth  and  face,  and  carried  him  to  the  place  of  execution. 

The  King,  who  happened  to  be  talking  to  Glumboso,  saw 
him  pass,  and  took  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  said,  t4  So  much  for 
Giglio.  Now  let's  go  to  breakfast." 

The  Captain  of  the  Guard  handed  qver  his  prisoner  to  the 
Sheriff,  with  the  fatal  order. 

44  AT   SIGHT  CUT   OFF  THE    BEARER'S   HEAD. 

"  VALOROSO  XXIV." 
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44  It's  a  mistake."  Bftyi  IJulbo,  who  did  not  seem  to  under- 
stand tin-  l>ii-inc-s  in  tin-  lea-t. 

"Poo  ;  •  •»  -pooh."  says  the  Sin-rid'.  "  Fetch  Jack  K»  t.-li 
instantly.  .lack  Ketch  :  ' 

And  poor  l.nlho  w:is  led  to  tin-  scallold.  when-  an  executioner 
vvitli  u  Mock  and  a  tremendous  axe  was  always  ready  in  case 
he-  should  I'e  wanted. 

liut  we  must  now  revert  to  Giglio  and  Betsinda. 


XI. 

WHAT   GRUFFANUFF   DID  TO   GIGLIO    AND    BETSINDA. 

r.urri  \M  i  i  .  who  had  seen  wliat  had  happened  with  the 
King,  and  knew  that  (liglio  must  come  to  grief,  got  up  very 
early  the  next  morning,  and  went  to  devise  some  plans  for 
re-niing  her  darling  husband,  as  tlie  silly  old  thing  insisted  on 
calling  him.  She  found  him  walking  up  and  down  the  garden, 
thinking  of  a  rhyme  for  IJet-inda  (fimli-r  and  iri/t>/tt  were  all  he 
could  find),  and  indeed  having  forgotten  all  about  the  past 
evening,  except  that  Betsinda  was  the  most  lovely  of  beings. 

••  Well,  dear  Ciiglio?"  says  Grulf. 

"Well.  (Uar  Gruffy?"  says  Giglio,  only  he  was  quite 
satirical. 

44  I  have  been  thinking,  darling,  what  you  must  do  in  this 
scrape.  You  must  tly  the  country  for  a  while." 

"  What  scrapt •?  —  tly  the  country?  Never  without  her  I 
love,  Connies.-."  B*ye  ( Jiglio. 

41  No.  she  will  accompany  you,  dear  Prince,"  she  sa3'8  in  her 
nx»-t  eoaxinir  accent-.  "  1'ii-t.  we  must  get  the  jewels  belong- 
ing to  our  royal  parents,  and  those  of  her  and  his  present 
Majesty.  Here  is  the  key.  duck  ;  they  are  all  }*ours,  you  know, 
by  right,  for  you  are  the  rightful  King  of  Paflagonia,  and  }*our 
wife  will  be  the  rightful  (Jneen." 

"  Will  she?  "  says  ( liglio. 

44  Yes  ;  and  having  got  the  jewel-,  go  to  Glumboso's  apart- 
ment, where,  under  his  bed.  you  will  tind  sacks  containing 
money  to  the  amount  of  £:>1  T'.HIK ).()<)<), 987,439  13*.  6Jrf.,  all 
belonging  to  you.  for  he  took  it  out  of  your  royal  father's  room 
on  the  day  of  hi<  death.  With  thi*  v.-e  will  fly." 
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"  We  will  ily?"  says  Giglio. 

"Yes,  you  and  your  bride — your  affianced  love  —  youi 
(Irulfv  !  "  s:\vs  the  Countess,  with  a  languishing  leer. 

"You  my  bride!"  says  Giglio.  "You,  you  hideous  old 
woman  !  " 

"  Oh,  you  —  you  wretch!  didn't  you  give  me  this  paper 
promising  marriage  ?  "  cries  Gruff. 


"  Get  away,  you  old  goose !  I  love  Betsinda,  and  Betsinda 
only ! "  And  in  a  fit  of  terror  he  ran  from  her  as  quickly  as 
he  could. 

11  He  !  he  !  he  !  "  shrieks  out  Gruff;  "  a  promise  is  a  prom- 
ise, if  there  are  laws  in  Paflagonia !  And  as  for  that  monster, 
that  wretch,  that  fiend,  that  ugly  little  vixen  —  as  for  that 
upstart,  that  ingrate,  that  beast  Betsinda,  Master  Giglio  will 
have  no  little  difficulty  in  discovering  her  whereabouts.  He 
may  look  very  long  before  finding  her^  I  warrant.  He  little 
knows  that  Miss  Betsinda  is  —  " 

Is  —  what?  Now,  you  shall  hear.  Poor  Betsinda  got  up 
at  five  in  winter's  morning  to  bring  her  cruel  mistress  her  tea  ; 
and  instead  of  finding  her  in  a  good  humor,  found  Gruffy  as 
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rross  as  two  slicks.     The  Countess  boxed  BeNinda's  cars  half 
a    do/.en    times    whilst    she    was    dUMfiftgi    but    :i-    !>"<>r    little 
Urtsiwla  wa-   used   to   this   kind  of  treatment.  >l\c  did   n<>- 
any  ^pecial  alarm.     ••  An«l  new,"  >ays  >he,  ••  when  her  Majesty 
rings  her  bell  twice,  I'll  trouble  \<>u.  >  attend." 

So  when  the  (Queen's  hell  rang  twice.  Bet>inda  came  to  her 
Majoty  and  made  a  pretty  .little  cnrt>y.  The  Queen,  the 
Princes:,  and  ( i  niH'annir  wi-iv  all  three  in  the  room.  As  soon 
as  they  saw  her  they  began. 

tk  Yon  wretch  !  "  say>  the  ( )iieen. 

44  Yon  little  vulgar  thiiiLT !  "  -aid  the  Princess. 

44  You  beast  !  "  says  Grutlanntr. 

*4  Get  out  of  my  sight  !  "  says  the  <^neen. 

44  Go  away  witii  yon.  do  !  "  aaja  the  Princess. 

44  Quit  the  pn-iuiM^!"  say-  ( .rnil'anutr. 

Alas  :  and  woe  is  me  '.  very  lamentable  events  had  occurred 
to  Hetsiuda  that  morning,  and  all  in  coiiM-queiice  of  that  fatal 
ivanuiiiLr-paii  IUIHIIOS  Of  the  jn-evinus  niuht.  The  King  had 
otl'ered  to  marry  her:  of  coiir-e  her  Majesty  the  Queen  was 
jealous:  Bnlbo  had  i'allen  in  love  with  her;  «>f  course  Angelica 
was  furious  :  Giglio  was  in  love  with  her,  and  oh,  what  a  fury 
(irulfy  was  in ! 

"Takcofl-that     |      gicoat 

and  began  tearing  the  clothes  off  poor  Betsinda. 

(  the  Kin  )  cried  the  Queen,  the 

I'rinceBulbo?"  Princess,  and 

(Prinee  Giglio?"    )  Countess. 

44  Give  her  the  rap*  she  wore  when  she  came  into  the  house, 
and  turn  her  out  of  it !  "  cries  the  Quern. 

4k  Mind  she  does  not  ir«>  with  /////  shoes  on,  which  I  lent  her 
so  kindly."  -ays  the  Princess;  and  indeed  the  Princess's  shoes 
wen-  a  irreat  deal  too  hi^  for  Betsinda. 

"Conn1  with  me.  yon  filthy  hussy!"  and  taking  up  the 
Queen's  poker,  the  cruel  Gruflanuff  drove  Betsinda  into  her 
room. 

Tin  Countess  went  to  the  glass  box  in  which  she  had  kept 
Betsinda's  old  cloak  and  shoe  this  ever  so  long,  and  said, 
44  Take  those  rags,  you  little  beggar  creature,  and  strip  off 
everything  belonging  u>  honest  people,  and  go  about  your 
business."  And  she  actually  tore  off  the  poor  little  delicate 
thing's  back  almost  ail  her  things,  and  told  her  to  be  off  out  of 
the  house. 
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Poor  Betsinda  huddled  the  cloak  round  her  back,  on  which 
were  embroidered  the  letters  PRIN  ....  ROSAL  .  .  and  then 
came  a  great  rent. 

As  for  the  shoe,  what  was  she  to  do  with  one  poor  1 
tootsey  sandal?    The  string  was  still  to  it,  so  she  hung  it  round 
her  neck. 


"  Won't  }*ou  give  me  a  pair  of  shoes  to  go  out  in  the  snow, 
roum,  if  you  please,  mum?"  cried  the  poor  child. 

"  No,  you  wicked  beast !  "  says  Gruffanuff,  driving  her  along 
with  the  poker  —  driving  her  down  the  cold  stairs  —  driving 
her  through  the  cold  hall  —  flinging  her  out  into  the  cold  street, 
BO  that  the  knocker  itself  shed  tears  to  see  her ! 

But  a  kind  Fairy  made  the  soft  snow  warm  for  her  little 
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-...  t.  .-in.i   ihe  wrapped   herself  tip  in  tin-  ermine  of  her  mantle. 
and  was  gone  ! 

"  And  now  let  us   think   about  breakfa-t."  sa\<  the  gn-,  d\ 

Queen. 

kk  \Vhat  dress  shall  I  put  on,  mamma?  tin-  pink  or  the  pea- 
green?"  sa\s  Angelica.  '*  Which  do  von  think  tin-  dear  Prince 
will  like  b 

44  Mrs.  V.  !"  sin-.:*-  out  the  King  from  his  dressing- room, 
"  let  us  have  Sausages  for  breakfast  '.  Keinember  we  have 
Prince  Bulbo  staxiug  \\ilh  u-  I  " 

And  they  all  went  to  irct  ready. 

Nine  o'clock  came,  and  they  were  all  in  the  break  fa -t -room, 
and  no  Prince  I>ulb<>  as  yet.  The  urn  was  hi-sing  and  hum- 
ming: the  miillins  were  smoking  —  such  a  heap  of  mullins  !  the 
eggs  were  done:  there  was  a  p«»t  of  ra-  pberry  jam.  and  coffee, 
and  a  beautiful  chicken  and  l«.n-iie  on  the  side-table.  Marmi- 
ti.uio  the  cook  brought  in  the  I.  Oh,  how  nice  they 

smelt ! 

"Where  is  Hulbo?"  said  the  King.  "John,  where  is  hi? 
IJoyal  Highix 

John  said  he  had  a  took  up  his  Roilighnessesses  shaving- 
water,  and  his  clothes  and  things,  and  he  wa-n't  in  his  room, 
which  he  sposed  his  Royline-s  vras jtffiJ  >te|»pe<l  hciit. 

"  Steppi  (1  out  before  breakfast  in  the  snow  !  Impossible  !  " 
the  King,  sticking  his  fork  into  a  sausage.  "My  dear, 
take  one.  Angelica,  won't  you  have  a  saveloy  ?"  The  Princess 
took  one,  being  very  fond  of  them  ;  and  at  this  moment  (Jlmn- 
boso  entered  with  Captain  Iledzoff,  both  looking  very  much 
disturbed.  k-  I  am  afraid  your  Majesty  — "  cries  Glumboso. 
••No  business  before  breaki'a-i.  (Hum!"  says  the  King. 
"  Breakfast  first,  business  next.  Mrs.  V.,  some  more  sugar!  " 

"Sire.  1  am  afraid  if  we  wait  till  after  breakfast  it  will  be 
too  late,"  says  Glumboso.  "  He — he — he'll  be  hanged  nt  half- 
past  nine." 

"Don't  talk  about  hanging  and  spoil  my  breakfast,  you 
unkind  vulgar  man  you,"  cries  the  Princess.  "John,  some 
mustard.  IVay  who  is  to  be  hanged?" 

"  Sire,  it  is  the  Prince,"  whispers  Glumboso  to  the  King. 

"Talk  about  business  after  breakfast,  I  tell  you!"  says 
his  Majesty,  quite  sulky. 

"  We  shall  have  a  war,  Sire,  depend  on  it,"  says  the  Minis- 
ter. "  His  father.  King  Padella  .  .  .  .  " 

"His  father,  King  who  9"  says  the  King.     "King  PadeliM 
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is  not  Giglio's  father.     My  brother,  King  Savio,  was  Giglio's 
futlu-r."  " 

••  It's  Prince  Bulbo  they  are  hanging,  Sire,  not  Prince  Gig- 
lip,"  says  tlu'  Prime  Minister 

"  You  told  me  to  hang  th>  Prince,  and  I  took  the  ugly 
one,"  says  Iledzoff.  "  I  didn't,  of  course,  think  your  Majesty 
intended  to  murder  your  own  flesh  and  blood  !  " 

The  King  for  all  reply  flung  the  plate  of  sausages  at  Hedz- 
off  s  head.  The  Princess  cried  out,  "  Hee-karee-karee  !  "  and 
fell  down  in  a  fainting-fit. 

"Turn  the  cock  of  the  urn  upon  her  Royal  Highness," 
suid  the  King,  and  the  boiling  water  gradually  revived  her. 
His  Majesty  looked  at  his  watch,  compared  it  by  the  clock  m 
the  parlor,  and  by  that  of  the  church  in  the  square  opposite  ; 
then  he  wound  it  up;  then  he  looked  at  it  again.  "The 
great  question  is,"  says  he,  "  am  I  fast  or  am  I  slow?  If  I'm 
slow,  we  may  as  well  go  on  with  breakfast.  If  I'm  fast,  why, 
there  is  just  the  possibility  of  saving  Prince  Bulbo.  It's  a 
doosid  awkward  mistake,  and  upon  my  word,  Hedzoff,  I  have 
the  greatest  mind  to  have  you  hanged  too." 

"  Sire,  I  did  but  my  duty  :  a  soldier  has  but  his  orders.  I 
didn't  expect,  after  forty-seven  3*ears  of  faithful  service,  that 
my  sovereign  would  think  of  putting  me  to  a  felon's  death  !  " 

"  A  hundred  thousand  plagues  upon  you !  Can't  you  see 
that  while  you  are  talking  my  Bulbo  is  being  hung?"  screamed 
the  Princess. 

"  By  Jove  !  she's  always  right,  that  girl,  and  I'm  so  absent," 
says  the  King,  looking  at  his  watch  again.  "  Ha  !  Hark,  there 
go  the  drums  !  What  a  doosid  awkward  thing  though  !  " 

"  O  Papa,  you  goose  !  Write  the  reprieve,  and  let  me  run 
with  it,"  cries  the  Princess  —  and  she  got  a  sheet  of  paper,  and 
pen  and  ink,  and  laid  them  before  the  King. 

"Confound  il !  Where  are  my  spectacles?"  the  Monarch 
exclaimed.  "  Angelica  !  Go  up  into  my  bedroom,  look  under 
my  pillow,  not  your  mamma's ;  there  you'll  see  my  keys. 
Bring  them  down  to  me,  and  —  Well,  well!  what  impetuous 
things  these  girls  are ! "  Angelica  was  gone,  and  had  run  up 
panting  to  the  bedroom  and  found  the  keys,  and  was  back 
again  before  the  King  had  finished  a  muffin.  "  Now,  love," 
saj'S  he,  "  you  must  go  all  the  way  back  for  my  desk,  in  which 
my  spectacles  are.  If  you  would  but  have  heard  me  out  .... 
Be  hanged  to  her  !  There  she  is  off  again.  Angelica  !  ANGE- 
LICA ! "  When  his  Majesty  called  in  his  loud  voice,  she  knew 
she  must  obey,  and  came  back. 


r— — 


ANGELICA  AJUUVUS  JUST  IN  TIMI. 
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*'  Mv  dear,  when  you  Lro  out  of  a  room,  how  often  have  I 
told  \oii,  a/tut  tttf  <I»nr  {  Th-tt's  a  darling.  That's  all."  At 
last  tin-  keys  an<l  tin-  desk  an«l  tin-  spectacles  were  <4<»t,  and  the 

mended  his  pen.  and  signed   hi*   name   to   a  feftfievi 
Angelica  ran   with    it    as   swift  as    the    wind.       ••  You'd    1 
stav,  my  love,  and   finish   the  innllins.      There's   n<>   MM-   «{oiii£. 
Hi-    sure    it's   too    laic.      Hand    me    over    that  raspberry  jam, 

-:iid    tin-   Monarch.      "Konir!     IJawong  !      Tin  -re 
•::iH-liour.      I  knew  it  v 

Anirolica  ran,  and  ran,  and  ran,  and  ran.  She  ran  up  Fore 
Street,  and  down  Ilijrli  Stiv*  t,  and  throuuli  tlic  Market-place, 
and  down  to  the  left,  and  over  the  In  id-e,  and  up  the  hlind 
tilli-y,  and  l>:u'k  a^iin,  and  round  l»y  lli-  -duii^ 

I'V  the   haherdasher's  on  the  ri.L,r!it,  «»ppo>itc  tlu-   lainp-pc-i. 
round  the  square,  and  she  came  —  -lie   <-:ime  to    the 

-he  saw  lUilbo  laying  liis  head  on  the  Mock!!! 
Tlio  exc-cutioncr  raided  liis  a\(  ,  hut  at  that  moment  the  Princess 
came  panting  up  and  cried  Reprieve.  ••  K  pi  i.  \  ,med 

the  rrinee--.  ••  Iveprieve  !  "  shoute.l  all  the  people.  Up  the 
scallold  stairs  she  sprang,  with  the  ability  of  a  li^liter  of  lamps  ; 
and  tlin^injjc  herself  in  liullio's  arms,  i-e^ardless  of  all  ceremony, 
she  cried  out,  "  O  my  I'rince  !  my  lord!  my  love!  my  Bulbo ! 
Thine  Angelica  has  been  in  time  to  save  thy  precious  exist- 
ence, sweet  roselmd;  to  prevent  thy  being  nipped  in  thy 
young  bloom  !  Had  audit  befallen  thee,  Angelica  too  had  died, 
and  welcomed  death  that  joined  her  to  her  liulbo." 

44  H'm !  there's  no  accounting  for  tastes,"  said  Bulbo,  look- 
ing so  very  much  pu/./lcdaud  uncomfortable,  that  the  Princess, 
in  tones  of  tenderest  strain,  asked  the  cause  of  his  disquiet. 

44 1  tell  you  what  it  is,  Angelica,"  said  he:  4t  since  I  came 
here,  yesterday,  there  lias  been  such  a  row,  and  disturbance, 
and  quarrelling,  and  fighting,  and  chopping  of  heads  off,  and 
the  deuce  to  pav,  that  I  am  inclined  to  go  back  to  Crim  Tar- 
tary." 

44  But  with  me  as  thy  bride,  my  Bulbo !  Though  wherever 
thou  art  is  Crim  Tartary  to  me,  my  bold,  my  beautiful,  mv 
liulbo!" 

41  Well,  well,  I  suppose  we  must  be  married,"  B&ys  Bulbo. 
"Doctor,  you  came  to  read  the  Funeral  Service  —  read  the 
Marriage  Service,  will  you?  What  mn>t  be,  must.  That  will 
satisfy  Angelica,  and  then,  in  the  name  of  peace  and  quietness, 
do  let  us  n;o  back  to  breakfast.'* 

Bulbo  had  carried  a  rose  in  his  mouth  all  the  time  of  the 
dismal  ceremony.  It  was  a  fair  ,,1  he  was  told  by  his 
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mother  that  he  ought  never  to  part  with  it.  So  he  had  kept  it 
between  his  teeth,  even  when  he  laid  his  poor  head  upon  the 
block,  hoping  vaguely  that  some  chance  would  turn  up  in  his 
favor.  As  he  began  t<>  speak  to  Angelica,  lie  forgot  about  the 
rose,  and  of  course  it  dropped  out  of  his  mouth.  The  roman- 
tic Princess  instantly  stooped  and  seized  it.  "Sweet  rose!" 
she  exclaimed,  "that  bloomed  upon  my  Bulbo's  lip,  never, 
never  will  I  part  from  thee !  "  and  she  placed  it  in  her  bosom. 
And  you  know  Bulbo  couldn't  ask  her  to  give  the  rose  back 
again.  And  they  went  to  breakfast ;  and  as  they  walked,  it  ap- 
peared to  Bulbo  that  Angelica  became  more  exquisitely  lovely 
every  moment. 

He  was  frantic  until  they  were  married ;  and  now,  strange 
to  say,  it  was  Angelica  who  didn't  care  about  him  !  He  knelt 
down,  he  kissed  her  hand,  he  prayed  and  begged ;  he  cried 
with  admiration  ;  while  she  for  her  part  said  she  really  thought 
they  might  wait ;  it  seemed  to  her  he  was  not  handsome  aii}r 
more —  no,  not  at  all,  quite  the  reverse ;  and  not  clever,  no, 
very  stupid ;  and  not  well  bred,  like  Giglio ;  no,  on  the  con- 
trary dreadfully  vul — 

What,  I  cannot  say,  for  King  Valoroso  roared  out  "  Pooh, 
stuff!"  in  a  terrible  voice.  "We  will  have  no  more  of  this 
shilly-shallying !  Call  the  Archbishop,  and  let  the  Prince  and 
Princess  be  married  off-hand  !  " 

So,  married  they  were,  and  I  am  sure  for  my  part  I  trust 
they  will  be  happy. 


xn. 

HOW   BETSINDA    FLED,    AND    WHAT    BECAME    OF    HER. 

BETSINDA  wandered  on  and  on,  till  she  passed  through  the 
town  gates,  and  so  on  the  great  Grim  Tartary  road,  the  very 
way  on  which  Giglio  too  was  going.  "  Ah  !  "  thought  she,  as 
the  diligence  passed  her,  of  which  the  conductor  was  blowing  a 
delightful  tune  on  his  horn,  "  how  I  should  like  to  be  on  that 
coach  ! '  But  the  coach  and  the  jingling  horses  were  very  soon 
gone.  She  little  knew  who  was  in  it,  though  very  likely  she 
was  thinking  of  him  all  the  time. 

Then  came  an  empty  cart,  returning  from  market ;  and  the 
driver  being  a  kind  man,  and  seeing  such  a  very  pretty  girl 
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iiiiiLI    d  Dg    tiM    load   with   bl  most    good-nutn   • 

e     her    :i     >e:.t.        He     -aid     he     li\ed     <>n     (he     confines    of    til' 
•.   \\hcre   his  old   father  was  :i  ITOOdllUUl,  mid.  if  .-he  lik«<i. 
be   \\«»ul«l    take   her  so   far  on   her    roa<l.      All    road-    wuv    tlu- 
iame  t<>  littl.-  Ii.-t>ii»«l:i.  M  >lu-  very  thankfully  took  this  <mr. 

And  tin-  cartrr  put  a  cloth  round  IHT  I'an-  fri-t.  and  gave 
her  sonic  l.ivad  and  cold  l»a<-on,  ami  N\:I^  \.T\  kind  to  her. 
For  all  that  >ln-  uas  \rrv  col<l  and  un-l:iuchc»l\  .  Whm  at'Ur 
Irjivfllin-r  on  and  on.  evening  came,  and  all  thr  1-iack  piin-s 
\\n-c  l.rndiiiL;  \\ith  >im\v,  and  tin-re,  at  last,  was  the  n>nilbrt- 
aMe  li^ht  beaming  in  the  \\oodman'>  windows;  and  so  th<y 
ari'ivt-d,  and  wmt  into  his  cotta-v.  He  was  an  old  limn,  and 
had  a  ninnltrr  of  chihlrcn,  who  were  just  at  .-upper,  with  ni«-e 
hot  l>read-and-milk,  when  their  elder  brother  arrived  with  the 
eart.  And  they  jumped  and  clapped  their  hands;  tor  th  y 
irere  good  Children ;  and  he  had  brought  them  toys  from  the 
town/  And  when  they  >aw  the  pretty  Btraoger,  they  ran  to  her, 
and  brought  her  to  the  lire,  and  rubbed  her  poor  lilt!--  feet,  and 
brought  her  bread-and-milk. 

--  Look,  1  ather,"  they  said  to  the  old  woodman,  "look  at 
this  poor  girl,  and  B66  \\hat  p.vtty  cold  feet  she  has.     They 
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are  as  white  as  our  milk!  And  look  and  see  what  an  odd 
c-loak  she  h:is,  just  like  the  bit  of  velvet  that  hangs  up  in  our 
cupboard,  and  which  you  found  that  day  the  little  cubs  were 
killed  by  King  Padella,  in  the  forest!  And  look,  why,  bless  us 
all !  she  has  got  round  her  neck  just  such  another  little  shoe  as 
that  you  brought  home,  and  have  shown  us  so  often  —  a  little 
blue  velvet  shoe  !  " 

"  What,"  said  the  old  woodman,  —  "What  is  all  this  about 
a  shoe  and  a  cloak  ?  " 

And  Betsinda  explained  that  she  had  been  left,  when  quite 
a  little  child,  at  the  town  with  this  cloak  and  this  shoe.  And 
the  persons  who  had  taken  care  of  her  had  —  had  been  angry 
with  her,  for  no  fault,  she  hoped,  of  her  own.  And  they  had 
sent  her  away  with  her  old  clothes  —  and  here,  in  fact,  she  was. 
She  remembered  having  been  in  a  forest  —  and  perhaps  it  was  a 
dream  —  it  was  so  very  odd  and  strange  —  having  lived  .in  a 
cave  with  lions  there  ;  and,  before  that,  having  lived  in  a  very, 
very  fine  house,  as  fine  as  the  King's,  in  the  town. 

When  the  woodman  heard  this  he  was  so  astonished,  it 
was  quite  curious  to  see  how  astonished  he  was.  He  went  to 
his  cupboard,  and  took  out  of  a  stocking  a  five-shilling  piece 
of  King  Cavolfiore,  and  vowed  it  was  exactl}'  like  the  young 
woman.  And  then  he  produced  the  shoe 
and  the  piece  of  velvet  which  he  had 
kept  so  long,  and  compared  them  with 
the  things  which  Betsinda  wore.  In 
Betsinda's  little  shoe  was  written,  "  Hop- 
kins, maker  to  the  Roj'al  Famil}' ; "  so 
in  the  other  shoe  was  written,  "Hop- 
kins, maker  to  the  Royal  Family."  In 
the  inside  of  Betsinda's  piece  of  cloak 
was  embroidered,  "  PRIN  ROSAL  ;  "  in  the 
other  piece  of  cloak  was  embroidered, 
*'  CESS  BA.  No.  246."  So  that  when  put  together  you  read, 

"  PRINCESS  ROSALBA.       No.   246." 

On  seeing  this,  the  dear  old  woodman  fell  down  on  his 
knee,  saying:  "O  my  princess,  O  my  gracious  royal  lad}',  O 
my  rightful  Queen  of  Crim  Tartary,  —  I  hail  thee  —  I  acknowl- 
edge thee  —  I  do  thee  homage  !  "  And  in  token  of  his  fealty, 
he  rubbed  his  venerable  nose  three  times  on  the  ground,  and 
put  the  Princess's  foot  on  his  head. 

"Why,"  said  she,  "my  good  woodman,  you  must  be  a 
nobleman  of  my  royal  father's  Court ! "  for  in  her  lowly 
retreat,  and  under  the  name  of  Betsinda,  HER  MAJESTY, 
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ROSM.P.A,   Qmen   of  Crim   Tart.nry.    had    n  ad    of  the    customs 

of  nil  foreij/ii  ci»urt>  nud  nations. 

"Marry,  indeed   am  I.  my   gracious   liegt tin'   poor    Lord 

Spinaehi     once,     tin-     humble     \\ondman     theM-     lifte.  n 

s\  in-        BTei   -inee   the   tyrant    1'adella    (may    ruin   overtake   the 

treaeherous    knave!)     «liMni»ed     me    from    mv    po-4    of    First 

Lord/1 

"  Fiist  Lord  (.!'  the  Toothpick  and  -Joint  Keeper  of  the 
Smilf-box?  I  mind  me!  Thou  heldot  the^e  po>ts  under 
our  royal  Sin-.  They  are  roton-d  to  thee.  Lord  Spinaehi  ' 
I  make  thee  knight  of  the  >eeond  ela-s  . .!'  mir  <  )rdi-r  of  the 
l'iini|)ki!i  (the  tir^t  ela-s  licinir  reserved  for  ep>\vn«'«l  heads 
alone.  K'i-e,  M.-ir.jiiis  of  S-pinar-hi  I  "  And  with  indescrilial)h' 
majesty,  the  (Jiu-rn,  who  had  no  sword  liainly.  waved  the 
pewt.T  spoon,  with  which  she  had  )>een  taking  her  luva-l 
milk,  over  the  hald  hea<l  of  the  old  uoltlemau.  whose  tears 
ah^olutely  made  a  puddle  on  the  -Toimd.  and  whose  dear 
children  went  to  l»ed  that  niirht  Lords  and  Ladies  liartolomeo, 
I'l'.'ildo,  Catarina,  and  Ottavia  de-_ili  Spinaehi! 

The  acquaintance  Ihu  .M\.n-iv  flowed  with  the  history 
;nid  n<>/tt<'  fiunil'rs  of  li«-r  empire,  was  wonderful.  ''The 
House  of  Broccoli  should  remain  faithful  to  us,"  she  said; 
*•  they  were  ever  welcome  at  our  Court.  Have  the  Arti- 
ciocchi,  as  was  their  wont,  turned  to  the  Rising  Sun?  The 
family  of  Sauerkraut,  must  sure  be  with  us  —  the}'  were  ever 
welcome  in  the  halls  of  Kin^  (  :\  ->lfiore."  And  so  she  went 
on  enumerating  quite  a  list  of  the  nohility  and  gentry  of  Crim 
Tartary,  so  admirably  had  her  Majesty  profited  by  her  studies 
while  in  exile. 

The  old  Marquis  of  Spinaehi  >aid  he  could  answer  for  them 
all;  that  the  whole  conn  try  groaned  under  Padella's  tyranny, 
and  longed  to  return  to  its  rightful  sovereign:  an*d  late  as  it 
was.  he  sent  his  children,  who  knew  tin-  forest  well,  to  summon 
this  noltleuian  and  that  ;  and  when  his  eldest  son,  who  had 
been  rubbing  the  horse  down  and  giving  him  his  supper,  came 
into  the  house  for  his  own,  the  Marquis  told  him  to  put  his 
boots  on,  and  a  saddle  on  the  mare,  and  ride  hither  and  thither 
to  such  and  such  people. 

When  the  young  man  heard  who  his  companion  in  the  cart 
had  been,  he  too  knelt  down  and  put  her  royal  foot  on  his  b 
he  too  bedewed  the  ground  with  his  tears;  he  was  frantically 
in  love  with  her,  as  everybody  now  was  who  saw  her:  so  were 
the  young  Lords  Bartolomeo  and  Ubaldo,  who  punched  each 
other's  little  heads  out  of  jealousy  :  and  so,  when  they  came 
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from  oast  and  west  at  the  summons  of  the  Marquis  degli 
Spinuchi,  were  the  Crim  Tartar  Lords  who  still  remained 
faithful  to  the  House  of  Cavolfiore.  They  were  such  very  old 
p-ntlemeu  for  the  most  part,  that  her  Majesty  never  suspected 
their  absurd  passion,  and  went  among  them  quite  unaware  of 
the  havoc  her  beauty  was  causing,  until  an  old  blind  Lord  who 
had  joined  her  party  told  her  what  the  truth  was  ;  after  which, 
for  fear  of  making  the  people  too  much  in  love  with  her,  she 
always  wore  a  veil.  She  went  about  privately,  from  one  noble- 
man's castle  to  another:  and  the}"  visited  amongst  themselves 
again,  and  had  meetings,  and  composed  proclamations  and 
counter-proclamations,  and  distributed  all  the  best  places  of 
the  kingdom  amongst  one  another,  and  selected  who  of  the 
opposition  party  should  be  executed  when  the  Queen  came  to 
her  own.  And  so  in  about  a  year  they  were  ready  to  move. 
The  party  of  Fidelity  was  in  truth  composed  of  very  feeble 


old  fogies  for  the  most  part :  they  went  about  the  country 
waving  their  old  swords  and  flags,  and  calling  "  God  save  the 
Queen!"  and  King  Padella  happening  to  be  absent  upon  ;in 
invasion,  they  had  their  own  way  for  a  little,  and  to  be  sure  the 
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eoplc  were  very  enthusiastic  whenever  they  saw  the-  Queen 
otherwise  tin-  vulgar  t<»ok   matters  vi-ry  quietly —  for  tin-;-  .said, 
as  far  as  they  could   ivcolleet,  they  were   pretty  well  as  much 
tu\cd  in  C'avollioiv's  time  as  now  in  1'adella's. 


XIII. 

HOW   QUEEN    ROSALBA    GAM!    1O    THK    CASTLK   OF   THE    BOLD 
COUNT    IIOGGINARMO. 

Ih.u  MAJESTY,  having  indeed  nothing  else  to  give,  made  all 
IK  i  followers  Knights  of  tin-  Pumpkin,  and  Marquises,  Pearls, 
;ind  liaronets;  and  they  liad  a  little  court  for  her.  and  made 
!HT  a  li'.tlc  crown  <>f  irilt  paper,  and  a  robe  of  cotton  velvet  : 
and  they  quarrelled  ai>out  the  places  to  be  given  away  in  lie; 
[•ourt,  and  altout  rank  and  precedence  and  dignities; — you 
can't  think  how  they  quarrelled  !  The  poor  (^ueen  was  very 
tired  of  her  honors  before  she  had  had  them  a  month,  and  1 
i  hire  say  sighed  sometimes  even  to  be  a  lady's-maid  again. 
lint  we  niu>t  all  do  our  duty  in  our  respective  stations,  so  the 
(^iieen  roi-ncd  herself  to  perform  hers. 

\\  e  have  said  how  it  happened  that  none  of  the  Usurper's 
troops  came  out  to  oppose  this  Army  of  Fidelity:  it  pott. -led 
nlon^  as  nimUy  as  the  gout  of  the  principal  command*  is 
allowed:  it  consisted  of  twice  as  many  officers  as  soldiers: 
and  at  length  passed  near  the  estates  of  one  of  the  most 
\M>W(  rtul  noblemen  of  the  country,  who  had  not  declared  for 
the  <v>ueen.  I »ut  of  whom  her  party  had  hopes,  as  he  was  always 
quanellini:  with  Kinir  Padella. 

When  they  came  close  to  his  park  gates,  this  nobleman 
sent  to  say  lie  would  wait  uponther  Majesty:  he  was  a  most 
pou ci-fiil  warrior,  and  his  name  was  Count  Hogginarmo,  whose 
helmet  it  took  two  strong  negroes  to  carry.  He  knelt  down 
before  her  and  said.  "  Madam  and  liege  lady  !  it  becomes  the 
great  nobles  of  the  Crimean  realm  to  show  every  outward  sign 
of  respect  to  the  wearer  of  the  Crown,  whoever  that  may  be. 
We  testily  to  our  own  nobility  in  acknowledging  yours.  The 
bold  Hogginanno  bends  the  knee  to  the  first  of  the  aristocracy 
of  his  country." 

Rosalba  said  the  bold  Count  of  Hogginarmo  was  uncom- 
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moulv  kind;  but  she  felt  afrn.id  of  him,  even  while  he  was 
kiKH-iing,  and  his  eyes  scowled  at  her  from  between  his  wms- 
kers,  which  grew  up  to  them. 


uThe  first  Count  of  the  ,Empire,  madam,"  he  went  on, 
"  salutes  the  Sovereign.  The  Prince  addresses  himself  to  the 
not  more  noble  lady  !  Madam,  my  hand  is  free,  and  I  offer  it, 
and  my  heart  and  my  sword,  to  your  service !  My  three  wives 
lie  buried  in  my  ancestral  vaults.  The  third  perished  but  a 
year  since ;  and  this  heart  pines  for  a  consort !  Deign  to  be 
mine,  and  I  swear  to  bring  to  your  bridal  table  the  head  of 
King  Padella,  the  e3res  and  nose  of  his  son  Prince  Bulbo,  the 
right  hand  and  ears  of  the  usurping  Sovereign  of  Paflagonia, 
which  country  shall  henceforth  be  an  appanage  to  your  —  to 
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onq 


our  Crown!  Say  yes;  I  I'>g._rinarmo  i-  not  aceustomed  to  be 
denied,  Indeed  'l  ermnnt  contemplate  tin-  posMl.ility  of  a  refu- 
s:il  ;  for  frightful  will  In-  the  n-sult;  dreadful  the  mu!<; 
furious  the  devastations;  horrible  the  tyraniu  :  treniendoii^ 
tin-  tortures,  misery,  taxation,  \\hirh  the  pi-njilr  of  this  realm 
\\\\\  endure,  if  1  lo-^inanno's  wrath  lie  ai'oii-e.l  1  I  >er  00118601 
in  your  Maj.->t\'>  lovety  eyes  — their  glances  (ill  my  soul  with 
rapture  !  " 

44  Oh,   rfr!*    Ko<all»a   <aid.    withdrawiiiLT  her  hand   in   gl 
friirht.      v>  Your  lordship  is  exeeeclin-ly  kind  :  luit   I  am  sorry  to 
tell  you  that   I  have  a   prior  attachment   to  a  young  gentleman 
l»v   ihe    name    ^\'      Trinci-  —  (ii-lio  —  and   never — never  can 
marry  any  one  l.ut  him." 

Who  Can  describe  I  logginarmo's  wrath  at  this  remark? 
Rising  up  from  the  ground,  he  ground  his  teeth  so  that  tire 
Hashed  out  of  his  mouth,  from  which  at  the  same  time  issued 
remarks  and  language,  so  Imn/,  violent,  an<l  //////TV//*-/-,  that  this 
pen  shall  never  repeat  them  !  *•  R-r-r-r-r-r — Rejected  !  Fiends 
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and  perdition  !  The  bold  Hogginarmo  rejected  !  All  the  world 
shall  hear  of  my  rage  ;  and  }rou,  madam,  you  above  all  shall 
rue  it !  "  And  kicking  the  two  negroes  before  him,  he  rushed 
away,  his  whiskers  streaming  in  the  wind. 

HIT  Majesty's  Privy  Council  was  in  a  dreadful  panic  when 
they  saw  Hogginarmo  issue  from  the  royal  presence  in  such  a 
towering  rage,  making  footballs  of  the  poor  negroes  —  a  panic 
which  the  events  justified.  They  marched  off  from  Hoggin- 
armo's  park  very  crest-fallen  ;  and  in  another  half-hour  they 
were  met  b}*  that  rapacious  chieftain  with  a  few  of  his  followers, 
who  cut,  slashed,  charged,  whacked,  banged,  and  pommelled 
amongst  them,  took  the  Queen  prisoner,  and  drove  the  Army 
of  Fidelity  to  I  don't  know  where. 

Poor  Queen  !  Hogginarmo,  her  conqueror,  would  not  con- 
descend to  see  her.  "  Get  a  horse- van  ! "  he  said  to  his  grooms, 
44  clap  the  hussy  into  it,  and  send  her,  with  my  compliments, 
to  his  Majesty  King  Padella." 

Along  with  his  lovely  prisoner,  Hogginarmo  sent  a  letter 
full  of  servile  compliments  and  loathsome  flatteries  to  King 
Padella,  for  whose  life,  and  that  of  his  royal  family,  the  hypo- 
critical humbug  pretended  to  offer  the  most  fulsome  prayers. 
And  Hogginarmo  promised  speedily  to  pay  his  humble  homage 
at  his  august  master's  throne,  of  which  he  begged  leave  to  be 
counted  the  most  loyal  and  constant  defender.  Such  a  irary 
old  bird  as  King  Padella  was  not  to  be  caught  by  Master 
Hogginarmo's  chaff,  and  we  shall  hear  presently  how  the  tyrant 
treated  his  upstart  vassal.  No,  no ;  depend  on't,  two  such 
rogues  do  not  trust  one  another. 

So  this  poor  Queen  was  laid  in  the  straw  like  Margery  Daw, 
and  driven  along  in  the  dark  ever  so  many  miles  to  the  Court, 
where  King  Padella  had  now  arrived,  having  vanquished  all  his 
enemies,  murdered  most  of  them,  and  brought  some  of  the 
richest  into  captivity  with  him  for  the  purpose  of  torturing 
them  and  finding  out  where  the}7  had  hidden  their  mone}*, 

Rosalba  heard  their  shrieks  and  groans  in  the  dungeon  in 
which  she  was  thrust:  a  most  awful  black  hole,  full  of  bats, 
rats,  mice,  toads,  frogs,  mosquitoes,  bugs,  fleas,  serpents,  and 
every  kind  of  horror.  No  light  was  let  into  it,  otherwise  the 
gaolers  might  have  seen  her  and  fallen  in  love  with  her,  as  an 
owl  that  lived  up  in  the  roof  of  the  tower  did,  and  a  cat,  you 
know,  who  can  see  in  the  dark,  and  having  set  its  green  e3~es 
on  Rosalba,  never  would  be  got  to  go  back  to  the  turnkey's 
wife  to  whom  it  belonged.  And  the  toads  in  the  dungeon 
came  and  kissed  her  feet,  and  the  vipers  wound  round  her  neck 
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and    anus,   and    never    hurt    IKT,   so   charming  was  this   poor 

Princess  in  the  mid^t  of  her  misfortune-. 

At   l:iM,  lift. -r  she   h:id    hecn    kepi    in    tliis    place   rrrr 
•loor   of  tlie    dungeon    opened,  and    the    terriMe    K;N<,    I'A- 
M.I  i. A  came  in 


But  what  he   said   and   did   n  n>t    )^-    roerved   for  anothei 
chapter,  as  we  roust  now  back  to  1'riiicc  Gigh'o. 


212 


THE   ROSE   AiN'D   THE   KING. 


XIV, 


WHAT    BECAME    OF    GIGLIO. 

THE  idea  of  marrying  such  an  old  creature  as  GruffanufT, 
frightened  Prince  Giglio  so,  that  he  ran  up  to  his  room,  packed 
his  trunks,  fetched  in  a  couple  of  porters,  and  was  off  to  the 
diligence  office  in  a  twinkling. 

It  was  well  that  he  was  so  quick  in  his  operations,  did  not 
dawdle  over  his  luggage,  and  took  the  early  coach :  for  as  soon 
as  the  mistake  about  Prince  Bulbo  was  found  out,  that  cruel 
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sent  up  a  couple  of  policemen  to  Prinro  Giglio'l 
room,  with  order>  that  lie  should  he  carried  to  N'ewuat. 
his  head  taken  oil'  before  twelve  o'clock.  But  the  couch  was 
out  of  the  PallaiMinian  dominions  lief'ore  two  o'clock;  and  I 
dare  v;iy  ihr  express  that  wa-  M-II!  after  Prince  ( iiiilio  did  not 
ride  very  quirk.  !<>r  many  proplr  in  Patlaironia  had  a  regard  lor 
(iiirlio,  as  the  -<>ii  ..!'  their  old  >«  >\  erciuMi  :  a  prince  who.  wi'h 
all  his  weakiu  very  niM'-h  heller  than  his  brother,  tlio 

usurping,  la/.v,  can-lex,  passionate,  hrannical  reigning  mon- 
arch. That  Prince  lni-ied  himself  with  the  balls,  fetes,  mas- 
querades, hunting-parties  and  BO  forth,  which  he  thought  proper 
to  -ive  on  ooearioa  of  his  daughter's  marriairc  to  Prince  liullm  : 
and  let  u>  tiu>t  was  not  >oi  rv  in  his  own  heart  that  his  brother's 
son  had  ex-aped  the  scaffold. 

It  was  very  cold  weather,  and  the  snow  was  on  the  ground, 
and  (iiiilio.  \v|n,  -aye  ln^  name  as  simple  Mr.  (iiles,  was 
«jl:id  to  net  a  comfortalile  place  in  the  coup,'-  of  the  diligence, 
\\here  he  sat  with  the  conductor  and  another  gentleman.  At 
the  lirst  Btttge  from  P>loml)odin«ra.  as  they  stopped  to  change 
hoi-M--.  there  came  up  to  the  diligence  a  \-  ry  ordinary,  vulgar- 
lookinur  woman,  \\ith  a  i»air  undi-r  lu-r  arm.  who  asked  for  a 
place.  All  the  inside  ph«  ,-  w-nv  taken,  and  the  young  woman 
was  informed  that  if  she  wi-hed  to  travel,  she  must  go  upon 
the  roof;  and  the  pa>seniivr  inside  with  Giglio  (a  rude  person. 
I  should  think.)  put  his  head  out  of 
the  window  and  said.  ••  Nice  weather 
for  travelling  outside!  I  wish  you  a 
plea-ant  journey,  my  dear."  The  poor 
woman  coughed  very  much,  and  < 
pitied  her.  "  I  will  Lrivc  up  my  pluce 
to  b«r,"  Bttyn  he,  "  rather  than  she 
should  travel  in  .the  cold  air  with  that 
I'.orrid  coii-h."  On  which  the  vulgar 
traveller  said.  M  )'»///'//  keep  her  warm, 
1  am  sure,  if  it's  a  nnif  she  wants." 
On  which  (n^lio  pulled  his  n<^r.  i 
his  ears,  hit  him  in  the  eye,  and  gave 
this  \  ulirar  person  a  warning  never  to 
call  him  ///'///' a ;_ra in. 

Thru  he  spraiiLT  up  irayly  on  to 
the  roof  of  the  diligence,  and  made 
him.self  very  comfortable  in  the  straw.  The  vulgar  traveller 
«rot  down  only  at  the  next  station,  and  (iiglio  took  his  place 
auain,  and  talked  to  the  person  next  to  him.  JShe  appeared  to 
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bo  a  most  agroraMr.  wcll-ini'onnod,  and  entertaining  female* 
Tli.-v  travelled  together  till  night,  and  she  gave  Giglio  all  sorts 
of  things  out  of  the  bag  which  she  carried,  and  which  indeed 
seemed°to  contain  the  most  wonderful  collection  of  articles. 
He  was  thirsty  —  out  there  came  a  pint-bottle  of  Bass's  pule 
ale,  and  a  silver  mug!  Hungry  — she  took  out  a  cold  fowl, 
some  slices  of  ham,  bread,  salt,  and  a  most  delicious  piece  of 
ml, I  plum-pudding,  and  a  little  glass  of  brandy  afterwards. 

As  they  travelled,  this  plain-looking,  queer  woman  talked  to 
Giglio  on  a  variety  of  subjects,  in  which  the  poor  Prince  showed 
his°  ignorance  as  much  as  she  did  her  capacity.  He  owned, 
with  °many  blushes,  how  ignorant  he  was :  on  which  the  lady 
said,  "  My  dear  Gigl—  my  good  Mr.  Giles,  you  are  a  young 
nun.  and  have  plenty  of  time  before  you.  You  have  nothing 
to  do  but  to  improve  yourself.  Who  knows  but  that  you  may 
find  use  for  your  knowledge  some  day?  —  when  —  when  you 
may  be  wanted  at  home,  as  some  people  may  be." 

44  Good  heavens,  madam  !  "  says  he,  "  do  you  know  me?  " 

41 1  know  a  number  of  funny  things,"  says  the  lady.  "  I 
have  been  at  some  people's  christenings,  and  turned  away  from 
other  folks'  doors.  I  have  seen  some  people  spoilt  by  good 
fortune,  and  others,  as  I  hope,  improved  by  hardship.  I  ad- 
vise you  to  stay  at  the  town  where  the  coach  stops  for  the 
night.  Stay  there  and  study,  and  remember  your  old  friend  to 
whom  you  were  kind." 

44  And  who  is  my  old  friend?  "  asked  Giglio. 

44  When  you  want  anything,"  says  the  lady,  "look  in  this 
bag,  which  I  leave  to  you  as  a  present,  and  be  grateful  to  —  '* 

44  To  whom,  madam?  "  says  he. 

44  To  the  Fairy  Blackstick/'  says  the  lady,  flying  out  of  the 
window.  And  when  Giglio  asked  the  conductor  if  he  knew 
where  the  lady  was  ?  — 

41  What  lady?"  says  the  man.  44  There  has  been  no  lady 
in  this  coach,  except  the  old  woman  who  got  out  at  the  last 
stage."  And  Giglio  thought  he  had  been  dreaming.  But 
there  was  the  bag  which  Blackstick  had  given  him  lying  on  his 
lap  ;  and  when  he  came  to  the  town  he  took  it  in  his  hand  and 
went  into  the  inn. 

They  gave  him  a  very  bad  bedroom,  and  Giglio,  when  he 
woke  in  the  morning,  fancying  himself  in  the  Royal  Palace  at 
home,  called,  4'John,  Charles,  Thomas!  My  chocolate — my 
dressing-gown  —  my  slippers  ;"  but  nobody  came.  There  was 
no  bell,  so  he  went  and  bawled  out  for  waiter  on  the  top  of  the 
it&irs. 


To  ARMS! 


TITI:  HOST;  AND  TIM-:  IIISG. 

The  Inndlfich  came  up,  luok'mir  —  looking  like  this  — 


•*  What  arc  you  a-hollaring  and  a-lu-llaring  for  here,  young 
man  ?  "  says  she. 

••  There's  no  warm  water —  no  servants  ;  my  boots  are  no4 
even  cleaned." 
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"  He  !  he  !  Clean  'em  yourself,"  says  the  landlady.  "  You 
young  students  give  yourselves  pretty  airs.  I  never  heard  such 
impudence." 

"  I'll  quit  the  house  this  instant,"  says  Giglio. 

"  The  sooner  the  better,  young  man.  Pay  your  bill  and  be 
off.  All  my  rooms  is  wanted  for  gentlefolks,  and  not  for  such 
as  you." 

"  You  may  well  keep  the  '  Bear  Inn,' "  says  Giglio.  "  You 
should  have  yourself  painted  as  the  sign." 

The  landlady  of  the  "  Bear  "  went  away  growling.  And 
Giglio  returned  to  his  room,  where  the  first  thing  he  saw  was 
the  fairy  bag  lying  on  the  table,  which  seemed  to  give  a  little 
hop  as  he  came  in.  "I  hope  it  has  some  breakfast  in  it," 
saj's  Giglio,  "for  I  have  only  a  very  little  money  left."  But 
on  opening  the  bag,  what  do  3rou  think  was  there  ?  A  black- 
ing brush  and  a  pot  of  Wan-en's  jet,  and  on  the  pot  was 
written, 

"  Poor  young  men  their  boots  must  black  : 
Use  me  and  cork  me  and  put  me  back." 

So  Giglio  laughed  and  blacked  his  boots,  and  put  back  the 
brush  and  the  bottle  into  the  bag. 

When  he  had  done  dressing  himself,  the  bag  gave  another 
little  hop,  and  he  went  to  it  and  took  out  — 

1.  A  tablecloth  and  a  napkin. 

2.  A  sugar-basin  full  of  the  best  loaf-sugar. 

4,  6,  8,  10.  Two  forks,  two  teaspoons,  two  knives,  and  a 
pair  of  sugar-tongs,  and  a  butter-knife,  all  marked  G. 
11,  12,  13.  A  teacup,  saucer,  and  slop-basin. 

14.  A  jug  full  of  delicious  cream. 

15.  A  canister  with  black  tea  and  green. 

16.  A  large  tea-urn  and  boiling  water. 

17.  A  saucepan,  containing  three  eggs  nicely  done. 

18.  A  quarter  of  a  pound  of  best  Epping  butter. 

19.  A  brown  loaf. 

And  if  he  hadn't  enough  now  for  a  good  breakfast,  I  should 
like  to  know  who  ever  had  one  ? 

Giglio,  having  had  his  breakfast,  popped  all  the  things  back 
into  the  bag,  and  went  out  looking  for  lodgings.  I  forgot  to 
say  that  this  celebrated  university  town  was  called  Bosforo. 

He  took  a  modest  lodging  opposite  the  Schools,  paid  his  bill 
at  the  inn,  and  went  to  his  apartment  with  his  trunk,  carpet- 
bag, and  not  forgetting,  we  may  be  sure,  his  other  bag. 
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When  he  opened    his    trunk,  which    the   day  before    ho    had 
filled  with   his   beM   clothes,  he   found   it    contained   only  bo 
And  in  the  iirst  of  them  which  he  opened  there  was  written  — 

"  Clotlu'S  for  tin-  l.:i«  k,  hooks  for  (In-  lir:i<l  : 
Read,  and  rt-nu  inlx-r  tin-in  when  tln-y  art-  n-ad." 

And  in  his  bag,  when  <;i«rlio  looked  in  it.  lie  found  a  student's 
cap  and  gown,  ti  writing-book  full  of  paper,  an  inkMand.  pens, 
and  .1  .Johnson's  dictionary,  which  was  very  useful  to  him,  as 
his  spelling  had  been  sadl\  neirlected. 

N>  he  sat  down  and  worked  away,  very,  very  hard,  for  a 
whole  year,  during  \vliidi  "  Mr.  (iiles"  was  quite  an  example 
to  all  the  students  in  the  l"ni\er>ity  of  lio-foro.  He  ne\, 
into  any  ri«>ts  or  disturbances.  'Hie  professors  all  spoke  well 
of  him.  and  the  student-  liked  him  too;  so  that  when  at  ex- 
amination he  took  all  the  prizes,  viz.  :  — 

/  The  Spellinir  Prize  /  The  French  Prize 

J  The  Writing  Prize  l  '1'iie  Arithmetic  Prize 

"|  The  History  Prize  \  The  Latin  Prize 

(The  Catechi-m  Prize  (  The  (iood  Conduct  Prize, 

all  his  fellow-students  said.  M  Hurray  !    Iluriay  for  (iiles  !   C.iles 
is  the  boy  —  the  student's  joy  I      I  lurray  for  Giles  !  "     And   he 
brought  «niite  a  quantity  of  medals,  c-njwns,  books,  and  to. 
of  distinction  home  to  his  lodgings. 

One  day  after  th-.-  Kx:imiiiati»ns.  as  he  was  diverting  hiii; 
at  a  cotfee-hn,,  I  wo  friends —  (Did  I  tell  you  that  in  ins 

it  unlay  ni^ht.  he  found  just  enough  to  pay  his 
bills,  with  a  iruinea  over  for  pocket-money  !  Didn't  I  tell  you? 
Well,  he  did.  as  sure  a>  twice  twenty  makes  forty-five)  —  he 
chanced  to  look  in  the  Bosforo  Chronicle,  ami  read  off  quite 
easily  (for  he  could  spell,  read,  and  write  the  longest  word- 
now)  the  following  — 

"KoM\MK  (  iu<  I-M--I  \NCE.  —  One  of  the  most  extraordi- 
nary adventures  that  we  have  ever  heard  has  set  the  neighbor- 
ing country  of  Trim  Tartary  in  a  state  of  great  excitement. 

••  It   will    be    remembered    that   when    the    present    revered 
sovereign    Of   ('rim    Tartary.    his    Maj  -tv   Kinir    Padella*  took 
ssjuii  of  the  throne,  after  having  vanquished,  in  the  terrific 
battle  of  lilunderbux-o.  the    late    K,  ri»re.  that    Prince's 

only  child,    the    Prinei-xs    IJo^all.a.  f  1    in   the   royal 

palace,  of  which  Kinir  Paddla  took  'possession,  and,  it  was 
said,  had  into  the  Cored  (being  abandoned  by  all  her 
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attendants),  where  she  had  been  eaten  up  by  those  ferocious 
lions,  the  last  pair  of  which  were  captured  some  time  since, 
and  brought  to  the  Tower,  after  killing  several  hundred  per- 
sons. 

44  His  Majesty  King  Padella,  who  has  the  kindest  heart  in 
the  world,  was  grieved  at  the  accident  which  had  occurred  to 
the  harmless  little  Princess,  for  whom  his  Majesty's  known 
benevolence  would  certainly  have  provided  a  fitting  establish- 
ment. But  her  death  seemed  to  be  certain.  The  mangled 
remains  of  a  cloak,  and  a  little  shoe,  were  found  in  the 
forest,  during  a  hunting-party,  in  which  the  intrepid  sovereign 
of  Crim  Tartary  slew  two  of  the  lions'  cubs  with  his  own 
spear.  And  these  interesting  relics  of  an  innocent  little 
creature  were  carried  home  and  kept  by  their  finder,  the  Baron 
Spinachi,  formerl}'  an  officer  in  Cavolfioie's  household.  The 
Baron  was  disgraced  in  consequence  of  his  known  legitimist 
opinions,  and  has  lived  for  some  time,  in  the  humble  capacity 
of  a  wood-cutter,  in  a  forest  on  the  outskirts  of  the  kingdom  of 
Crim  Tartary.  - 

44  Last  Tuesday  week  Baron  Spinachi  and  a  number  of 
gentlemen  attached  to  the  former  dynasty  appeared  in  arms, 
crying,  4  God  save  Rosalba,  the  First  Queen  of  Crim  Tartary  ! ' 
and  surrounding  a  lady  whom  repoit  describes  as  4  beautiful 
exceedingly.'  Her  histoiy  may  be  authentic,  is  certainly  most 
romantic. 

4  4  The  personage  calling  herself  Rosalba  states  that  she  was 
brought  out  of  the  forest,  fifteen  years  since,  by  a  lady  in  a 
car  drawn  by  dragons  (this  account  is  certainly  improbable}, 
that  she  was  left  in  the  Palace  Garden  of  Blombodinga,  where 
her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess  Angelica,  now  married  to  his 
Royal  Highness  Bulbo,  Crown  Prince  of  Crim  Tartary,  found 
the  child,  and,  with  that  elegant  benevolence  which  has  always 
distinguished  the  heiress  of  the  throne  of  Paflagonia,  gave  the 
little  outcast  a  shelter  and  a  home!  Her  parentage  not  being 
known,  and  her  garb  very  humble,  the  foundling  was  edu- 
cated in  the  Palace  in  a  menial  capacity,  under  the  name  of 
Betsinda. 

14  She  did  not  give  satisfaction,  and  was  dismissed,  carrying 
with  her,  certainly,  part  of  a  mantle  and  a  shoe  which  she  had 
on  when  first  found.  According  to  her  statement  she  quitted 
Blombodinga  about  a  year  ago,  since  which  time  she  has  been 
witu  the  Spinachi  family.  On  the  very  same  morning  the 
Prince  Giglio,  nephew  to  the  King  of  Paflagonia,  a  young 
Prince  whose  character  for  talent  and  order  were,  to  say  truth, 
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none  of  tlie  tiiijtu-st.  al><>  <juitt,cd  IJlnrnhodinga,  and  li:is  not  been 

since  heard  of !  ' 

•k  What    an    extraordinary    stor\  !  "   saul    Smith    and    .I<>nc>. 

two  young  students,  (.i-li«>\  «->perial  friends. 

44  Ha!    what  It  this?'1    Giglio  W6Dt  OH,  reading: — 
4*Si»oM.     I'.Mii'.v     l.\n:i— .      -We    hear    that     the     troop 

under  liaron  Spinachi  has  been  surrounded,  and  utterly  routed, 

b\   (ieiieral   Count    I  lojj'jinarmo,  and    tin-  ^n-di^ant    1'riin  « 

scnl   :i  pri-onei    to  tin-  capital. 

"  UmvBBfliTi    NEWS,       Yesterday,  :.t  the  s<-ho«.i>.  tin 

tinguished  young  Student,   Mr.  die-,  r.-ad   a  Latin  oration,  and 

vas  oomptimented  i»v  the  Chancellor  of  Boeforo,  I)r.  rruunaro, 

with  the  highest  t'niversity  honor — the  \\ooden  spoon." 

11  Never  mind  that  stuff,"  says  Giles,  greatly  disturbed. 
"Come  home  with  me,  my  friends,  (iallani  Smith:  intrepid 
Jones  !  friends  <»!'  my  studies  —  partakers  <>f  my  academic  toils 
—  I  have  that  to  tell  shall  astonUh  \our  honest  minds." 

•k(;o  it,  old  boy!"  cried  the  impetuous  Smith. 

44  Talk  away,  my  buck!"   says  Jones,  a  lively  fellow. 

With   an   air  of  indescribable  dignity.  ( liiiTio  cheek- .d   thei: 
natural,  but  no  more  seemly,  familiarity.      uJoneB,  Smith,  my 
tiood    friends."   said    the    I'KINCK.    ••  dispiise   is   hencelorll, 
less;   I    am  no  more   the  humble   student  C,iles,  I  am  the  de- 
scendant of  a  royal  line." 

M  A  fur  is  edite  regibus.       I   know,  old  eo — ,"  cried    Jon* - 
He  was  i^oing  to  say   uold  cock,"  but  a  flash  from  the  KOYAL 
KYK  a^ain  aweil  him. 

u  Friends,"  continued  the  Prince.  "  I  am  that  Giglio :  I  am, 
in  fact,  Pallai^onia.  Hi>e,  Smith,  and  kneel  not  in  the  public 
street.  Jones,  thou  true  heart!  My  faithle-s  unel-'.  when  I 
wa-  a  baby,  filched  from  me  that  brave  crown  my  father  left 
me.  bred  me,  all  young  and  careless  of  my  rights,  like  unto 
haph-ss  Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark;  and  had  I  any  thought- 
about,  my  wrongs,  soothed  me  with  promisi  >  of  near  red 
I  should  espouse  his  daughter,  youiiir  Angelica;  we  two  indeed 
should  rei«jn  in  Palla^onia.  His  words  wei-e  false  —  false  as 
Angelica's  heart!  —  false  as  Angelica's  hair,  color,  front  teeth! 
She  looked  with  her  skew  eyea  up«>n  young  liulbo.  C'rim  Tar- 
tan's stupi<l  heir,  and  she  preferred  him.  'Twas  then  I  turned 
my  i-yes  upon  Hetsinda —  Rosalha.  a-  >lie  now  i^.  And  I  saw 
in  her  the  blushing  sum  of  all  perfection;  the  pink  of  maiden 
modesty;  the  nymph  that  my  fond  heart  had  ev«  r  woo'd  in 
dreams."  &c.  dko. 

(I  don't  give   thi^  >peeeh.  which  was  very   tine,  but  very 
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long ;  and  though  Smith  and  Jones  knew  nothing  about  the 
circumstances,  my  deur  render  does  :  so  I  go  on.) 

The  Prince  and  his  young  friends  hastened  home  to  his 
apartment,  highly  excited  by  the  intelligence,  as  no  doubt  by 
the  royal  narrator's  admirable  manner  of  recounting  it;  and 
they  ran  up  to  his  room,  where  he  had  worked  so  hard  at  his 
books. 

On  his  writing-table  was  his  bag,  grown  so  long  that  the 
Prince  could  not  help  remarking  it.  He  went  to  it,  opened  it, 
and  what  do  you  think  he  found  in  it? 

A  splendid  long  gold-handled,  red-velvet-scabbarded  cut- 
and-thrust  sword,  and  on  the  sheath  was  embroidered  "  Ros- 
ALBA  FOR  EVER!" 

He  drew  out  the  sword,  which  flashed  and  illuminated  the 
whole  room,  and  called  out  "  Rosalba  forever!"  Smith  and 
Jones  following  him,  but  quite  respectfully  this  time,  and  tak- 
ing the  time  from  his  Royal  Highness. 

And  now  his  trunk  opened  with  a  sudden  pong,  and  out 
there  came  three  ostrich  feathers  in  a  gold  crown,  surrounding 
&  beautiful  shining  steel  helmet,  a  cuirass,  a  pair  of  spurs, 
finally  a  complete  suit  of  armor. 

The  books  on  Giglio's  shelves  were  all  gone.  Where  there 
had  been  some  great  dictionaries,  Giglio's  friends  found  two 

pairs  of  jack -boots  labelled  "  Lieutenant  Smith,"  " Jones, 

Esq.,"  which  fitted  them  to  a  nicety.  Besides,  there  were  hel- 
mets, back  and  breast  plates,  swords,  &c.,  just  like  in  Mr. 
G.  P.  R.  James's  novels ;  and  that  evening  three  cavaliers 
might  have  been  seen  issuing  from  the  gates  of  Bosforo,  in 
whom  the  porters,  proctors,  &c.  never  thought  of  recognizing 
the  young  Prince  and  his  friends. 

They  got  horses  at  a  livery-stable-keeper's,  and  never  drew 
bridle  until  they  reached  the  last  town  on  the  frontier  before 
you  come  to  Grim  Tartary.  Here,  as  their  animals  were  tired, 
and  the  cavaliers  hungry,  they  stopped  and  refreshed  at  an 
hostel.  I  could  make  a  chapter  of  this  if  I  were  like  some 
writers,  but  I  like  to  cram  my  measure  tight  down,  you  see, 
and  give  you  a  great  deal  for  your  money.  And,  in  a  word,  they 
had  some  bread-and-cheese  and  ale  up  stairs  on  the  balcony  of 
the  inn.  As  they  were  drinking,  drums  and  trumpets  sounded 
nearer  and  nearer,  the  market-place  was  filled  with  soldiers, 
and  his  Royal  Highness  looking  forth,  recognized  the  Pafla- 
gonian  banners,  and  the  Paflagonian  national  air  which  thf 
bands  were  playing. 

The  troops  all  made  for  the  tavern  at  once,  and  as  thej 


THE    ROSi;    AND    TIIK    IMNTi.  L'L'l 

lo  exclaimed,  on  l>eholdin<:  their  leader,  M  Whom 
dt>  1  B66?  let!— -DOl  It  i>.  it  is  : —  Plioo  ! —  V>.  ;•  ,-an't 
b0]  Yes!  it  IN  my  friend,  my  iiallant.  faithful  ye  -  .plain 

Ilo,    llcd/,otf!      Knov.ext    thtiii    not    thy    Prince,  thy 
(iood   Corporal,  methinks  we  once  were  friends.      Ha, 
ant,  an  my  nirniory  M -i  \ «  -  DM  ri:rlit,  we  have  had  many  a 
Lout  at  Mii^loticU." 

kk  I'  i'uitli,   \vi-   lia\»-  a   many,   good  my  lord,"  says  tin-   Scr- 

geant 

I'«-!l   mi«   what    means  this    mighty  urmamcnt."  continued 
M--  lio\al  Ilijjjlmos  from  the  balcony,  "  and  whiUu-r  maivh  my 


1  led/oil's  head  fell.  k *  My  lord,"  he  said,  "we  march  as 
the  allies  of -real  I'adelhi,  ('rim  Tartary's  monarch." 

••  Crim  Tartary's  usurper,  gallant  Iledzoff!  Criin  Tartary's 
grim  tyrant,  honest  lied/oil':  "  said  the  Prince,  on  the  balcony, 
unite  sarcastically. 

il  A  soldier.  Prince,  must  needs  obey  his  orders:  mine  are 
to  help  his  Majesty  Padella.  And  also  (though  alack  that 
1  >hould  say  it!)  to  seize  wherever  I  should  light  upon 
him  —  " 

M  First  catch  your  hare  !  ha,  Iledzoff!  "exclaimed  his  Royal 
Highness. 

"•  — On  the  body  of  <7/v/,V>,  whilom  Prince  of  Paflagonia," 
Iledzoff  went  on,  with  indescribable  emotion.  "  My  Prince, 
give  up  your  sword  without  ado.  Look!  we  are  thirty  thou- 
sand men  to  one  !  " 

"  Give  up  my  sword  !    Gigliogive  up  his  sword  !  "  cried  the 
Prince  ;  and  stepping  well  forward  on  to  the  balcony,  the  royal 
youth,   without  preparation,  delivered  a  speech  so  magnificent, 
that  no  report  ran  do  justice  to  it.     It  was  all  in  blank  \ 
i  iu  which,  from  this  time,  he  invariably  spoke,  as  more  becoming 
majestic  station).     It  lasted  for  three  days  and  three  nights, 
•ing  which  not  a  single  person  who  heard  him  was  tired,  or 
marked    the    ditleivnce    between    daylight   and    dark.      The 
•Idiers  only  cheering  tremendously  when  occasionally — once 
nine  hours  —  the  Prince  paused  to  suck  an  orange,  which 
nes  took  out  of  the  bag.     He  explained,  in  terms  which 
iy  we  shall  not  attempt  to  convey,  the  whole  history  of  the 
n-ious  transaction,  and  his  determination  not  only  not  to  i; 

\ord,  but  to  assume  his  rightful  crown  ;  and  at  the  end 
this  extraordinary,  this  truly  ylynntic  effort,  Captain  Hedzotf 
mi;  up  his  helmet  and  cried,  "  Hurray  !    Hurray  !    Long  live 
<  J  iglio  !  " 
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Such  were  the  consequences  of  having  employed  his  tim« 
well  at  college  ! 

When  the  excitement  had  ceased,  beer  was  ordered  out  for 
the  army,  and  their  Sovereign  himself  did  not  disdain  a  little ! 
And  now  it  was  with  some  alarm  that  Captain  Hedzoff  told  him 
his  division  was  only  the  advanced  guard  of  the  Paflagonian 
contingent  hastening  to  King  Padella's  aid  —  the  main  force 
being  a  day's  march  in  the  rear  under  his  Royal  Highness  Prince 
Bulbo. 

"  We  will  wait  here,  good  friend,  to  beat  the  Prince,"  his 
Majesty  said,  "  and  then  will  make  his  royal  Father  wince." 


XV. 

WE   RETURN   TO   ROSALBA. 

KING  PADELLA  made  very  similar  proposals  to  Rosalba  to 
those  which  she  had  received  from  the  various  Princes  who, 
as  we  have  seen,  had  fallen  in  love  with  her.  His  Majesty  was 
a  widower,  and  offered  to  marry  his  fair  captive  that  instant, 
but  she  declined  his  invitation  in  her  usual  polite  gentle  man- 
ner, stating  that  Prince  Giglio  was  her  love,  and  that  any  other 
union  was  out  of  the  question.  Having  tried  tears  and  sup- 
plications in  vain,  this  violent-tempered  monarch  menaced  her 
with  threats  and  tortures ;  but  she  declared  she  would  rather 
suffer  all  these  than  accept  the  hand  of  her  father's  murderer, 
who  left  her  finally,  uttering  the  most  awful  imprecations,  and 
bidding  her  prepare  for  death  on  the  following  morning. 

All  night  long  the  King  spent  in  advising  how  he  should  get 
rid  of  this  obdurate  young  creature.  Cutting  off  her  head  was 
much  too  easy  a  death  for  her ;  hanging  was  so  common  in  his 
Majestj^'s  dominions  that  it  no  longer  afforded  him  any  sport : 
finally,  he  bethought  himself  of  a  pair  of  fierce  lions  which  had 
lately  been  sent  to  him  as  presents,  and  he  determined,  with 
these  ferocious  brutes,  to  hunt  poor  Rosalba  down.  Adjoining 
his  castle  was  an  amphitheatre  where  the  Prince  indulged  in 
bull-baiting,  rat-hunting,  and  other  ferocious  sports.  The  two 
lions  were  kept  in  a  cage  under  this  place  ;  their  roaring  might 
be  heard  over  the  whole  city,  the  inhabitants  of  which,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  thronged  in  numbers  to  see  a  poor  young  ladj 
gobbled  up  by  two  wild  beasts. 
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The  King  took  his  place  in  tin-  royal  box.  having  the  officers  of 
tin-  Court  around  :unl  the  ('mini  Hogginarnio  b\  his  side.  npor. 
whom  liis  Maje.slv  wa-  observed  to  look  very  tiem-ly  :  tin-  fact 
,,al  -spie>  had  toM  tin-  monarch  of  I  logginarn.o's  beha\  i«>r, 
his  prop.. saU  !«»  iio-a!!>a.  and  his  oiler  t«>  fight  tor  tin-  down, 
lirick  as  thunder  lnnl;c«l  Kin.i:  I'adrlla  at  this  prnud  noble,  aa 
thcv  sat  in  the  front  seAte  of  tin-  tin-litre  waiting  to  sec  the 
traircdy  whcivot'i.oor  Ko-al!>a  was  to  be  the  heroine. 

At  length  that  I'rin- 
cess  was  brought  oiit 
in  IHT  niurht-i!o\vi). 
with  all  her  lu-antitul 
hair  fulling  down  her 
back,  and  looking  so 
pretty  that  even  the 
beef-eaters  :,nd  keep- 
ers of  the  wild  ani- 
mals wept  plentifully 
at  seeing  her.  And 
she  walked  with  her 
poor  little  f'-ct  (only 
luckily  the  arenu  \\  a 
covered  with  sau- 
ilnst  ).  and  \\eiit  and 
leaned  up  against  a 
great,  stone  in  tlr- 
centre  of  the  amphi- 
theatre, round  which 
the  Court  and  the  peo- 
ple were  seated  in 
boxes,  with  bars  be- 
fore them,  for  fear  of 
the  great,  fierce, 
red-inaned,  black- 
throated,  long-tailed, 
roaring,  bellowing, 
rushing  lions. 

And  now  the  gates  were  opened,  and  with  a  "  Wnrraw.-ir- 
rurawarar !  "  two  great  lean,  hungrx.  roaiin«_r  lions  rushed  out 
of  their  den,  where  they  had  been  kept  for  three  week-  on 
nothing  but  a  little  toast-and-water.  and  dashed  straight  up  to 
the  stone  where  poor  Rosalba  wa»  waiting.  Commend  her 
to  your  patron  saints,  all  you  kind  p<  n;ijr.  for  she  is  in  a 
dreadful  state. 
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There  was  a  hum  and  a  buzz  all  through  the  circus,  and  the 
fierce  King  Padella  even  felt  a  little  Compassion.  But  Count 
Hogginarmo,  seated  by  his  Majesty,  roared  out,  "Hurray! 


Now  for  it !  Soo-soo-soo ! "  that  nobleman  being  uncom- 
monly angry  still  at  Rosalba's  refusal  of  him. 

But,  O  strange  event !  O  remarkable  circumstance !  O 
extraordinary  coincidence,  which  I  am  sure  none  of  you  could 
by  any  possibility  have  divined  !  When  the  lions  came  to  Ro- 
salba,  instead  of  devouring  her  with  their  great  teeth,  it  was 
with  kisses  they  gobbled  her  up  !  They  licked  her  pretty  feet, 
they  nuzzled  their  noses  in  her  lap,  they  moo'd,  they  seemed 
to  say,  ' '  Dear,  dear  sister,  don't  you  recollect  your  brothers 
in  the  forest?  "  And  she  put  her  pretty  white  arms  round  their 
tawny  necks,  and  kissed  them. 

King  Padella  was  immensely  astonished.  The  Count  Hog- 
ginarmo was  extremely  disgusted.  "  Pooh  !  "  the  Count  cried. 
"  Gammon  !  "  exclaimed  his  lordship.  u  These  lions  are  tame 
beasts  come  from  Wombwell's  or  Astlej^'s.  It  is  a  shame  to 
put  people  off  in  this  way.  I  believe  they  are  little  boys  dressed 
up  in  door-mats.  They  are  no  lions  at  all." 

"  Ha  !  "  said  the  King,  "  you  dare  to  say  '  Gammon  ! '  to 
your  Sovereign,  do  }'ou?  These  lions  are  no  lions  at  all.  aren't 
they?  Ho,  my  beef-eaters  !  Ho,  my  body-guard  !  Take  this 
Count  Hogginarmo  and  fling  him  into  the  circus  !  Give  him  a 
sword  and  buckler,  let  him  keep  his  armor  011  and  his  weather- 
eye  out,  and  fight  these  lions." 
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The  haughty  Ilogginanno  l:ii<l  down  his  opera-glass  and 
looked  scowling  round  at  the  King  and  hi>  attendant-.  ••  1 
me  not,  dog>  !  "  In-  >aid.  UOI  b\  >t.  Ni'-holas  the  Kldei .  I  will 
gore  you  '  Your  Maje>l\  think-  1 1< ':"jinai  mo  is  afraid:  N<>. 
not  ol'  :i  hundivd  thousand  lions!  l-oil.-w  UK  down  into  tin- 
cirrus,  King  1'adclla,  and  match  thy-elf  against  one  of  \on 
brutes.  Thou  dare.st  not?  Lt-l  them  U.th  come  on  then!" 

And  opening  a  grating  ol'  the   box.  In-  jumped  lightly  down 
into  the  circus. 

Wurrawunn  inirni  wnr-aw-aw-aw ! f I 

In  aboiil  two  mil, 
The  Count  Ilogginarmo  wa« 
GOI;I;I  i.D  ii- 

''.V 

those  lions, 
bones,  boots,  and  all, 

and 
There  was  an 

Knd  of  him. 


At  this  the  King  said,  k-  Serve  him  right,  the  rebellious 
ruffian !  And  now,  as  those  lions  won't  eat  that  young  wo- 
man —  " 

••  Li  t  her  oil'!  —  let  her  off!  "  cried  the  crowd. 

"  NO:  "roared  tin-  King.  k*  Lrt  the  bn  f-eaters  go  down 
and  chop  her  into  small  pieces.  If  the  lions  defend  her,  let 
tlu-  aivhci>>  shoot  them  to  death.  That  hussy  shall  die  in 
torture-  :  " 

"  A  a-ah  :  "  cried  the  crowd.     "  Shame  !  shame  !  " 

••  Wlio  dares  rry  out  4  Shame?'"  cried  the  furious  potentate 
(so  little  can  tyrants  command  their  passions).  "Fling  any 
scoundrel  who  says  a  word  down  among  the  lions  !  "  I  warrant 
you  there  was  a  dead  silence  then,  which  was  broken  by  a 
"Pang  a  rung  p:mg  pangkarangpang  ! "  and  a  Knight  and  a 
Herald  rode  in  at  the  farther  end  of  the  circus;  the  Knight 
in  full  armor,  with  his  vizor  up,  and  bearing  a  letter  on  the 
point  of  his  lance. 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  the  King,  "by  my  fay,  'tis  Elephant 
,nd  Castle,  pursuivant  of  my  brother  of  Pallagonia ;  and  tlu 
Knight,  an  my  memory  serves  inc.  is  the  gallant  Captain 
Hedzoff?  What  news  from  Paflagonia,  gallant  Hedzoff?  Ele- 
phant and  Castle,  beshrcw  me,  thy  trumpeting  must  have 
uuuie  thee  thirsty.  What  will  my  trusty  Herald  like  to  drink  ?  " 

15 
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"Bespeaking  first  safe-conduct  from  your  lordship,"  said 
Captain  Hedzoff,  "  before  we  take  a  drink  of  anything,  permit 
us  to  deliver  our  King's  message." 

"  My  lordship,  ha !  "  said  Crim  Tartary,  frowning  terrifi- 
cally. "  That  title  soundcth  strange  in  the  anointed  cars  of  a 
crowned  King.  Straightway  speak  out  your  message,  Knight 
and  Herald ! " 

Reining  up  his  charger  in  a  most  elegant  manner  close 
under  the  King's  balcony,  Hedzoff  turned  to  the  Herald,  and 
bade  him  begin. 

Elephant  and  Castle,  dropping  his  trumpet  over  his  shoulder, 
took  a  large  sheet  of  paper  out  of  his  hat,  and  began  to  read  : 

"  O  Yes !  O  Yes !  O  Yes !  Know  all  men  by  these  pre- 
sents, that  we,  Giglio,  King  of  Paflagonia,  Grand  Duke  of 
Cappadocia,  Sovereign  Prince  of  Turkey  and  the  Sausage 
Islands,  having  assumed  our  rightful  throne  and  title,  long  time' 
falsely  borne  by  our  usurping  uncle,  styling  himself  King  of 
Paflagonia  —  " 

"  Ha  !  "  growled  Padella. 

"  Hereby  summon  the  false  traitor  Padella,  calling  himself 
King  of  Crim  Tartary  - 

The  King's  curses  were  dreadful.  "Go  on,  Elephant  and 
Castle  !  "  said  the  intrepid  Hedzoff. 

" — To  release  from  cowardly  imprisonment  his  liege  lady 
and  rightful  sovereign,  ROSALBA,  Queen  of  Crim  Tartary,  and 
restore  her  to  her  royal  throne :  in  default  of  which,  I,  Giglio, 
proclaim  the  said  Padella  sneak,  traitor,  humbug,  usurper,  and 
coward.  I  challenge  him  to  meet  me,  with  fists  or  with 
pistols,  with  battle-axe  or  sword,  with  blunderbuss  or  single- 
stick, alone  or  at  the  head  of  his  arm}',  on  foot  or  on  horse- 
back ;  and  will  prove  my  words  upon  his  wicked  ugly  body ! " 

"God  save  the  King!"  said  Captain  Hedzoff,  executing  a 
demivolte,  two  semilunes,  and  three  caracols. 

"  Is  that  all?"  said  Padella,  with  the  terrific  calm  of  con- 
centrated fury. 

"  That,  sir,  is  all  my  royal  master's  message.  Here  is  his 
Majesty's  letter  in  autograph,  and  here  is  his  glove  :  and  if  any 
gentleman  of  Crim  Tartary  chooses  to  find  fault  with  his  Maj- 
esty's expressions,  I,  Kustasoff  Hedzoff,  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
am  very  much  at  his  service."  And  he  waved  his  lance,  and 
looked  at  the  assembly  all  round. 

"  And  what  says  my  good  brother  of  Paflagonia,  my  dear 
son's  father-in-law,  to  this  rubbish?  "  asked  the  King. 

"  The  King's  uncle  hath  been  deprived  of  the  crown  he  un- 
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justly  wore,"  said  I  led/oil' gravely.      ••  He  and  his  ex-Mini>t«  r. 
C;inmbo>o.  an-  now  in  pri-un  waiting  tin-  M  ntence  of  my  royal 
p.      After  tiir  battle  of  Bombarduru 

'•  ( )!'  wliat  ?"   a>ked  the  surpri-ed  1'adella. 

"  —  Of   Bombardaro.  when-  ni\   liege,  his  promt    Maj. 
would  have  performed  prodigies  of  valor,  but    that  tin-  whole  of 
•his  uncle's  arinv  came  over  to  our  side,  with   tin;   exception  of 
Prince  Iinll.0 

"Ah!  my  bov.  MJV  IM.V,  in\  Bulbo  was  no  traitor!"  cried 
Patiella, 

•-  1'riin-e  I'.ulliu,  far  I'roin  coining  <>ver  to  u>.  ran   away,  sii-; 
l.ul   I  caiiii'lit  him.      'I'he   Prince  U  a  pri-oner  in   our  army,  and 
fhe  most  'ten-ilic  tortures  await  him   if  a  hair  of  tlie    I'rii 
Ko>all)a's  liead  is  injured." 

••Do  they  ?"  exclaimed  tin-  furious  1'adella.  who  was  now 
|)erfectly  /,n</  with  ra^c.  t;  Do  tliey  indeed?  So  much  the 
WOne  for  IJulho.  I've  twenty  son>  08  lovrly  each  as  Bulbo. 
Not  one  but  is  as  lit  to  reign  as  Bulbo.  Whip,  whack,  flog, 
Marve.  rack,  punish,  torture  Bulbo  —  break  all  his  bones- 
roast  him  or  Hay  him  alivt pull  all  his  pretty  teeth  out  one  b\ 

one!  i»ut  justly  dear  as  liulho  is  to  me,  —  Joy  of  my  03*68, 
fond  treasure  of  in\  ->oul !  —  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  revenge  is  deai'cr 
still.  lie.',  torturers,  rack-men,  executioners  -light  up  the 
lires  and  make  the  pincers  hot!  get  lots  of  boiling  lead!  — 
Bring  out  UOSALBA  ! '/ 


XVI. 

HOW   HKDZOFF   RODE    BACK    AGAIN  TO   KING   GIGLIO. 

CAPTAIN  HI.D/.OIF  rode  away  when  King  Padelhv  uttered 
tiiis  cruel  command,  having  <l<>n«»  his  duty  in  delivering  the 
age  with  which  his  roya'i  master  had  intrusted  him.  Of 
course  he  was  very  sorry  for  Rosalba,  but  what  could  he  do? 

So  he  returned  to  King  (Jigho's  camp,  and  found  the  3'oung 
monarch  in  a  disturbed  state  of  mind,  smoking  cigars  in  the 
io\al  tent.  His  Majesty's  agitation  was  not  appeased  by  the 
news  that  was  brought  by  his  ambassador.  "The  brutal, 
ruthless  rullian  royal  wretch!"  (iiiilio  exclaimed.  "As  KIILI- 
land  ..as  well  remarked.  'The  man  that  h.ys  his  hand 
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upon  a  woman,  save  in  the  way  of  kindness,  is  a  villain.'     Ha, 
Hedzoff?" 

k-  That  he  is,  your  Majesty,"  said  the  attendant. 

"  And  didst  thou  see  her  flung  into  the  oil?  and  didn't  the 
soothing  oil  —  the  emollient  oil,  refuse  to  boil,  good  Hedzoff — 
and  to  spoil  the  fairest  lady  ever  eyes  did  look  on  ?  " 

44  'Faith,  good  my  liege,  I  had  no  heart  to  look  and  see  a 
beauteous  lady  boiling  down ;  I  took  your  royal  message  to 
Padella,  and  bore  his  back  to  you.  I  told  him  you  would  hold 
Prince  Bulbo  answerable.  He  only  said  that  he  had  twenty 
sons  as  good  as  Bulbo,  and  forthwith  he  bade  the  ruthless 
executioners  proceed." 

"  O  cruel  father  —  O  unhappy  son,"  cried  the  King.  "  Go, 
some  of  you,  and  bring  Prince  Bulbo  hither." 

Bulbo  was  brought  in  chains,  looking  ver}^  uncomfortable. 
Though  a  prisoner,  he  had  been  tolerabty  happ}r,  perhaps 
because  his  mind  was  at  rest,  and  all  the  fighting  was  over,  and 
he  was  playing  at  marbles  with  his  guards,  when  the  King  sent 
for  him. 

"Oh,  my  poor  Bulbo,"  said  his  Majesty,  with  looks  of  in- 
finite compassion,  "  hast  thou  heard  the  news?"  (for  you  see 
Giglio  wanted  to  break  the  thing  gentty  to  the  Prince).  u  Thy 
brutal  father  has  condemned  Rosalba- — p-p-p-ut  her  to  death, 
P-p-p-prince  Bulbo ! " 

4 'What,  killed  Betsinda!  Boo-hoo-hoo ! "  cried  out  Bulbo. 
"Betsinda!  pretty  Betsinda !  dear  Betsinda !  She  was  the 
dearest  little  girl  in  the  world.  I  love  her  better  twenty  thou- 
sand times  even  than  Angelica."  And  he  went  on  expressing 
his  grief  in  so  hearty  and  unaffected  a  manner,  that  the  King 
was  quite  touched  by  it,  and  said,  shaking  Bulbo's  hand,  that 
he  wished  he  had  known  Bulbo  sooner. 

Bulbo,  quite  unconsciously,  and  meaning  for  the  best, 
offered  to  come  and  sit  with  his  Majesty,  and  smoke  a  cigar 
with  him,  and  console  him.  The  royal  kindness  supplied  Bulbo 
with  a  cigar ;  he  had  not  had  one,  he  said,  since  he  was  taken 
prisoner. 

And  now  think  what  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  the 
most  merciful  of  monarchs,  when  he  informed  his  prisoner  that, 
in  consequence  of  King  Padella's  cruel  and  dastardly  behavior  to 
Rosalba,  Prince  Bulbo  must  instantly  be  executed  !  The  noble 
Giglio  could  not  restrain  his  tears,  nor  could  the  Grenadiers, 
nor  the  officers,  nor  could  Bulbo  himself,  when  the  matter  was 
explained  to  him  -,  and  he  was  brought  to  understand  that  hia 
Majesty's  promise,  of  course,  was  above  everything,  and  Bulbo 
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must  submit.      So  poof  Bulbo  wa>  led  ..,  IzofT  trying  to 

eeinsole  him  by  pointing  out  that  if  In-  hud  won  the  battle  of 
liombardaro,  he  might  have  hanged  I'rinee  (ii^lio.  "¥68! 
Hut  thut  is  no  comfort  to  me  now!"  said  poor  Bulbo ;  nor 
indeed  was  it,  poor  fellow. 

He  was  toll  tin-  l>u>ii  ild  be  done  t!  morning 

at  eight,  and  was   taken   b:u-k   t<>   hi- 

nttention  was  p-iid  to  him.    The  gaoler's  wife  sent  him  tea,  and 
the    turnkey's   daughter  lM-«r.ir«-d  him. to  write   his   name   in    her 
ullnirn,  where  a  many  sjentlemen  had  wrote  it  on  i 
••  Huther  your   album!"  says  Bulbo.     The  tter  came 

and  measured  him  for  the  handsomest  colliu  which  money  could 


buy  :  even  this  didn't  console  Bulbo.  The  Cook  brought  him 
dishes  which  lie  once  used  to  like  ;  but  he  wouldn't  touch  them : 
sat  down  and  began  writing  an  adieu  to  Angelica,  as  the 
ck  kept  always  ticking  and  the  hands  drawing  nearer  to  the 
;xt  morning.  The  Barber  came  in  at  night,  and  offered  to 
lave  him  for  the  next  day.  Prince  Bulbo  kicked  him  away, 
id  went  on  writing  a  few  words  to  Princess  An::«-Ii":i.  as  the 
>ck  kept  always  ticking  and  the  hands  hopping  nearer  and 
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nearer  to  rrext  morning.  He  got  up  on  the  top  of  a  bat-box, 
on  the  top  of  a  chair,  on  the  top  of  his  bed,  on  the  top  of  his 
table,  and  looked  out  to  see  whether  he  might  escape  as  the 
clock  kept  always  ticking  and  the  hands  drawing  nearer,  and 
n  oarer,  and  nearer. 

But  looking  out  of  the  window  was  one  thing,  and  jumping 


another :  and  the  town  clock  struck  seven.  So  he  got  into  bed 
for  a  little  sleep,  but  the  gaoler  came  and  woke  him,  and  said, 
44  Git  up,  your  Royal  Ighness,  if  you  please,  it's  ten  minutes  to 
tight." 

So  poor  Bulbo  got  up :  he  had  gone  to  bed  in  his  clothes 
(the  lazy  boy) ,  and  he  shook  himself,  and  said  he  didn't  mind 
about  dressing,  or  having  any  breakfast,  thank  you ;  and  he 
saw  the  soldiers  who  had  come  for  him.  "  Lead  on  ! "  he  said  ; 
and  they  led  the  way,  deeply  affected ;  and  they  came  into  the 
court-yard,  and  out  into  the  square,  and  there  was  King  Giglio 
come  to  take  leave  of  him,  and  his  Majesty  most  kindly  shook 
hands  with  him,  and  the  gloomy  procession  marched  on  :  —  when 
hark! 

44  Haw— wurraw — wurraw- — aworr  1  '* 
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A  roar  of  wil«l  leasts  was  h«-aid.  And  who  should  come 
ndin-  into  the  io\\n.  frightening  awuy  the  boys,  and  even  ihe 
beadle  and  poliei-iuun,  l.nt  KO>ALUA! 


The  fact  is,  that  when  Captain  Hedzoff  entered  into  the 
court  of  Snapdragon  Castle,  and  was  discoursing  with  King 
1'adella,  the  Lions  made  a  dash  at  the  open  gate,  gobbled  up 
the  six  beef-eaters  in  a  jiffy,  and  away  they  went  with  Rosalba 
on  the  hack  of  one  of  them,  and  they  carried  her,  turn  and  turn 
about,  till  they  came  to  the  city  where  Prince  Giglio's  army 
;i  camped. 

When  the  KING  heard  of  the  QUEEN'S  arrival,  you  may 
think  how  he  ru>hed  out  of  his  breakfast-room  to  hand  her 
Majesty  oil'  her  Lion  I  The  Lions  were  grown  as  fat  as  pigs 
now,  having  had  HouLiinarmo  and  all  those  beef-eaters,  and 
were  so  tame,  anybody  might  pat  them. 

While  Giglio  knelt  (most  gracefully)  and  helped  the  Prin- 
cess, Bulbo,  for  his  part,  rushed  up  and  kissed  the  Lion.  He 
filing  his  arms  round  the  forest  monarch  ;  he  hugged  him,  and 
laughed  and  cried  for  joy.  "  Oh,  you  darling  old  beast  — oh.1 
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how  glad  I  am  to  see  you,  and  the  dear,  dear  Bets —  that  is, 
Rosalba." 

"What,  is  it  you,  poor  Bulbo?"  said  the  Queen.     "Oh, 
how  glad  I  am  to  see  you  !  "     And  she  gave  him  her  hand  to 


kiss.  King  Giglio  slapped  him  most  kindly  on  the  back,  and 
said,  "  Bulbo  my  bo}T,  I  am  delighted,  for  your  sake,  that  her 
Majesty  has  arrived." 

44  So  am  I,"  said  Bulbo;  "  and  you  know  why"  Captain 
Hedzoff  here  came  up.  "  Sire,  it  is  half-past  eight:  shall  we 
proceed  with  the  execution?  " 

"  Execution?  what  for?"  asked  Bulbo. 

"  An  officer  only  knows  his  orders,"  replied  Captain  Hedz- 
off, showing  his  warrant :  on  which  his  Majesty  King  Giglio  i 
smilingly  said  Prince  Bulbo  was  reprieved  this  time,  and  most 
graciously  invited  him  to  breakfast 
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xvn. 

HOW    A    TREMENDOUS    BATTLE   TOOK    PLACE,    AND    WHO   WON   IT. 

As  soon  as  King  Paddla  heard  —  what  we  know  already  — 
that  his  victim,  tin-  lovely  Unsalba.  had  escaped  him,  his  Majes- 
ty's fury  knew  no  hounds,  and  In-  pitched  tin-  Lonl  ( 'hancellor, 
Lord  Chamberlain,  and  every  ollicer  of  the  Crown  whom  he 
could  M-t  tfjrw  on.  into  tin-  caldron  of  boiling  oil  prepared  for 
the  Primvss.  Then  he  01  .t  liis  uhole  army,  horse. 

foot,  and  artillery:  and  set  forth  at  the  head  of  an  innumerable 
ho-st.  and  I  should  think  twenty  thousand  drummers,  trumpet- 
ers, and  lifers. 

King  (iiglio's  advanced  guard,  you  may  be  sure,  kept  that 
monarch  acquainted  with  the  enemy's  dealings,  and  lie  was  in 
nowise  diM-on.-ertcd.  lie  was  much  too  polite  to  alarm  the 
Princess,  his  lovely  guest,  with  any  unnecessary  rumors  of 
battles  impending;  on  the  contrary,  he  did  everything  to 
amuse  and  <li\ert  her;  gave  her  a  most  elegant  breakfast, 
dinner,  lunch,  and  got  up  a  ball  for  her  that  evening,  when  he 
danced  with  her  every  singl.-  dance. 

Poor  Piulbo  \VM-N  taken  into  favor  again,  and  allowed  to  go 
quite  free  now.  He  had  new  clothes  given  him,  \\ . 
44  My  good  cousin"  by  his  Majesty,  and  was  treated  with  the 
greatest  distinction  by  everybody.  Hut  it  was  easy  to  see  he 
was  very  melancholy.  The  fact  is,  the  sight  of  Betsinda,  who 
looked  perfectly  lovely  in  an  elegant  new  dress,  set  poor  Bulbo 
frantic  in  love  with  her  again.  And  he  never  thought  about 
Angelica,  now  Princess  Bulbo,  whom  he  had  left  at  home,  and 
who,  as  we  know,  did  not  can-  much  about  him. 

The  King,  dancing  the  twenty-fifth  polka  with  Rosalba,  re- 
marked with  wonder  the  ring  she  wore;  and  then  Rosalba  told 
him  how  she  had  got  it  from  Gruflfanufif,  who  no  doubt  had 
picked  it  up  when  Angelica  flung  it  away. 

••  Yes,"  says  the  I-'airy  Hlaekstick  —  who  had  come  to  see 
the  young  people,  and  who  had  very  likely  certain  plans  regard- 
ing them  —  M  that  ring  I  gave  the  Queen,  Giglio's  mother,  who 
was  not,  saving  your  presence,  a  very  wise  woman:  it  is  en- 
chanted, and  whoever  wears  it  looks  beautiful  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world.  I  made  poor  Prince  Bulbo,  when  he  was  christened, 
the  present  of  a  rose  which  made  him  look  handsome  while  he 
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had  it ;  but  he  gave  it  to  Angelica,  who  instantly  looked  beau 
tiful  again,  whilst  Bulbo  relapsed  into  his  natural  plainness." 

"Rosalba  needs  no  ring,  I  am  sure,"  says  Giglio,  with  a 
low  bow.  "  She  is  beautiful  enough,  in  my  eyes,  without  any 
enchanted  aid." 

"  Oh,  sir !  "  said  Rosalba. 

"  Take  off  the  ring  and  try,"  said  the  King,  and  resolutely 
drew  the  ring  off  her  finger.  In  his  eyes  she  looked  just  as 
handsome  as  before ! 

The  King  was  thinking  of  throwing  the  ring  away,  as  it  was 
so  dangerous  and  made  all  the  people  so  mad  about  Rosalba ; 
but  being  a  prince  of  great  humor,  and  good-humor  too,  he  cast 
eyes  upon  a  poor  youth  who  happened  to  be  looking  on  very 
disconsolately,  and  said  — 

"Bulbo  my  poor  lad!  come  and  try  on  this  ring.  The 
Princess  Rosalba  makes  it  a  present  to  you."  The  magic 
properties  of  this  ring  were  uncommonly  strong,  for  no  sooner 
had  Bulbo  put  it  on,  but  lo  and  behold,  he  appeared  a  persona- 
ble, agreeable  3"oung  prince  enough  —  with  a  fine  complexion, 
fair  hair,  rather  stout,  and  with  bandy  legs ;  but  these  were 
encased  in  such  a  beautiful  pair  of  yellow  morocco  boots  that 
nobodj*  remarked  them.  And  Bulbo's  spirits  rose  up  almost 
immediate!}*  after  he  had  looked  in  the  glass,  and  he  talked 
to  their  Majesties  in  the  most  lively,  agreeable  manner,  and 
danced  opposite  the  Queen  with  one  of  the  prettiest  Maids  of 
Honor,  and  after  looking  at  her  Majesty,  could  not  help  saying, 
"  How  very  odd  :  she  is  very  pretty,  but  not  so  extraordinarily 
handsome."  "Oh,  no,  by  no  means!"  says  the  Maid  of 
Honor. 

"  But  what  care  I,  clear  sir,"  says  the  Queen,  who  over- 
heard them,  "  if  you  think  I  am  good-looking  enough?" 

His  Majesty's  glance  in  reply  to  this  affectionate  speech  was 
such  that  no  painter  could  draw  it.  And  the  Faiiy  Blackstiek 
said,  "  Bless  }TOU,  my  darling  children !  Now  you  are  united 
and  happy ;  and  now  you  see  what  I  said  from  the  first,  that 
a  little  misfortune  has  done  you  both  good.  low,  Giglio,  had 
you  been  bred  in  prosperity,  would  scarcely  have  learned  to 
read  or  write  —  you  would  have  been  idle  and  extravagant,  and 
could  not  have  been  a  good  King  as  you  now  will  be.  You, 
Rosalba,  would  have  been  so  flattered,  that  your  little  head 
might  have  been  turned  like  Angelica's,  who  thought  herself 
too  good  for  Giglio." 

"As  if  anybody  could  be  good  enough  for  him"  cried 
Rosalba. 
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"Oh,  you,  you  darling!"  says  fiijrlio.  And  so  she  was  , 
and  he  was  just  holding  out  hi-  .-inns  in  order  to  give  her  a  hug 

before  the  whole  company,  when  a  messenger  came  rushing  in 
and  >ai-l,  '•  My  lord,  the  enemy  :  " 

••  To  anna  '  "  eries  (  iLdio. 

"Oh,   mere-.  llo^alki.    and    tainted   of  course.      He 

snatched  one  kiss  from  her  lips,  and  rushed  forth  to  the  Jleld  of 

battle! 

The  Fairv  had  provided  King  Giglio  with  a  suit  of  armor, 
which  was  not  only  cmbroidere.i  with  jewels,  and  blind- 

.  your  eyes  'to  look  :it.  but  was  water-proof,  gun-proof, 
and  sword-proof:  so  that,  in  the  mid-t  of  the  very  hottest 
battles,  his  .Majesty  rode  about  as  calmly  as  if  he  had  been  a 
British  Grenadier  at  Alma.  Were  1  engaged  in  lighting  for 
my  country,  /  should  like  Midi  a  suit  of  armor  as  Prince  Giglio 
wore  ;  but,  you  know,-  he  was  a  prince  of  a  fairy  tale,  and  they 
always  have  these  wonderful  things. 

Besides  the  fairy  armor,  the  Prince  had  a  fairy  horse,  which 
would  gallop  at  any  pace  you  please;  and  a  fairy  sword. 
which  would  lengthen,  and  run  through  a  whole  regiment  of 
enemies  at  once.  With  such  a  weapon  at  command,  I  wonder, 
for  my  part,  he  thought  of  ordering  his  army  out  ;  but  forth 
they  all  came,  in  magnificent  new  uniforms:  Hedzoff  and  the 
Prince's  two  college  friends  each  commanding  a  division,  and 
his  Majesty  prancing  in  person  at  the  head  of  them  all. 

Ah  !  if  I  had  the  pen  of  a  Sir  Archibald  Alison,  my  dear 
friends,  would  I  not  now  entertain  you  with  the  account  of  a 
most  tremendous  shindy?  Should  not  fine  blows  be  struck? 
dreadful  wounds  be  delivered?  arrows  darken  the  air?  cannon- 
balls  crash  through  the  battalions?  calvary  charge  infantry? 
infantry  pitch  into  cavalry?  bugles  blow;  drums  beat;  horses 
neigh;  fifes  sing  ;  soldiers  roar,  swear,  hurrav  ;  officers  shout 
out,  "Forward,  my  men!"  "This  way,  lads!"  "Give  it 
'em,  boys  !  "  "  Fight  for  Kin*;  Oiglio  and  th  »f  right  !  " 

"King  Padella  for  ever:'  Would  I  not  describe  all  this,  I 
say,  and  in  the  very  finest  language  too?  But  this  humble 
pen  does  not  possess  the  skill  necessary  for  the  description  of 
combats.  In  a  word,  the  overthrow  of  King  Padella's  army 
was  so  complete,  that  if  they  had  been  K'u^ians  you  could 
not  have  wished  them  to  be  more  utterly  smashed  and  con- 
founded. 

As  for  that  usurping  monarch,  having  performed  acts  of 
valor  much  more  considerable  than  could  be  expected  of  a 
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royal  ruffian  and  usurper,  who  had  such  a  bad  cause,  and  who 
was  so  criifl  to  women,  —  as  for  King  Padella,  I  say,  when  his 
army  ran  away  tlu-  King  run  away  too,  kicking  his  first  General, 
Prince  Punclukoff,  from  his  saddle,  und  galloping  away  on  the 
Prince's  horse,  having,  indeed,  had  twenty- live  or  twenty-six 
of  his  own  shot  under  him.  Hedzoff  coming  up,  and  finding 
Punchikoff  down,  as  you  may  imagine,  very  speedily  disposed 
of  him.  Meanwhile  King  Padella  was  scampering  off  as  hard 
as  his  horse  could  lay  legs  to  ground.  Fast  as  he  scampered, 
I  promise  you  somebody  else  galloped  faster ;  and  that  indi- 
vidual, as  no  doubt  you  are  aware,  was  the  royal  Giglio,  who 
kept  bawling  out,  "  Stay,  traitor  !  Turn,  miscreant,  and  defend 
thyself!  Stand,  tyrant,  coward,  ruffian,  royal  wretch,  till  I  cut 
th}-  ugly  head  from  thy  usurping  shoulders  !  "  And,  with  his 
fairy  sword,  which  elongated  itself  at  will,  his  Majesty  kept 
poking  and  prodding  Padella  in  the  back,  until  that  wicked 
monarch  roared  with  anguish. 

When  he  was  fairly  brought  to  bay,  Padella  turned  and  dealt 
Prince  Giglio  a  prodigious  crack  over  the  sconce  with  his  battle- 
axe,  a  most  enormous  weapon,  which  had  cut  down  I  don't 
know  how  many  regiments  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon.  But 
law  bless  you  !  though  the  blow  fell  right  down  on  his  Majesty's 
helmet,  it  made  no  more  impression  than  if  Padella  had  struck 
him  with  a  pat  of  butter  :  his  battle-axe  crumpled  up  in  Padella's 
hand,  and  the  royal  Giglio  laughed  for  very  scorn  at  the  im- 
potent efforts  of  that  atrocious  usurper. 

At  the  ill  success  of  his  blow  the  Crim  Tartar  monarch  was 
justly  irritated.  "If,"  says  he  to  Giglio,  "you  ride  a  fair\' 
horse,  and  wear  fairy  armor,  what  on  earth  is  the  use  of  my 
hitting  3'ou  ?  I  may  as  well  give  myself  up  a  prisoner  at  once. 
Your  Majesty  won't,  I  suppose,  be  so  mean  as  to  strike  a  poor 
fellow  who  can't  strike  again  ?  " 

The  justice  of  Padella's  remark  struck  the  magnanimous 
Giglio.  "  Do  you  yield  }rourself  a  prisoner,  Pactella?  "  says  he. 

"  Of  course  I  do,"  says  Padella. 

"Do  3*ou  acknowledge  Rosalba  as  your  rightful  Queen, 
and  give  up  the  crown  and  all  your  treasures  to  }7our  rightful 
mistress  ?  " 

"  If  I  must  I  must,"  says  Padella,  who  was  naturally  very 
sulky.  . 

By  this  time  King  Giglio's  aides-de-camp  had  come  up, 
whom  his  Majesty  ordered  to  bind,  the  prisoner.  And  they  tied 
his  hands  behind  him,  and  bound  his  legs  tight  under  his  horse, 
having  set  him  with  his  face  to  the  tail ;  and  in  this  fashion  he 
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was  led  back  to  Kinir  (ii-jlio's  quarters,  and  thrust  into  the  \«  ry 
dungeon  where  young  Hulbo  had  been  routined. 

1'adella  (wi;  ^TV  dl!lereiit  person,  ill  till'  depth  of  his 

distress,  lo  1'adeila  the  proud  wean  r «,!'  i  lie  (  rim  Tartar  crown,) 
DOW  most  a!!ectionately  and  earnesth  a^ked  t«  >  >ec  his  son  —  hie 
dear  eldest  boy —  his  darling  Bulbo;  and  that  good-natim-d 
young  man  never  once  reproached  his  haughty  parent  lor  his 
iinkind  conduct  the  day  before,  when  he  would  have  left  Htilho 
to  he  shot  without  any  pity.  b;i«  came  to  see  his  lather,  and 
spoke  to  him  through  the  grating  of  the  door,  beyond  which  he 
was  not  allowed  louo  ;  and  liroii^ht  him  some  sandwiches  from 
the  iz'rand  supper  which  his  Maje>ty  w:i>  _u;iviii;.r  :il>o\-(?  stairs,  in 
honor  of  the  brilliant  victory  which  had  just  heen  achieved. 

••  I  cannot  slay  with  you  lonjj,  sir,"  says  Bulbo,  who  was 
in  his  lust  ball  divss,  a>  he  handed  his  father  in  the  prog. 
44 1  am  en;j.aued  to  dance  the  next  (juadrille  with  her  Majesty 
Queen  Ko>alba.  and  I  hear  tin-  liddles  plavinir  at  this  ver}^  mo- 
ment." 

So  Bulbo  went  back  to  the  ball-room,  and  the  wretched 
Padella  ate  his  solitary  supper  in  silence  and  tears. 

All  was  now  joy  in  Kinjr  ( li.nlio's  circle.  Dancing,  feasting, 
fun,  illuminations,  and  jollifications  of  all  sorts  ensued.  The 
people  through  whose  villages  they  passed  were  ordered  to 
illuminate  their  cottages  at  night,  and  scatter  flowers  on  the 
road-  duiinir  the  day.  They  were  requested  —  and  I  promise 
you  they  did  not  like  to  refuse  —  to  serve  the  troops  liberally 
with  eatables  and  wine;  besides,  the  army  was  enriched  by 
the  immense  quantity  of  plunder  which  was  found  in  King 
1'adella's  camp,  and  taken  from  his  soldiers;  who  (after  they 
had  giviMi  up  everything)  were  allowed  to  fraternize  with  the 
conquerors;  and  the  united  forces  marched  back  by  easy  stages 
towards  Kinir  <ii.Lrli<»'s  capital,  his  royal  banner  and  that  of 
C^iieen  Rosalia  being  carried  in  front  of  the  troops.  Hedzoff 
was  made  a  Duke  and  a  Field  Marshal.  Smith  and  Jones  i 
promoted  to  be  Karls ;  the  Crim  Tartar  Order  of  the  Pumpkin 
and  the  Tailauouian  decoration  of  the  Cucumber  were  freely 
distributed  by  their  Majesties  to  the  army.  Queen  Rosalha 
won>  the  1'atlaironian  Ribbon  of  the  Cucumber  across  her  riding- 
habit,  whilst  King  Giglio  never  appeared  without  the  grand 
Cordon  ot  the  Pumpkin.  How  the  people  cheered  them  as  they 
ro.le  uioiijjr  side  by  side!  They  were  pronounced  to  be  the 
handsomest  couple  ever  seen  :  that  was  a  matter  of  course  :  but 
they  really  wtit  very  handsome,  and.  had  they  been 
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would  have  looked  so,  they  were  so  happy !  Their  Majesties 
\\cre  never  separated  during  the  whole  da}r,  but  breakfasted, 
dined,  and  supped  together  always,  and  rode  side  by  side,  in- 
terchanging elegant  compliments,  and  indulging  in  the  most 
delightful  conversation.  At  night,  her  Majesty's  ladies  of 
honor  (who  had  all  rallied  round  her  the  day  after  King  Padella's 
defeat,)  came  and  conducted  her  to  the  apartments  prepared 
for  her ;  whilst  King  Giglio,  surrounded  by  his  gentlemen,  with- 


drew to  his  own  Royal  quarters.  It  was  agreed  they  should  be 
married  as  soon  as  they  reached  the  capital,  and  orders  were 
despatched  to  the  Archbishop  of  Blombodinga,  to  hold  himself 
in  readiness  to  perform  the  interesting  ceremony.  Duke  Hedz- 
off  carried  the  message,  and  gave  instructions  to  have  the 
Royal  Castle  splendidly  refurnished  and  painted  afresh.  The 
Duke  seized  Glumboso,  the  ex-Prime  Minister,  and  made  him 
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refund  that  considerable  sum  of  money  which  th»-  old  scoundrel 
II.-K!  secreted  out  of  tin-  late  KM.  ire.  II«-  :iUo  dapped 

ValoroM>  int.)  prison  (who,  l»y  tiie  way,  had  Keen  dethroned  for 
some  con.sideraMe  period  pa>l).  and  when  the  < -x-monan-h 
weakly  rein«>n^tr:iled.  Iled/.<»ll'  said.  "  A  soldier.  Sir.  kn-.u. 
1. nt  his  duty  ;  my  order-  an-  to  lock  you  up  almig  with  the 
cx-Kinir  I'mlella,  whom  1  have  liroiiirht  hither  u  prisoner  under 
Lrnard."  So  these  (\\»  el  K'>;;tl  p<T-*onages  were  sent  for  a 
year  to  the  II..u>e  of  Correction,  and  thereafter  were  obliged  to 
become  monks  of  the  severed  (  )rdi  r  of  Flagellants  —  in  wliieh 
state,  l»y  fa>tinu'.  l»y  vigils,  l»y  tl«i«juriii^  (  wlii<-h  they  administer,  d 
to  one  a  noli  ii  i\  humlily  luit  resolutely  ),  no  don  lit  they  exhibited 
a  repentance  for  their  past  mi>decd>,  usurpation.-*,  and  private 
and  puMic  crime-. 

As   for  (.luml'oso,  that  rogue  was  sent  to  the  galleys,  and 
never  had  an  opportunity  to  steal  any  more. 


XVIII. 

HOW  THEY  ALL  JOURNEYED  BACK  TO  THE  CAPITAL. 

THK  Fairy  Uhu-kstick.  by  whose  means  this  young  King 
,'ind  ijuci'ii  had  certainly  won  their  respective  crowns  back, 
would  come  not  unfrequently  to  pay  them  a  little  visit  —  as 
they  were  ridin<r  in  their  triumphal  progress  towards  Giglio's 
capital  —  change  her  wand  into  a  pony,  and  travel  by  their 
Majesties'  side,  giving  them  the  very  l>cst  advice.  I  am  not 
Mire  that,  Kinir  (.iuliodid  not  think  the  Fairy  and  her  advice 
rather  a  bore,  fancying  it  was  his  own  valor  and  merits  which 
had  put  him  on  his  throne,  and  conquered  Padella:  and,  in 
line,  I  fear  he  rather  irave  himself  airs  to\\ards  his  best  friend 
and  patroness.  She  exhorted  him  to  deal  justly  by  his  sub- 
jects,  to  draw  mildly  on  the  taxes,  never  to  break  his  promise 
when  he  had  once  given  it  —  and  in  all  respects  to  be  a  good 
King. 

41 A  -cod  King,  my  dear  Fairy!"  cries  Rosalba.  "  Of 
course  he  will.  Break  his  promise!  can  you  fancy  my  Giglio 
would  ever  do  anythinir  so  improper,  so  unlike  him?  No! 
never!"  And  she  looked  fondly  towards  GigliO)  whom  she 
thought  a  pattern  of  perfection. 
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"  Why  is  Fairy  Blackstick  always  advising  me,  and  telling 
me  how  to  manage  my  government,  and  warning  me  to  keep 
my  word  ?  Does  she  suppose  that  I  am  not  a  man  of  sense, 
and  a  man  of  honor?"  asks  Giglio,  testily.  "  Methinks  she 
rather  presumes  upon  her  position." 

'«  Hush  !  dear  Giglio,"  says  Rosalba.  u  You  know  Black- 
stick  has  been  very  kind  to  us,  and  we  must  not  offend  her." 
But  the  Fairy  was  not  listening  to  Giglio's  testy  observations  : 
she  had  fallen  back,  and  was  trotting  on  her  pony  now,  by 
Master  Bulbo's  side  —  who  rode  a  donkey,  and  made  himself 
generally  beloved  in  the  army  by  his  cheerfulness,  kindness, 
and  good-humor  to  everybody.  He  was  eager  to  see  his  dar- 
ling Angelica.  He  thought  there  never  was  such  a  charming 
being.  Blackstick  did  not  tell  him  it  was  the  possession  of  the 
magic  rose  that  made  Angelica  so  lovely  in  his  eyes.  She 
brought  him  the  very  best  accounts  of  his  little  wife,  whose 
misfortunes  and  humiliations  had  indeed  ver}'  greatty  improved 
her;  and  }*ou  see,  she  could  whisk  off  on  her  wand  a  hundred 
miles  in  a  minute,  and  be  back  in  no  time,  and  so  cany  polite 
messages  from  Bulbo  to  Angelica,  and  from  Angelica  to  Bulbo, 
and  comfort  that  young  man  upon  his  journey. 

When  the  Royal  party  arrived  at  the  last  stage  before  you 
reach  Blombodinga,  who  should  be  in  waiting,  in  her  carriage 
there,  with  her  lady  of  honor  b}~  her  side,  but  the  Princess 
Angelica?  She  rushed  into  her  husband's  arms,  scarcely  stop- 
ping to  make  a  passing  curtsy  to  the  King  and  Queen.  She 
had  no.  eyes  but  for  Bulbo,  who  appeared  perfectly  lovely  to  her 
on  account  of  the  fairy  ring  which  he  wore  ;  whilst  she  herself, 
wearing  the  magic  rose  in  her  bonnet,  seemed  entirely  beautiful 
to  the  enraptured  Bulbo. 

A  splendid  luncheon  was  served  to  the  Royal  party,  of 
which  the  Archbishop,  the  Chancellor,  the  Duke  Hedzoff, 
Countess  Gruffanuff,  and  all  our  friends  partook  —  the  Fairy 
Blackstick  being  seated  on  the  left  of  King  Giglio,  with  Bulbo 
and  Angelica  beside.  You  could  hear  the  joy-bells  ringing  in 
the  capital,  and  the  guns  which  the  citizens  were  firing  oft'  in 
honor  of  their  Majesties. 

"  What  can  have  induced  that  hideous  old  Gruffanuff  to 
dress  herself  up  in  such  an  absurd  way?  Did  you  ask  her 
to  be  your  bridesmaid,  my  dear  ? "  says  Giglio  to  Rosalba. 
44  What  a  figure  of  fun  Gruffy  is  ! " 

Gruffy  was  seated  opposite  their  Majesties,  between  the 
Archbishop  and  the  Lord  Chancellor,  and  a  figure  of  fun  she 
certainly  was,  for  she  was  dressed  in  a  low  white  silk  dress, 
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irith  luce  over.  :i  wreath  of  white  roses  on  h<-r  wig,  a  splendid 
lace  veil,  and  her  yellow  old  neck  \va-  e<i\en-d  \\ith  diamond-. 
She  ogled  the  King  in  such  a  manner,  that  hi>  Majesty  burst 
out  laughing. 

••  Lieven  --.'clock  !  "  cries  Ciglio,  as  the  irrcat  Cathedral  bell 
of  Blombodingu  tolled  that  hour.  "Gentlemen  and  ladie^.  we 
must  be  starting.  Archbishop,  you  mu  ••Jiureli  1  think 

before   twelve?  " 

44  We  nm>t  be  at  church  before  twelve,"  sighs  nut  firuff- 
anull'  in  a  hinpiisliin^  \'»i<e,  hi<lin_r  h.-r  old  face  behind  her 
fan. 

44  And  then  I  shall  be  the  happiest  man  in  my  dominions," 
fries  (iiuiio,  with  an  elegant  bow  to  the  blushing  Ro^alba. 

••  Oh,  my  (ii^lio  !      Oh,  my  d  . -hiim-  <  iruff- 

anuir;  '4  and  can  it  be  that  this  happy  moment  at  length  has 
arrived  —  " 

14  ( )!'  course  it  has  arrived,"  says  the  King. 

44  —  And  that  1  am  about  to  become  the  enraptured  bride 
of  iny  adored  di^lio:"  continues  (Inilfamilf.  "Lend  me  u 
smelling-bottle,  somebody.  I  certainly  -hall  taint  with  joy." 

M   Y<»t  my  bride?  "  roars  out  Gi 

k-   Yon  marry  my  Prince?"  cries  [x.or  little  Rosalba. 

4*I'o»»h!      Nonsense!     The   v,    •  mad!"   exclaims  the 

Kiii%u;.  And  all  the  courtiers  exhibited  by  tlieir  countenances 
and  expressions,  marks  of  >ui[.rixj  or  rid'u-ule,  or  incredulity 
or  wonder. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  who  el-;o  is  going  to  be  married,  if 
I  am  not?"  shrieks  out  ( irutlaimii'.  44  I  should  like  to  know 
if  Kinir  (li^lio  is  a  gentleman,  and  if  there  is  such  a  thing 
as  justice  in  Pall.MLjonia  ?  Lord  Chancellor!  my  Lord  Arch- 
bishop! will  your  lordships  sit  by  and  see  a  poor  fond,  con- 
fiding,  tender  creature  put  upon?  Has  not  Prince  Giglio 
promised  to  marry  his  P.arbara?  Is  not  this  Giglio's  signa- 
ture? Dots  not  this  paper  declare  that  he  is  mine,  and  only 
mine?"  And  she  hand  •«!  to  his  Crace  the  Archbishop  the 
document  which  the  Prince  signed  that  evening  when  she 
wore  the  magic  ring,  and  (liglio  drank  so  much  champagne. 
And  the  old  Archbishop,  taking  out  his  eye-glasses,  read  — 
••This  is  to  give  notice  that  L  (Jiglio.  only  sou  of  Savio. 
King  of  Pallagonia,  hereby  promise  to  marry  the  charming 
Uarbara  Griselda  Counters  ( ii nilanuff,  and  widow  of  the  late 
Jenkins  Grufiaiinir,  Ks,,." 

44  H'm,"  says  the  Archbishop,  44  the  document  is  certainly 
a  —  a  document  " 
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44  Phoo!  "  says  the  Lord  Chancellor:  "  the  signature  is  not 
in  his  Majesty's  handwriting."  Indeed,  since  his  studies  at 
Bosforo,  Giglio  had  made  an  immense  improvement  in  calig- 
raphy. 

44  Is  it  your  handwriting,  Giglio?  "  cries  the  Fairy  Black- 
stick,  with  an  awful  severity  of  countenance. 

"  Y — y — y — es,"  poor  Giglio  gasps  out.  "  I  had  quite 
forgotten  the  confounded  paper:  she  can't  mean  to  hold  me 
by  it.  You  old  wi«tch,  what  will  you  take  to  let  me  off? 
Help  the  Queen,  some  one  —  her  Majesty  has  fainted." 

44  Chop  her  head  off !"          ~)  exclaim  the  impetuous  Hodz- 

"  Smother  the  old  witch  !  "  [•      off,  the  ardent  Smith,  and 

"  Pitch  her  into  the  river  !  "  }      the  faithful  Jones. 

But  Gruffanuff  flung  her  arms  round  the  Archbishop's  neck 
and  bellowed  out,  "  Justice,  justice,  my  Lord  Chancellor  !  "  so 
loudly,  that  her  piercing  shrieks  caused  everybody  to  pause. 
As  for  Rosalba,  she  was  borne  away  lifeless  by  her  ladies ;  and 
you  may  imagine  the  look  of  agony  which  Giglio  cast  towards 
that  lovely  being,  as  his  hope,  his  jo}T,  his  darling,  his  all  in 
all,  was  thus  removed,  and  in  her  place  the  horrid  old  G ruff- 
tin  uff  rushed  up  to  his  side,  and  once  more  shrieked  out, 
k'  Justice,  justice  !  " 

44  Won't  you  take  that  sum  of  money  which  Glumboso  hid?  " 
says  Giglio  :  "  two  hundred  and  eighteen  thousand  millions,  or 
thereabouts.  It's  a  handsome  sum." 

44 1  will  have  that  and  you  too?  "  says  Gruffanuff. 

44  Let  us  throw  the  crown  jewels  into  the  bargain,"  gasps 
out  Giglio. 

44 1  will  wear  them  by  my  Giglio's  side  !  "  says  Gruffanuff. 

44  Will  half,  three-quarters,  five-sixths,  nineteen-twentieths, 
of  my  kingdom  do,  Countess  ?  "  asks  the  trembling  monarch. 

44  What  were  all  Europe  to  me  without  you,  my  Giglio?" 
cries  Gruff,  kissing  his  hand. 

44  I  won't,  I  can't,  I  shan't,  —  I'll  resign  the  crown  first," 
shouts  Giglio,  tearing  away  his  hand  ;  but  Gruff  clung  to  it. 

44 1  have  a  competency,  my  love,"  she  says,  44  and  with  thee 
and  a  cottage  thy  Barbara  will  be  happy." 

Giglio  was  half  mad  with  rage  by  this  time.  <4I  will  not 
marry  her,"  says  he.  44  Oh,  Fairy,  Fairy,  give  me  counsel !  " 
And  as  he  spoke,  he  looked  wildly  round  at  the  severe  face  of 
the  Fairy  Blackstick. 

"  '  Why  is  Fairy  Blackstick  always  advising  me,  and  warn- 
ing me  to  keep  my  word?  Does  she  suppose  that  I  am  not 
a  man  of  honor?"  said  the  Fairy,  quoting  Giglio's  own 
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haughty    words.       Ho    quailrd    nn-lor    tho    bright M. •>-    of    her 
:     ho    f.-lt    that    tin-re    was    no  escape    for    him    from   that 
awful    Inquisition. 

••  Well.  Archl'i- hop,"  said  he,  in  a  <liv:i<lfi,l  voice  that  mad< 
lii<  (irace  >tart,  k' since  thi»  Fairy  has  led  me  to  the  height  of 
happiness  hut  to  da.^h  me  down  into  tin-  depth-  of  despair, 
since  I  am  to  lose  Kosalba,  Id  me  at  leasi  keep  my  honoi . 
( .it  up,  ( 'uuutcss,  ami  It-t  us  be  married  ;  I  can  keep  my  word, 
but  I  can  dif  afterward-." 

••<)  dear  (I'mlio,"  cries  ( '.  niifanulF,  >ki;»pinur  up,  "  I  knew,  1 
knew  I  could  trust  thee  —  I  knew  thai  nn  1'rinee  was  the  soul 
of  honor.  Jump  into  your  carnaire-,,  ladies  :md  gentlemen,  and 
let  u^  Lro  to  ehureh  at  once;  ami  :i->  l«»r  dviu^,  dear  Giglio\ 
no,  no: — thou  wilt  forget  that  in-i^nilieant  little  chambermaid 
of  a  queen  —  thou  wilt  live  to  be  consoled  by  thy  liarbara! 
She  \\islu-s  to  be  a  nueen,  and  not  a  tjueen  Dowager,  my 
gracious  lord!"  And  haii^in*;  upon  pour  (iiurlio's  arm,  and 
Ircrintj  and  grinning  in  his  face  in  the  most  di-L,rusting  manner, 
this  old  wretch  tripped  oil'  in  her  white  satin  shoes,  and  jumped 
into  the  very  carriage  which  had  been  Lr"t  ready  to  convey 
(ii^lio  and  Rosalba  to  church.  The  cannons  roared  again,  the 
beua  pealed  tnple-hobinajors.  the  people  came  out  flinging 
(lowers  upon  the  path  of  the  royal  bride  and  bridegroom,  and 
tlrutf  looked  out  of  the  ^ilt  coach  window  and  bowed  and 
grinned  to  them.  1'hoo  !  the  horrid  old  wretch! 


XIX. 

\M»    NOW    WE   COME   TO   THE    LAST   SCENE    IN  THE   PANTOMIME. 


Tin:  many  ups  and  downs  of  her  life  had  ^iven  the  Princess 
Ku-salba  prodigious  strength  of  mind,  and  that  highly  prin- 
cipled young  woman  prescntl}'  recovered  from  her  fainting-fit, 
out  of  which  Fairy  Hhickstick,  by  a  precious  essence  which  the 
Fairy  always  carried  in  her  j)ocket,  awakened  her.  Instead  of 
tearing  her  hair,  crying,  and  bemoaning  herself,  and  fainting 
a'-aii:,  as  many  young  women  would  have  done,  Rosalba  re- 
i!)'  'inhered  that  she  owed  un  example  of  firmness  to  her  subjects  ; 
and  though  she  loved  Giglio  more  than  her  life,  was  determined, 
us  she  told  the  Fairy,  not  to  interfere  between  him  and  justice, 
or  to  cause  him  to  break  his  royal  word. 
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"  I  cannot  marry  liim,  but  I  shall  love  him  always,"  says 
she  to  Blarkstick  ;  ••  I  will  go  and  be  present  at  his  marriage 
with  the  Countess,  and  sign  the  book,  and  wish  them  happy 
with  all  my  heart.  I  will  see,  when  I  get  home,  whether  I 
cannot  make  the  new  Queen  some  handsome  presents.  The 
Crim  Tartar}'  crown  diamonds  are  uncommonly  fine,  and  I  shall 
never  have  an}r  use  for  them.  I  will  live  and  die  unmarried 
like  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  of  course  I  shall  leave  my  crown  to 
Giglio  when  I  quit  this  world.  Let  us  go  and  see  them  married, 
my  dear  Fairy  ;  let  me  say  one  last  farewell  to  him  ;  and  then, 
it' you  please,  I  will  return  to  my  own  dominions." 

So  the  Fairy  kissed  Rosalba  with  peculiar  tenderness,  and 
at  once  changed  her  wand  into  a  very  comfortable  coach-and- 
four,  with  a  steady  coachman,  and  two  respectable  footmen 
behind,  and  the  Fairy  and  Rosalba  got  into  the  coach,  which 
Angelica  and  Bulbo  entered  after  them.  As  for  honest  Bulbo, 
he  was  blubbering  in  the  most  pathetic  manner,  quite  over- 
tome  by  Rosalba's  misfortune.  She  was  .touched  by  the  honest 
fellow's  sympathy,  promised  to  restore  to  him  the  confiscated 
estates  of  Duke  Padella  his  father,  and  created  him,  as  he  sat 
there  in  the  coach,  Prince,  Highness,  and  First  Grandee  of  the 
Crim  Tartar  Empire.  The  coach  moved  on,  and,  being  a  fairy 
coach,  soon  came  up  with  the  bridal  procession. 

Before  the  ceremony  at  church  it  was  the  custom  in  Pafla- 
gonia,  as  it  is  in  other  countries,  for  the  bride  and  bridegroom 
to  sign  the  Contract  of  Marriage,  which  was  to  be  witnessed  by 
the  Chancellor,  Minister,  Lord  Mayor,  and  principal  officers 
of  state.  Now,  as  the  royal  palace  was  being  painted  and  fur- 
nished anew,  it  was  not  ready  for  the  reception  of  the  King  and 
his  bride,  who  proposed  at  first  to  take  up  their  residence  at  the 
Prince's  palace,  that  one  which  Valoroso  occupied  when  Angel- 
ica was  born,  and  before  he  usurped  the  throne. 

So  the  marriage-party  drove  up  to  the  palace :  the  digni- 
taries got  out  of  their  carriages  and  stood  aside  :  poor  Rosalba 
stepped  out  of  her  coach,  supported  by  Bulbo,  and  stood  almost 
fainting  up  against  the  railings,  so  as' to  have  a  last  look  of  her 
dear  Giglio.  .As  for  Blackstick,  she,  according  to  her  custom, 
had  flown  out  of  the  coach  window  in  some  inscrutable  manner, 
and  was  now  standing  at  the  palace-door. 

Giglio  came  up  the  steps  with  his  horrible  bride  on  his  arm, 
looking  as  pale  as  if  he  was  going  to  execution.  He  only 
frowned  at  tne  Fairy  Blackstick  —  he  was  angry  with  her,  and 
thought  she  came  to  insult  his  misery. 

"  Get  out  of  the  way,  pray,"  says  Gruffanuff,  haughtily.     "  I 
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wonder  why  you  are  always  poking  your  nose  into  other  people's 
affairs?" 

"  Are  you  determined  to  make  this  poor  young  man  un- 
happy?" says  Blackstick. 

••'To  marry  him,  yes!  What  business  is  it  of  yours?  Pray. 
mailam,  don't  say  k  you '  to  a  queen,"  cries  Gruffanuff. 

ik  You  won't  take  the  money  he  offered  you?" 

••  No." 

k'  You  won't  let  him  off  his  bargain,  though  you  know  you 
cheated  him  when  you  made  him  sign  the  paper." 

••Impudence!  Policemen,  remove  this  woman!"  cries 
(irulfanuif.  And  the  polio-men  were  rushing  forward,  but  with 
u  wave  of  her  wand  the.  Fairy  struck  them  all  like  so  many 
statues  in  their  places. 

14  You  won't  take  anything  in  exchange  for  }'our  bond,  Mrs. 
(iruifanutf,"  rries  tin-  Fairy,  with  awful  severity.  "  I  speak  for 
the  last  time." 

"  No !  "  shrieks  Gruffanuff,  stamping  with  her  foot.  "  I'll 
have  my  husband,  my  husband,  my  husband  !  " 

••You  SHALL  HAVE  vorit  HUSBAND!"  the  Fairy  Blackstick 
i-ried  :  and  advancing  a  step,  laid  her  hand  upon  the  nose  of 
!he  KNOCKER. 

As  she  touched  it,  the  brass  nose  seemed  to  elongate,  the 
•  >pt  •!!  mouth  opened  still  wider,  and  uttered  a  roar  which  made 
<•  very  body  start.  The  e}'es  rolled  wildly  ;  the  arms  and  legs 
uncurled  themselves,  writhed  about,  and  seemed  to  lengthen 
with  each  twist;  the  knocker  expanded  into  a  figure  in  j'ellow 
livery,  six  feet  high;  the  screws  by  which  it  was  fixed  to  the 
door  unloosed  themselves,  and  JENKINS  GKUFFANUFF  once  more 
trod  the  threshold  off  which  he  had  been  lifted  more  than  twenty 
years  ago ! 

kk  Master's  not  at  home,"  says  Jenkins,  just  in  his  old  voice  ; 
and  Mrs.  Jenkins,  giving  a  dreadful  youp,  fell  down  in  a  fit,  in 
which  nobody  minded  her. 

For  everybody  was  shouting,  "  Huzzay  !  huzzay  !  "  "  Hip, 
hip,  hurray  !  "  "  Long  live  the  King  and  Queen  !  "  "  Were 
such  tilings  ever  seen?"  "  No,  never,  never,  never!  "  "  The 
Fairy  Blackstick  for  ever !  " 

The  bells  were  ringing  double  peals,  the  guns  roaring  and 
banging  most  prodigiously.  Bulbo  was  embracing  everybody; 
the  Lord  Chancellor  was  flinging  up  his  wig  and  shouting  like 
a  madman ;  Hedzoff  had  got  the  Archbishop  round  the  waist, 
aud  they  were  dancing  a  jig  for  joy  ;  and  as  for  Giglio,  I  leave 
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you  to  imagine  what  he  was  doing,  and  if  he  kissed  Rosalba 
once,  twice  —  twenty  thousand  times,  I'm  sure  I  don't  think  he 
was  wrong. 

So  Gruffanuff  opened  the  hall-door  with  a  low  bow,  just  as 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  do,  and  thejr  all  went  in  and  signed 
the  book,  and  then  they  went  to  church  and  were  married,  and 
the  Fairy  Blackstick  sailed  away  on  her  cane,  and  was  never 
more  heard  of  in  Pailagonia. 
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THI      CHRONICLE      OF      THE 

DRUM. 

PART  I. 

AT  Paris,  hard  by  the  Maine  barriers, 

Whoever  will  choose  to  repair, 
Midst  ;i  dozen  of  wooden  -legged  war- 
riors 

May  haply  fall  in  with  old  I'icne. 
On  the  sunshiny  Wnch  of  a  tavern 

Hi-  sits  and  lie  prates  of  old  wars, 
And  moistens  his  pipe  of  tobacco 

With  a  drink  that  is  named  after 
Mars. 

The  beer  makes  his  tongue  run   the 

quicker, 

And  as  loii£  as  his  tap  never  fails, 
Thus  over  his  1'avoriie  liquor 
01<1  IVter  will  tell  his  old  tales. 
ho,    "  In  my  life's  ninety  sum- 


Strange  changes  and   chances  I've 

serll. 

So  here's  to  all  gentlemen  drummers 
That  ever  have  thump'  d  on  a  skin. 

"  Brought  up  in  the  nrt  military 

For  four  generations  we  are  ; 
My    ancestors     drumm'd     for     King 
Harry, 

The  Huguenot  lad  of  Navarre. 
And  as  each  man  in  life  has  his  station 

According  as  Fortune  m;»v  fiv, 
Whil«»  Ponde  was  waving  the  haion, 

My  graudaire  was  trolling  the  sticks. 


"  Ah  !  those  were  the  dty»  for  com- 
manders ! 

What  glories  my  grandfather  won. 
Ere  bigots,  and  lackeys,  and  panders 

The  fortunes  of  France  had  undone  ! 
In  Germany,  Flanders,  and  Holland, — 

What  foeman  resisted  us  ti 
N<>;  in y  £ i •. ii i d s i re  was  e ver  victorious, 

My  grandsire    and   Monsieur   Tu- 
renne. 

"  He  died  :  and  our  noble  battalions 

The  jade  fickle  Fortune  forsook  ; 
And  at  Blenheim,  in  spite  of  our  val- 

iance, 

The  victory  lay  with  Malbrook. 
The  news  it  was  brought  to   King 

Ix>uis  ; 

Corbleu  !  how  his  Majesty  swore 
When  he  heard   they  had  taken  my 

grandsire.  : 

And    twelve    thousand    gentlemen 
more. 

"At  Namur,  Ramillies,  and  Malpla- 

quet 
Were   we  posted,  on   plain  or  in 

trench  : 

Mai  brook  only  need  to  attack  it 
And  away  from  him  scamper'd  we 

French. 
Cheer  up  !    'tis  no  use  to  be  glum, 

boys,  — 

Tis  written,  since  fighting  bepin, 
That  sometimes  we  fight  and  we  com 

qver, 
And  sometimes  we  fight  and  we  run. 
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"  To  fight  and  to  nm  was  our  fate  : 

Our  fortune  and  fame  had  departed. 
And  so  perish'd  Louis  the  Great,  — 

Old,  lonely,  and  half  broken-hearted. 
His  coffin  they  pelted  with  rnud, 

His  body  they  tried  to  lay  hands  on  ; 
And  so  having  buried  King  Louis 

They  loyally  served  his  great-grand- 


"  God  save  the  beloved  King  Louis  ! 

(For  so  he  was  nicknamed  by  some,) 
And  now  came  my  father  to  do  his 

King's  orders  and  beat  on  the  drum. 
My  grandsire  was  dead,  but  his  bones 

Must  have  shaken  I'm  certain  for 

j°y» 

To  hear  daddy  drumming  the  English 
From  the  meadows  of  famed  Fon- 
tenoy. 

"  So  well  did  he  drum  in  that  battle 
That  the  enemy  show'd  us  their 

backs  ; 
Corbleu  !  it  was  pleasant  to  rattle 

The  sticks  and  to  follow  old  Saxe  ! 
We  next  had  Soubise  as  a  leader, 
And  as  luck  hath  its  changes  and 

fits, 

At  Rossbach,  in  spite  of  dad's  drum- 
ming, 
'Tis  said  we  were  beaten  by  Fritz. 

"  And  now  daddy  cross'd  the  Atlantic, 

To  drum  for  Montcalm  and  his  men  ; 
Morbleu  !  but  it  makes  a  man  frantic 

To  think  we  were  beaten  again  ! 
My  daddy  he  cross'd  the  wide  ocean, 

My  mother  brought  me  on  her  neck, 
And  we  came  in  the  year  fifty-seven 

To  guard  the  good  tow*  of  Quebec. 

"In    the    year    fifty-nine    came    the 

Britons,  — 

Full  well  1  remember  the  day,  — 
They  knocked  at  our  gates  for  admit- 
tance, 
Their  vessels  were  moor'd   in  our 

bay. 

Says  our  general,  '  Drive  me  yon  red- 
coats 
Away  to  the  sea  whence  they  come  ! ' 


So  we  marched  against  Wolfe  and  hia 

bull-dogs, 

We  marched  at  the  sound  of  the 
drum. 

"I  think  I  can  see  my  poor  mammy 

With  me  in  her  hand  as  she  waits, 
And  our  regiment,  slowly  retreating, 

Pours   back    through    the    citadel 

gates. 
Dear  mammy  she  looks  in  their  faces, 

And  asks  if  her  husband  is  come  / 
—  He  is  lying  all  cold  on  the  glads, 

And  will  never  more   beat  on   the 
drum. 

"  Come,  drink,  'tis  no  use  to  be  glum. 

boys, 

He  died  like  a  soldier  in  glory ; 
Here's  a  glass  to  the  health  of  all  drum- 
boys, 
And   now  I'll   commence  my  own 

story. 
Once  more  did  we  cross  the  salt  ocean, 

We  came  in  the  year  eighty-one  ; 
And   the   wrongs   of   my  father  the 

drummer 

Were  avenged  by  the  drummer  his 
son. 

"  In  Chesapeake  Bay  we  were  landed. 

In  vain  strove  the  British  to  pass  : 
Rochambcau  our  armies  commanded, 

Our  ships  they  were    led    by  De 

Grasse. 
Morbleu  !  how  I  rattled  the  drumsticks 

The  day  we  march'd  into  Yorktown  ; 
Ten  thousand  of  beef-eating  British 

Their  weapons   we   caused   to    lay 
down. 

"  Then   homewards   returning  victo- 
rious, 

In  peace  to  our  country  we  came, 
And  were  thanked   for  our  glorious 

actions 

By  Louis  Sixteenth  of  the  name. 
What   drummer  on    earth    could    be 

prouder 

Than  I,  while  I  drumm'd  at  Ver- 
sailles 

To  the  lovely  court  ladies  in  powder, 
And  lappets,  and  long  satin -tails  ? 
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"The  Princes  that  daypa&s'd  before  u-, 
Our  countrymen's  L'lory  and  hope  ; 

Mmi.--iciir,  wh<>  was  leal ned  in  II 

D'Artois,  who  could  dance  the  tight  - 

10]  M-. 

One  ii  pt guard fbrthi  QU.-I-H 

opera-box, 

While  the  King, 'that  majestical  mon- 
arch, 
Sat  tiling  at  homo  at  his  locks. 

"  Yes,    I   dnimm'd    for  the   fair  An- 

toii.. 
And  so  smiling  she  look'd  and  so 

tender, 

Tint  our  officers,  i- rival,  s,  and  drum- 
mers. 
All   vow'.l  they  would  die  to  defend 

ber. 

P.ut    sh.-   i-iireil  not  for  us  honest  fol- 
lows, 
Who  fought  and  who  bled  in  her 

Slu-  snrer'd  at.  our  gallant   Rocharn- 

besn, 
And  turned  Lafayette  out  of  doors. 

"VcntrcMeu!   then   I  swore  a  great 
oath, 

No  more  to  such  tyrants  to  kneel. 
And  so  just  to  keep  tip  my  drumming, 

One  day  1  dn:mm'd  down  the  Bas- 
tille. 
HM,  landlord  !  a  stoup  of  fresh  wine. 

('..me.  comrade,  a  btunt>er we'll  try, 
And  ili-ink  to  th"  year  eignty-nine 

And  tin-  glorious  fourth  of  July  ! 

"Then    hr.-m-lv  our  cannon  it  thun- 
der d 

As  onwards  our  patriots  bore. 
Our  enemies  wen-  but  a  hundred, 

And  we  twenty  thousand  or  more. 
They  earned  the  news  to  King  Louis. 

He  heard  it  as  calm  us  you  please, 
And,  like  a  majestic^!  nionarcli, 

Kept  filing  his  locks  and  his  keys. 

"  Wo  show'd  our  republican  courage, 
WP  storm'd  and  we  broke  the  great 
gato  in, 

And  we  murder* d  the  insolent  governor 
For  daring  to  keep  us  a- waiting. 


Laniheic  and  his  Bouadrnn*  stood  by  : 
They  never  stirr  d  finger  or  thumb. 

The  saucy  aristocrats  trembled 

\    they  heard  the  republican  drum. 

Hurrah  !  what  a  storm  was  a-brew- 

ing  : 

Tli"  day  of  our  vengeance  was  come  ! 
Tin.,  j.  of  what  carnage  and 

ruin 
Did  I  iieat  (111  the  jvitriot  drum  ! 

drink    to   the   famed    tentli   of 

August  : 

At  midnight  T  beat  the  tattoo, 

And  woke  up  the  Pikemen  of  Paris 

To  follow  the  bold  Barbaroux. 

"With  pikes,  and  with  shouts,  and 

with  tor.-: 
March'd    onwards    our  dusty  bat- 

talions, 
And  w«  girt  the  till  castle  of  Louis, 

A  million  of  tatteidemalions  ! 
We  storm'd  the  fair  gardens  whert 

tOWCl'd 

The  walls  of  his  heritage  splendid. 
Ah,  shame  on  him,  craven  and  cow- 
ard, 
That  had  not  the  heart  to  defend  it ! 


"With  the  crotrn  of  his  sires  on  his 

head, 

His  nobles  and  knights  by  his  side, 
At  the  foot  of  his  ancestors'  palace 

"Twere  easy,  methinks,  to  have  died. 
But  no  :  when  we  burst  through  his 

barriers, 

Mid  heaps  of  the  dying  and  dead, 
In  vain   through  the    chambers  we 

sought  him  — 
He  had  turn'd  like  a  craven  and  fl«d. 


"  You  all  know  the  Place  de  la  Con- 
corde  ? 

"Tis  hard  by  the  Tuilerie  wall. 
Mid  terraces,  fountains,  and  statue*, 

There  rises  an  obelisk  tall. 
There  rises  an  obelisk  tall. 

All  garnish'd  and  gilded  the  base  !•: 
Tis  surely  the  gayest  of  all 

Our  beautiful  city's  gay  places. 
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"Around  it  are  gardens  and  flowers, 
And  the  Cities  of  France  on  their 

thrones, 
Each    crowu'd    with    his    circlet    of 

flowen 

Sits  watching  this  biggest  of  stones  ! 
I  love  to  go  sit  in  the  sun  there, 

The  flowers  and  fountains  to  see, 
And  to  think  of  the  deeds  that  were 

done  there 
In  the  glorious  year  ninety-three. 

"  Twas  here  stood  the  Altar  of  Free- 
dom ; 

And  though    neither  marble    nor 

gilding 
Was  used  in  those  days  to  adorn 

Our  simple  republican  building, 
Corbleu  !  but  the  MERE  GUILLOTINE 

Cared  little  for  splendor  or  show, 
So  you  gave  her  an  axe  and  a  beam, 

And  a  plank  and  a  basket  or  so. 

"  Awful,  and  proud,  and  erect, 

Here  sat  our  republican  goddess. 
Each  morning  her  table  we  deck'd 

With  dainty  aristocrats'  bodies. 
The  people  each  day  flocked  around 

As  she  sat  at  her  meat  and  her  wine : 
Twas  always  the  use  of  our  nation 

To  witness  the  sovereign  dine. 

"Young    virgins    with    fair    golden 

tresses, 

Old  silver-hair'd  prelates  and  priests, 

Dukes,  marquises,  barons,  princesses, 

Were  splendidly  served  at  her  feasts. 

Ventrebleu  !    but    we    pamper'd  our 

ogress 
With  the  best  that  our  nation  could 

bring, 

And  dainty  she  grew  in  her  progress, 
And  called  for  the  head  of  a  King  ! 

"  She  called  for  the  blood  of  our  King, 

And  straight  from  his  prison  we 

drew  him  ; 
And  to  her  with  shouting  we  led  him, 

And  took  him,  and  bound  him,  and 

slew  him. 
'  The  monarcha  of  Europe  against  me 

Have  plotted  a  godless  alliance  : 
I'll  fling  them  the  head  of  Kincc  Louis,' 

She  said,  '  as  my  gage  of  defiance. ' 


"  I  see  him  as  now,  for  a  moment, 
Away  from  his  jailers  he  broke  ; 
And  stood  at  the  i'oot  of  the  scaffold, 
And  linger'd,  and  fain  would  havs 

spoke. 
'  Ho,    drummer !    quick  !  silence  yon 

Capet,' 
Says  Santerre,  '  with  a  beat  of  your 

drum.' 

Lustily  then  did  I  tap  it, 
And  the  son  of  Saint  Louis  was 
dumb. 


PART  II. 

"  THE  glorious  days  of  September 

Saw  many  aristocrats  fall  ; 
Twas  then  that  our  pikes  drunk  the 

blood 

In  the  beautiful  breast  of  Lamballe. 
Pardi,  'twas  a  beautiful  lady  ! 

I  seldom  have  looked  on  her  like  ; 
And   I  drumm'd  for  a   gallant   pro- 
cession, 

That  marched  with  her  head  on  a 
pike. 

"Let's  show  the  pale  head  to  the 

Queen, 

We  said  —  she'll  remember  it  well. 
She  looked  from  the  bars  of  her  prison, 
And  shriek' d  as  she  saw  it,  and  fell. 
We  set  up  a  shout  at  her  screaming. 
We  laugh'd  at  the  fright  she  had 

shown 

At  the  sight  of  the  head  of  her  minion  ; 
How  she'd  tremble  to  part  with  her 
own. 


"We  had  taken  the  head  of  King 

Capet, 

We  called  for  the  blood  of  his  wife  ; 
Undaunted  she  came  to  the  scaffold, 

And  bared  her  fair  neck  to  the  knife. 
As  she  felt  the  foul  fingers  that  touch'd 

her, 
She  shrunk,  but  she  deigned  not  to 

speak  : 

She  look'd  with  a  royal  disdain, 
And   died   with  a    blush    on    her 
cheek  1 
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"Twas  thus  that  our  conntry  was 

saved  ; 

So  told  us  the  safety  mum. 
But  JK!I.I  '    1  '\v  t!;.-  he. i:t  of  a  soliliir, 

All  gentleness,  mercy,  and  pity. 
I  loathed  to  assist  ;it  such  ii> 

And  my  drum   U-at    its  loudost  of 

As  we  oH'«Ti-d  to  justice  uH'-nd.-d 
The  blood  of  tM  Moody  tribunes. 

"  Away  with  su«-h  f«»ul  recollections  ! 

No  more  of  tlic  axe  and  tin-  Mock  ; 
I  saw  the  last  tight  of  t! 

As  they  foil  'm-atli  our  gu: 

K'i.ck. 
Young  BONAPAIITE  led  us  that  day  ; 

When  he  sought  the  Italian  fron- 
tier, 
I  follow'd  my  gallant  young  captain, 

I  follow'dhuo  many  a  long  year. 

"  \\  e  came  to  an  "army  in  rags, 

Our  general  was  hut  a  boy 
When  we  first  saw  the  Austrian  flags 

Flaunt  proud  in  the  fields  of  Savoy. 
,n  the  glorious  year  ninety-six, 

We  maivh'd  to  the  hanks  of  the  Po  ; 
I  carried  my  drum  and  my  sticks, 

And  we  laid  the  proud   Austrian 
low. 

"  In  triumph  we  ent«  r'd  Milan, 

We  soi/ed  on  the  Mantuan  keys  ; 
The  troops  of  the  Kmperor  ran, 

And  tne  Pope  he  fell  down  on  his 

knees."  — 

Pierre's  comrades  here  call'd  a  fresh 
bottle, 

And  clubbing  together  their  wealth, 
They  drank  to  the  Army  of  Italy, 

And  General  Bonaparte's  health. 

The   drummer    now   bared    his     old 

breast, 

And  show'd  us  a  plenty  of  scars, 
Rude  presents  that  Fortune  had  made 

him, 

In  fifty  victorious  wars. 
"  This   came   when    I    follow'd  bold 

Klel*r  — 

Twas  shot  by  a  Mameluke  pun  ; 
And  this  from  an  Austrian  sabre, 
When  the  field  of  Mnrengo  was  won. 


"  My  forehead  has  many  di»«»p  furrows, 

But  this  is  the  di-i-p.-st  of  all  : 
A  Brun-wi.-ker  ma-h-  it  at  Jena, 

Beside,  the  I  i;:  .:ii. 

the  Krnperor  gave  it  ; 

(<iod  hi.  i-.s  a  blow  ; 

I  hail  it  at  Au.terlitK  fight, 

As  I  beat  on  my  drum  in  the  snow. 


tlms  that  we  conquer'd  and 
fought  ; 

But  •••mtiiiuf  the  story  ? 

Then  ::i  France 

liir  i  of  our  chief  and  our 

glory,  — 
But  has  heard  of  our  chief  and  oar 

Mi-      MOWS  and  triumphs  can  tell, 
How  bravely  Napoleon  conquer'd, 
How  bravely  and  sadly  he  fell. 

"It   makes  my   old   heart   to    beat 
higher, 

To  think  of  the  deeds  that  I  saw  ; 
I  follow'd  bold  Xey  through  the  fire, 

And  charged  at  the  side  of  Murat." 
And  so  did  old  Pf  ter  continue 

His  story  of  twenty  brave  years  ; 
His    audience    follow'd    with    com- 
ments — 

Rude  comments  of  curses  and  tears. 

He  told  how  the  Prussians  in  vain 

Had  died  in  defence  of  their  land  ; 
His  amlieiiee  laugh'd  at  the  story, 
Ami  vow'd  that  their  captain  was 

grand  ! 
He  had  fought  the  red  English,  he 

said, 

In  many  a  battle  of  Spain  ; 
They   cursed   the  red    English,    and 

prayed 
To  meet  them  and  fight  them  again. 

He  told  them  how  Russia  was  lost, 

Had  winter  not  driven  them  back  ; 
And  his  company  cursed  the  quick 
frost, 

And  doubly  they  cursed  the  Cossack. 
He  told  how  the  stranger  arrived  ; 

They  wept  at  the  tale  of  disgrace  : 
And  they  long'd  but  for  one  battle 
more, 

The  stain  of  their  sham*  to  efface  ! 
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•'  Our  country  their  hordes  overrun, 

We  tied  to  the  fields  of  Champagne, 
And  fought  them,  though  twenty  to 
one, 

And  beat  tln-m  again  and  again  ! 
Our  warrior  was  conquer' d  at  last ; 

They  bade  him  his   crown   to   re- 
sign ; 
To  fate  and  his  country  he  yielded 

The  rights  of  himself  and  his  line. 

"He  came,  and  among  us  he  stood, 

Around  him  we  press'd  in  a  throng  : 
We  could  not  regard  him  for  weeping, 

Who  had  led  us  and  loved  us  so 

long 
'  I  have  led  you  for  twenty  long  years,' 

Napoleon  said,  ere  he  went  ; 
'  Wherever  was  honor  I  found  you, 

And  with  you,  my  sons,  am  con- 
tent ! 

"'Though   Europe  against  me  was 

ann'd, 

Your  chiefs  and  my  people  are  true; 
I  still  might  have  struggled  with  for- 
tune, 
And  baffled  all  Europe  with  you. 

"  '  But  France  would  have  suflfer'd  the 
while, 

'Tis  best  that  I  suffer  alone  ; 
I  go  to  my  place  of  exile, 

To  write  of  the  deeds  we  have  done. 

"  *  Be  true  to  the  king  that  they  give 
you, 

We  may  not  embrace  ere  we  part ; 
but,  General,  reach  me  your  hand, 

And  press  me,  I  pray,  to  your  heart.' 

"  He  called  for  our  battle  standard  ; 

One  kiss  to  the  eagle  he  gave. 
'  Dear  eagle  ! '  he  said,  '  may  this  kiss 
Long  sound  in  the  hearts  of  the 

brave ! ' 
Twas  thus  that  Napoleon  left  us  ; 

Our  people  were  weeping  and  mute, 
As  he  pass'd  through  the  lines  of  his 

guard, 

And  our  drums  beat  the  notes  of 
nelute. 


"  I  look'd  when  the  drumming  vre& 

o'er, 

I  look'd,  but  our  hero  was  gone  ; 
We  were  destined  to  see   him  once 

more, 
When  we  fought  on  the  Mount  of 

St.  John. 
The  Emperor  rode  through  our  files  ; 

'Twas  June,  and  a  fair  Sunday  morn ; 
The  lines  of  our  warriors  for  miles 
Stretch' d  wide  through  the  Waterloo 
corn. 

"  In  thousands  we  stood  on  the  plain, 

The  red-coats  were  crowning  the 

height ; 
1  Go  scatter  yon  English,'  he  said  ; 

'  We'll  sup,   lads,  at  Brussels  to- 
night.' 
We  answered  his  voice  with  a  shout  ; 

Our  eagles  were  bright  in  the  sun  ; 
Our  drums  and  our  cannon  spoke  out, 

And  the  thundering  battle  begun. 

"  One  charge  to  another  succeeds, 

Like  waves  that  a  hurricane  bears  ; 
All  day  do  our  galloping  steeds 

Dash  tierce  on  the  enemy's  squares. 
At  noon  we  began  the  fell  onset  : 

We  charged  up  the  Englishman's 

hill; 
And  madly  we  charged  it  at  sunset  — 

His  banners  were  floating  thers  still. 

"  —  Go  to  !  I  will  tell  you  no  more ; 

You  know  how  the  battle  was  lost. 
Ho  !  fetch  me  a  beaker  of  wine, 

And,  comrades,  I'll  give  you  a  toast. 
I'll  give  you  a  curse  on  all  traitors, 

Who  plotted  our  Emperor's  ruin ; 
And  a  curse  on  those  red-coated  Eng- 
lish, 

Whose  bayonets  help'd  our  undoing. 

A  curse  en  those  British  assassins, 

Who  order'd  the  slaughter  of  Ney  ; 
A  curse  on  Sir  Hudson,  who  tortured 

The  life  of  our  hero  away. 
A   curse    on    all    Russians  —  I    hate 
them  — 

On  all  Prussian  and  Austrian  fry  ; 
And  oh  !  but  I  pray  we  may  meet  them. 

And  fight  them  again  ere  J  did." 
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Twas  thus  old  PrUr  did  conclude 

Oil  ehronic]--  \\itli  .-MI-HI'S  fit. 
Hi-  spokr  tin-  talc  in  aceents  rude, 


In  ru-i'T  \vrse  I  c..]>ir.l  it. 


i  moral 

(All  tales  in  time  to  this  must  come,) 
Tlif  story  of  two  hundred  years 
Writ  on  tin*  parchment  of  a  drum. 

What  Petor  told  with  drum  and  stii-k, 

Is   endless    theme    for    poet's    pen    : 

N  found  in  cmll'  -  thick, 

Knonin.tis  hooks  by  learned  im-u. 

And  ever  since  historian  writ. 

And  ever  sin<-e  a  hard  could  sing, 
I  »oth  each  i-valt  with  all  his  wit 

Thr  noble  ait  of  murdering. 

We  love  to  n-ad  the  glorious  i 
How  hold  Achilles  kill'd  his  foe: 

And  Turnus,  fell'd  by  Trojans'  race, 
W»  nt  howling  to  the  shades  below. 

How  C.odfroy  Inl  liis  r.-d-.  TOSS  knights, 
How  mad  <  )rland«i  sla.-di'd  and  slew  ; 

There's  not  a  single  bard  that  writes 
lint  doth  the  gloriou.-,  theme  renew. 

And  while,  in  fashion  pictur> 

The  poet  rhymes  of  blood  and  blows. 

The  grave  historian  at.  his  de>k 

h'-scribes  the  same  in  classic  prose. 

id  the  works  of  Reverend  Cox, 
Ycii'll  duly  see  recorded  there 
The  history  of  the  solf-snni"  knocks 
Ib-ie    roughly   sung    hy    Drummer 

Pierre. 

Of  battles  fierce  and  warriors  big, 
He  writes  in  phrases  dull  and  slow, 

And  waves  his  cauliflower  wig, 

And  shouts  "Saint  George  for  Marl- 
bo  row  !  " 


Doctor  Southey  from  the  shelf. 
An  LL.D.,  —  a  peaceful  man  ; 
Good  Ix>rd,  how  doth  he  plume  him- 

Becftvue  we  beat  the  Coraic&n  ! 


From  first  to  last  his  page  is  filled 
With  stirring  tales  how  blows  weir 

struck, 
iiows    how   we   the   Frenchmen 

kill'd, 
And  praises  God  for  our  good  luck. 

Some  hints,  'tis  tru**,  of  politics 

Thedoctor>  give  and  .statesman's  art: 

Tic  rn:  only  bangs  his  drum  and  sticks, 
And  understands  the  bloody  part. 

He  cares  not  what  the  cause  may  be, 

He  is  not  nice  for  wrong  and  right  ; 
But  show  him  wheiv's  the  enemy, 
He  only  asks  to  drum  and  tight 

Th--y  bid  him  fight,  —  perhaps  he  win*. 

And  when  he  tells  the  story  o'er, 
The  honest  savage  brags  and  grins, 

And  only  longs  to  tight  once  more. 

But  luck  may  change,  and  valor  fail, 
Our  drummer,  Peter,  meet  reverse, 

And  with  a  moral  points  his  tale  — 
The  end  of  all  such  tales  —  a  curse. 

Last  vear,  my  love,  it  was  my  hap 

Bated  a  grenadier  to  be, 
And,  but  he  wore  a  hairy  cap, 

No  taller  man,  methinks,  than  me. 

Prince  Albert  and  the  Queen,  God  wot, 
( Be  blessings  on  the  glorious  pair  !) 

Before  us  passed,  I  saw  them  not, 
1  only  saw  a  cap  of  hair. 

Your  orthodox  historian  puts 

In  foremost  rank  the  soldier  thus, 

The  red-coat  bully  in  his  boots, 
That  hides  the  march  of  men  from 
us. 

He  puts  him  there  in  foremost  rank, 
You  wonder  at  his  cap  of  hair  : 

You  hear  his  sabre's  cursed  clank, 
His  spurs  are  jingling  everywhere. 

<";<i  to  :  I  hate  him  and  his  trade  : 
Who  bade  us  so  to  cringe  and  bend, 

And  all  ('rod'-  peaceful  p.-ople  made 
To  such  as  him  subservient  f 
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Tell  me  what  find  we  to  admire 
In  epaulets  and  M-arl«-t  '-cats. 

In  men,  because  they  load  and  lire, 
And  know  ih.-  art  of  cutting  throats  ? 


Ah,  gentle,  tender  lady  mine  ! 

The  winter  wind  blows  cold  and 

shrill, 
Come,  fill  me  one  more  glass  of  wine, 

And  give  the  silly  fools  their  will. 

And  what  care  we  for  war  and  wrack, 
How  kings  and  heroes  rise  and  tall  ; 

Look  yonder,*  in  his  coffin  black, 
There  lies  the  greatest  of  them  all  ! 

To  pluck  him  down,  and  keep  him  up, 
Died  many  million  human  souls  ; 

Tis  twelve  o'clock,  and  time  to  sup, 
Bid  Mary  heap  the  fire  with  coals. 

He  captured  many  thousand  guns  ; 

He  wrote  "The  Great"  before  his 

name  ; 
And  dying,  only  left  his  sons 

The  recollection  of  his  shame. 

Though  more  than  half  the  world  was 
his, 

He  died  without  a  rood  his  own  ; 
And  borrowed  from  his  enemies 

Six  foot  of  ground  to  lie  upon. 

He  fought  a  thousand  glorious  wars, 
And  more  than  half  the  world  was 
his, 

And  somewhere  now,  in  yonder  stars, 
Can  tell,  mayhap,  what  greatness  is 

1841 


ABD-EL-KADER  AT  TOULON. 

OK,    THE  CAGED   HAWK. 

No  more,  thou  lithe  and  long-winged 
hawk,  of  desert-life  for  thee  ; 

No  more  across  the  sultry  sands  shall 
thou  go  swooping  free  : 

»  This  ballad  was  written  at  Paris  at  thi 
dme  of  the  Second  Funeral  of  Napoleon. 


31unt  idle    talons,    idle   beak,    with 

spurning  of  thy  chain, 
ihatter  against  thy  cage  the  wing  thou 

ne'er  may'st  spread  again. 

,  sitting  by  their  watchfires,  shall 

the  Kabyles  tell  the  tale 
Of  thy  dash  from  Ben  Halifa  on  the 

fat  Metidja  vale  ; 
low   thou  swept'st  the   desert  over, 

bearing  down  the  wild  El  Riff, 
from  eastern  Beni  Salah  to  western 

OuadShelif; 

rlow  thy  white  burnous  went  stream- 
ing, like  the  storm-rack  o'er  the 
sea, 

When  thou  rodest  in  the  vanward  of 
the  Moorish  chivalry  ; 

How  thy  razzia  was  a  whirlwind,  thy 
onset  a  simoom, 

How  thy  sword-sweep  was  the  light- 
ning, dealing  death  from  out  the 
gloom  ! 

Nor  less  quick  to  slay  in  battle  than 

in  peace  to  spare  and  save, 
Of  brave   men   wisest   councillor,   of 

wise  councillors  most  brave  ; 
How  the  eye  that  flashed  destruction 

could  beam  gentleness  and  love, 
How  lion  in  thee  mated  lamb,  how 

eagle  mated  dove  ! 

Availed  not  or  steel  or  shot  'gainst 

that  charmed  life  secure, 
Till  cunning  France,  in  last  resource, 

tossed  up  the  golden  lure  ; 
And  the  carrion  buzzards  round  him 

stooped,  faithless,  to  the  cast, 
And  the  wild  hawk  of  the  desert  is 

caught  and  caged  at  last. 

Weep,  maidens  of  Zerifah,  above  the 

laden  loom  ! 
Scar,    chieftains  of  Al   Elmah,  your 

cheeks  in  grief  and  gloom  ! 
Sons  of  the  Beni  Snazam,  throw  down 

the  useless  lance, 
And  stoop  your  necks  and  bare  your 

backs    to    yoke  and  scourge  of 

France! 
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Tw.-i-  not  in  fight  th^y  bore  him  down; 

lie  nevr  .lied  .limit'  : 
llo   never  s;ink   his  sword  I*- fore  the 

I'IIINCK  Or    Ki:  LMOBIM  \ 
lint  with  traitors  all   around   him,  his 

star  upon  tin-  wane, 
He  he, ml  tin-  voir,.  i.f  Ai  I.AII,  and  In- 

wouhl  not  strive  in  vain. 

Thry  gave  liim  what   he  asked  them  ; 

from  king  to  king  he  -pake, 
As  one  that  plighted  w..nl  and  seal 

not  knowet  h  how  to  break  ; 
"  Let   tin-  pass  from  out  my  d 

be't  mine  own  choire.  where  to  go, 
I  brook  no  fettered  )i!,-  to  live, 

tive  and  a  sli-.w." 

Ami  they  promised,  and   he  trnste.l 

them,    and    pp>ud    and   ail  in    he 

came, 
Upon  his  Mack  mare  riding,  girt  with 

his  sword  of  fame. 
<!u,.d  st.-.-d,  good  swurd,  he  rendered 

lM>th  unto  the  I-'rankish  thr»ii_:  ; 
He  knew  them  false  and  lickle  —  but 

u  Prim  e's  woid  U  .strong. 

I Io\\-  have  they  kept  their  promise? 

Turned  they  ti  "low 

Unto  they  have 

sworn  e'en  now 
Not  s<>:    from   Oran   northwards  the 

wlir,  in  and  glance, 

And   the  wild   hawk    ot    the   desert  is 

borne  away  to  France  ! 

When-  Toulon's  white-walled   lazaret 

looks  southward  o'er  the  \\ 
Sits  lie  that  trusted  in  the  word  a  son 

of  Lo 
O  nohle   faith  of  noble  heart!     And 

was  the  warning  vain. 
The  text  writ  t>y  the  l>i)CKi;i>\  in  the 

blurred  black  book  of  Spain  ! 

They  have  need  of  theo  to  gaze  on, 
they  have  need  of  the  to  | 

The  triumph  of  the  1'ri  ,ce,  to  gild 
the  pinchU-.-k  of  th'\r  race. 

Words  are  but  wind,  conditions  must 
nstrued  by  (Jt'iZnT  ; 

Dash  out  thy  heart,  thou  desert  hawk, 
ore  tliou  art  made  a  show  ! 


THK 


KIXC     OF     BRENTFORD'S 


THK  noble  King  of  Mivntfoid 

\\'as  <ild  and  very  I 
iiion'd  his  ph\>: 

To  wait  upon  him  «jnt<-k  ; 
They  stepp'a  into  their  coaches 

And  brought  their  U-.st  physick. 

iii'd  their  graeious  master 
With  i>otion  and  with  pill  ; 
Thevdrench'd  him  and  they  bled  him  • 
»uld  not  cure  his  ill. 

:ny  lawyer, 
I'd  better  make  my  will." 

The  monarch's  royal  mandate 

The  lawyer  did  obey  ; 
The  thought  of  six-ami  -eightpence 

Did  make  hi.s  heart  full  gay. 
"  \V1  .  "your  Majesty 

Would  wish  of  me  to-uay  ?  *' 

"  The  doctors  have  belabor'd  me 

With  potion  and  with  pill  : 
My  kours  of  life  uro  counted, 

<  >  man  of  tape  ami  «juill  ! 
Sit  down  and  mend  a  pen  or  two, 

1  want  to  make  my  wilL 

"  O'er  all  the  land  of  Brentford 
I'm  lord,  and  eke  of  Kew  : 

I've  three-per-cents  and  five-per-cents 
My  deb.s  are  but  a  few  ; 

And  to  inherit  after  me 
I  have  but  children  two. 

"  I'rince  Thomas  is  my  eldest  son, 

A  sober  I'rince  is  he, 
And  from  the  day  we  brcech'd  him 

Till  now,  he's  twenty-three, 
He  n  :  disijuiet 

To  his  poor  Mamma  or  me. 


"At  s.  liool  they  never  flogg'd 
At  college,  though  not  last, 

Vet  his  little-go  and  great-go 
He  creditably  pass'd, 

And  made  his  year's  allowance 
For  eighteen  months  to  laat. 
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•'  He  never  owed  a  shilling, 
Went  never  drunk  to  bed. 
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H«  has  not  two  ideas 
Within  his  honest  head  — 

In  all  respects  he  differs 
From  my  second  son,  Prince  Ned. 

"  When  Tom  has  half  his  income 

Laid  by  at  the  year's  end, 
Poor  Ned  has  ne'er  a  stiver 

That  rightly  he  may  spend, 
But  sponges  on  a  tradesman, 

Or  borrows  from  a  friend. 

14  While  Tom  his  legal  studies 

Most  soberly  pursues, 
Poor  Ned  must  pass  his  mornings 

A-dawdling  with  the  Muse  : 
While  Tom  frequents  his  banker, 

Young  Ned  frequents  the  Jews. 

"  Ned  drives  about  in  buggies, 
Tom  sometimes  takes  a  'bus  ; 

Ah,  cruel  fate,  why  made  you 
My  children  differ  thus  ? 

Why  make  of  Tom  a  dullard, 
And  Ned  a  genius\?  " 

"  You'll  cut  him  with  a  shilling," 
Exclaimed  the  man  of  wits  : 

"  I'll  leave  my  wealth,"  said  Brentford, 
"  Sir  Lawyer,  as  befits  ; 

And  portion  both  their  fortunes 
Unto  their  several  wits." 

"  Your  Grace  knows  best,"  the  lawyer 
said; 

"On  your  commands  I  wait." 
"  Be  silent,  Sir,"  says  Brentford, 

"  A  plague  upon  your  prate  ! 
Come  take  your  pen  and  paper, 

And  write  as  I  dictate. 

The  will  as  Brentford  spoke  it 
Was  writ  and  signed  and  closed  ; 

He  bade  the  lawyer  leave  him, 
And  turn'd  him  round  and  dozed  ; 

And  next  week  in  the  churchyard 
The  good  old  King  reposed. 

Tom,  dressed  in  crape  and  hatband, 
Of  mourners  was  the  chief ; 

In  bitter  self-upbraidings 

Poor  Edward  showed  his  grief  : 

Tom  hid  his  fat  white  countenance 
In  his  pocket-handkerchief. 


Ned's  eyes  were  full  of  weeping, 

He  falter'd  in  his  walk  ; 
Torn  never  shed  a  tear, 

But  onwards  he  did  stalk, 
As  pompous,  black,  and  solemn, 

As  any  catafalque. 

And  when  the  bones  of  Brentford  — 
That  gentle  king  and  just  — 

With  bell  and  book  and  candle 
Were  duly  laid  in  dust, 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  says  Thomas, 
"  Let  business  be  discussed. 

"  When  late  our  sire  beloved 

Was  taken  deadly  ill, 
Sir  Lawyer,  you  attended  him 

(I  mean  to  tax  your  bill)  ; 
And,  as  you  signed  and  wrote  it, 

I  prithee  read  the  will." 

The  lawyer  wiped  his  spectacles, 
And  drew  the  parchment  out ; 

And  all  the  Brentford  family 
Sat  eager  round  about  : 

Poor  Ned  was  somewhat  anxious, 
But  Tom  had  ne'er  a  doubt. 

"My  son,  as  I  make  ready 
To  seek  my  last  long  home, 

Some  cares  I  had  for  Neddy, 
But  none  for  thee,  my  Tom  : 

Sobriety  and  order 

You  ne'er  departed  from. 

"  Ned  hath  a  brilliant  genius, 
And  thou  a  plodding  brain  ; 

On  thee  I  think  with  pleasure, 
On  him  with  doubt  and  pain." 

("  You  see,  good  Ned,"  says  Thomas, 

"  What  he  thought  about  us  twain." 

"  Though  small  was  your  allowance, 

You  saved  a  little  store ; 
And  those  who  save  a  little 

Shall  get  a  plenty  more." 
As  the  lawyer  read  this  compliment, 

Tom's  eyes  were  running  o'er. 

"The  tortoise  and  the  hare,  Tom, 

Set*  out,  at  each  his  pace  ; 
The  hare  it  was  the  fleeter, 

The  tortoise  won  the  raoe ; 
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And  since  the  world's  beginning 
Tliis  over  was  the  case. 

"Ned's  genius,  blithe  and  singing, 
ps  gayly  o'er  the  ground  ; 

.idily  y<m  trud:" 
Il<-  cliMis  it  with  u  Ixtund  ; 
But  dulness  has  stout  legs,  Tom, 
Ami  wind  Unit's  wondrous  sound. 

"O'er  fruits  and  flowers  alike,  Tom, 

You  pass  with  plodding  !• 
You  heed  not  one  nor  t'other 

But  onwards  go  yoin 
While  gen  iu.-,  M««p-,  to  loiter 

With  all  that  he  may  meet ; 

"  And  ever  as  he  wanders, 

Will  h:ivr  a  pretext   line 
For  sleeping  in  tin-  morning, 

Or  loin ring  to  dine, 
Or  do/ing  in  the  shade, 

Or  basking  in  the  shino. 

"  Your  little  steady  eyes,  Tom, 
Though  not  so  bright  as  those 

That  restless  round  about  him 
His  flashing  genius  throws, 

Are  excellently  suited 
To  look  before  your  nose. 

"Thank  heaven,  then,  for  the  blinkers 
It  placed  before  your  eyes  ; 

The  stupidest   are  Weakest, 

The  witty  are  m>t  WJM-  ; 

Oh,  bless  your  good  stupidity, 

It  is  your  dearest  pri/e  ! 

"  And  though  my  lands  are  wide, 

And  plenty  is  my  gold, 
Still  better  gift!  from  Nature, 

My  Thomas,  do  you  hold 

ii  that's  thick  and  heavy, 

A  heart  that's  dull  and  eold. 

"Too  dull  tu  fed  depression, 

Ton  hard  to  heed  distress, 
TIM,  eold  to  yield  »o  passion 

Or  silly  tenderness. 
Mnrch  on  —  your  road  is  open 

To  wealth,  Tom,  and  success. 

MNed  sinneth  in  extravagance, 
And  you  in  greedy  lust." 


("  I1  faith,"  says  Ned,  "our  father 

•  polite  than  just.") 
"  In  you,  M)n  Tom,   I've  coutidonc*, 
I'.ul  Ned  1  eannot  trust. 

"  Wherefore  my  lease  and  copyholds, 

My  lands  mid  tenements. 
My  parks,  my  farms,  and  orchards, 

My  houses  and  my  rents, 
My  Dutch  stock  and  my  Spanish  stock, 

My  live  and  three  per  cents, 

"  I  leave  to  you,  my  Thomas  "  — 
("  What,  all  ?"  poor  Edward  said. 

"Well,  well,  1  should  have  spent  them. 
And  Tom's  a  prudent  head")  — 

"  1  leave  to  you,  my  Thomas,  — 
To  you  i  N"  1 1:1  sr  for  Ned." 

The  wrath  and  consternation 
What  poet  e'er  could  trace 

That  at  this  fatal  passage 

Came  uYr  1'riiiee  Tom  his  fact; 

The  wonder  of  the  company, 
Aud  honest  Ned's  amaze  ! 

"  'Tis  surely  some  mistake," 
Good-naturedly  cries  Ned ; 

The  lawyer  answered  gravely, 
"Tis  even  as  I  said  ; 

Twos  thus  his  gracious  Majesty 
Ordain'd  on  his  death-bed. 

"  See,  here  the  will  is  witness'd, 
And  here's  his  autograph." 

"In  truth,  our  father's  writing," 
Says  Edward,  with  a  laugh  ; 

11  Pmt  thou  shalt  not  be  a  loser,  TOOL 
We'll  share  it  half  and  half." 

"  \l\< !  my  kind  young  gentleman, 

This  sharing  cannot  be  ; 
'Tis  written  in  the  testament 

That  lirentford  spoke  to  me, 
*I  do  forbid  Prince  Ned  to  give 

Prince  Tom  a  halfpenny. 

"  '  He  hath  a  store  of  money, 
Hut  ne'er  was  known  to  lend  it ; 

He  never  help'd  his  brother  ; 
The  ]>oor  he  ne'er  l>efrieuded  ; 

Ho  hath  no  need  of  property 

knows  not  how  to  spend  it. 
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"'Poor  Edward  knows  but  how  to 
spend, 

And  thrifty  Tom  to  hoard  ; 
Let  Thoma»  be  the  steward  then, 

And  Edward  be  the  lord  ; 
And  as  the  honest  laborer 

Is  worthy  his  reward, 

" '  I  pray  Prince  Ned,  my  second  son, 

And  my  successor  dear, 
To  pay  to  his  intendant 

Five  hundred  pounds  a  year  ; 
And  to  think  of  his  old  father, 

And  live  and  make  good  cheer."1 

Such  was  old  Brentford's  honest  testa- 
ment, 

He  did  devise  his  moneys  for  the  best, 
And  lies  in   Brentford  church  in 

peaceful  rest. 
Prince  Edward  lived,  and  money  made 

and  spent  ; 
But  his  good  sire  was  wrong,  it  is 

confess'd 
To  say  his  son,  young  Thomas,  never 

lent. 

He  did.    Young  Thomas  lent  at  in- 
terest, 

And  nobly  took  his  twenty-five  per 
cent. 

Long  time  the  famous  reign  of  Ned 

endured 
O'er  Chiswick,  Fulham,  Brentford, 

Putney,  Kew, 
But  of    extravagance  he    ne'er  was 

cured. 
And  when  both  died,  as  mortal  men 

will  do, 
Twts  commonly  reported    that  the 

steward 

Was  very  much  the  richer  of  the 
two. 


THE  WHITE   SQUALL. 

ON  deck,  beneath  the  awning, 
I  dozing  lay  and  yawning  ; 
It  was  the  gray  of  dawning, 

Ere  yet  the  sun  arose  ; 
And  above  the  funnel's  roaring, 
And  the  fitful  wind's  deploring, 
I  heard  the  cabin  snoring 


With  universal  no.se. 
I  could  hear  the  passengers  snorting  — 
1  envied  their  disporting  — 
Vainly  1  was  courting 

The  pleasure  of  a  doze  ! 

So  I  lay,  and  wondered  why  light 
Came  not,  and  watched  the  twilight, 
And  the  glimmer  of  the  skylight, 

That  shot  across  the  deck  ; 
And  the  binnacle  pale  and  steady, 
And  the  dull  glimpse  of  the  dead-eye, 
And  the  sparks  in  fiery  eddy 

That  whirled    from    the   chimney 

neck. 

In  our  jovial  floating  prison 
There  was  sleep  from  fore  to  mizzen, 
And  never  a  star  had  risen 

The  hazy  sky  to  speck. 

Strange  company  we  harbored  , 
We'd  a  hundred  Jews  to  larboard, 
Unwashed,  uncombed,  unbarbered  — 

Jews  black,  and  brown,  and  gray  ; 
With  terror  it  would  seize  ye, 
And  make  your  souls  uneasy, 
To  see  those  Rabbis  greasy, 

Who  did  naught  but  scratch  and 

pray: 

Their  dirty  children  puking  — 
Their  dirty  saucepans  cooking  — 
Their  dirty  fingers  hooking 

Their  swarming  fleas  away. 

To  starboard,  Turks  and  Greeks  were-- 
Whiskered   and  brown  their  cheeks 

were  — 
Enormous  wide  their  breeks  were, 

Their  pipes  did  puff  alway  ; 
Each  on  his  mat  allotted 
In  silence  smoked  and  squatted, 
Whilst  round  their  children  trotted 

In  pretty,  pleasant  play. 
He  can't  but  smile  who  traces 
The  smiles  on  those  brown  faces, 
And  the  pretty,  prattling  graces 

Of  those  small  heathens  gay. 


And  so  the  hours  kept  tolling, 
And  through  the  ocean  rolling 
Went  the  brave  "  Iberia  "  bowlinf 
Before  the  break  of  day  — 
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When  A  sgi'Ai.r.,  upon  n  sudden, 
Came  o'er  tin?  INkttn  vudding  ; 
And  the  clouds  i 

And  tlie  sea  was  lathed  to  lather, 
And  tiu-  lowering  thunder  grumbled, 
And  tin-  lightning  jumped  and  tum- 
bled, 

1  And  the  ship,  and  all  tin-  0 
Woke  up  in  wild  commotion. 
Th»-n  the  wind  set  up  a  howling, 
And  th    ;•  yowling, 

And  th'    i  "«-k  A'i"^, 

And  th"  <  M 

,«•  heard  th.    I-  inpc.il  blowing  ; 
And  fowls  ,  kle, 

And  th"  curd  u/ ••  and  tlie  tackle 

11  to  shrit-k  :ind  'Tackle  ; 
And  tli"  spray  da-died  "Vr  the  funnels, 
And  down  tin- deck  in  runnels; 
And  tin-  nulling  water  soaks  all, 
From  :i  in  the  fo'ksal 

To  th'  boM  hhick  faces 

IVer  -MU  of  their  bed-places  ; 
And  tin-  captain  he  was  bawling, 
And  the  sailors  pulling,  hauling, 
And  the  quarter  -  .  iling 

W  i>  -hivcicd  in  the  squalling  ; 
And  the  passengers  awaken, 
Most  pitifully  shaken  ; 
And  the  steward  jumps  up,  and  has- 
tens 
For  the  necessary  basins. 

Then   the   Greeks  they  groaned  and 

quivered, 
And   th«-y    knelt,    and    moaned,  and 

shiv'Tcd, 

As  th''  plunging  waters  met  them, 
And  --plashed  and  overset  them  ; 
And  they  call  in  their  enier. 
I'1,"-!)  •  •oiintless  saints  and  virgins  ; 
And  their  marrowbones  are  bended, 
\.i  1  they  think  the  world  is  ended. 

And  the  Turkish  women  for'ard 
Were  frightened  and  hehorror'd  ; 
And  shrieking  and  bewildering, 
The  mothers  clutched  their  children  ; 
The  men  sung  "  Allah  !   Illah  ! 
Mwhallah  r.isrnillah  !  " 
As  the  warring  waters  doused  them 
And  spU.she(\  them  and  soused  them, 
And  they  called  upon  the  Prophet, 
Anil  thought  but  little  of  it. 


Thru  all  the.  fleas  in  Jewry 
Jumped  up  and  bit  like  fury  ; 
And  ih'-  piugruy  of  Jacob 

:i  tht:  main-deck  wake  up 
(I  wut  :  ...  .bins 

NV'i.uld  never  pay  tor  cubiua)  ; 
And  eftdl   nuin  moaned  and  jabb«rcd 
in 

•.\i-,h  gabt-rdine, 
In  woe  and  lamentation, 
And  howlin.  ^tion. 

And  th  \\ater  drrnchM 

Their  dirty  brats  and  wenchat  ; 
And     they     crawl     from     bal««    aud 

la-s 
In  a  hundred  thousand  stenche*. 


This  was  the  White  Squall  famoua, 

Whii-h  latterly  o'eivan.. 

And  which  all  will  well  remember 

nn  the  :>,sth  September; 

When  a  Pnmfaui  ''ajitain  of  Lanccrt 

(Those  tight-laced,  whiskered   prmn- 

cers) 

Came  on  the  deck  astonished, 
By  that  wild  squall  admonished, 
And   wondering  cried,  "  I'otitausend, 
Wie  ist  dcr  Stiirm  jetzt  brausend?" 
And  looked  at  Captain  Lewis, 
Who  calmly  stood  and  blew  his 
Cigar  in  all  the  bustle, 
And  scorned  the  tempest's  tussle, 
And  oft  we've  thought  thereafter 
How  he  beat  the  storm  to  laughter ; 
For  well  he  knew  his  vessel 
With  that  vain  wind  oonld  wrestle  ; 
And  when  a  wreck  we  thought  her, 
And  doomed  mil-selves  to  slaughter, 
How  gayly  he  fought  her, 
And  through  the  hubbub  brought  her, 
And  as  the  tempest  caught  her. 
Cried,    "  GROROB  !    SOME     BRANDT* 

AND-WATKR  !  " 

And  when,  its  force  expended, 
The  harmless  storm  was  ended. 
And  as  the  sunrise  splendid 

Came  blushing  o'er  the  sea  ; 
[  thought,  as  day  was  breaking, 
My  little  girls  were  waking, 
And  smiling,  and  making 

A  prayer  at  home  for  04 
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PEG  OF  LIMAVADDY. 

RIDING  from  Coleraine 

(Famed  for  lovely  Kitty), 
Came  a  Cockney  bound 

Unto  Derry  city  ; 
Weary  was  his  soul, 

Shivering  and  sad,  lie 
Bumped  along  the  road 

Leads  to  Liiuavaddy. 

Mountains  stretch'd  around, 

Gloomy  was  their  tinting, 
And  the  horse's  hoofs 

Made  a  dismal  dinting  ; 
Wind  upon  the  heath 

Howling  was  and  piping, 
On  the  heath  and  bog, 

Black  with  many  a  snipe  in. 
Mid  the  bogs  of  black, 

Silver  pools  were  flashing, 
Crows  upon  their  sides 

Picking  were  and  splashing. 
Cockney  on  the  car 

Closer  folds  his  plaidy, 
Grumbling  at  the  road 

Leads  to  Liniavaddy. 

Through  the  crashing  woods 

Autumn  brawl'd  and  bluster  d, 
Tossing  round  about 

Leaves  the  hue  of  mustard  ; 
Yonder  lay  Lough  Foyle, 

Which  a  storm  was  whipping, 
Covering  with  mist 

Lake,  and  shores  and  shipping. 
Up  and  down  the  hill 

(Nothing  could  be  bolder), 
Horse  went  with  a  raw 

Bleeding  on  his  shoulder. 
"  Where  are  horses  changed  I " 

Said  I  to  the  laddy 
Driving  on  the  box  : 

"  Sir,  at  Limavaddy." 

Limavaddy  inn's 

But  a  humble  bait-house, 
Where  you  may  procure 

Whiskey  and  potatoes ; 
Landlord  at  the  door 

Gives  a  smiling  welcome  — 
To  the  shivering  wights 

Who  to  his  hotel  come. 


jandlady  within 

Sits  and  knits  a  stocking, 
With  a  wary  foot 

Baby's  cradle  rocking, 
o  the  chimney  nook 

Having  found  admittance, 
here  I  watch  a  pup 

Playing  with  two  kittens  ; 
Playing  round  the  tire, 

Which  of  blii:.i!M,'  turf  is, 
loaring  to  the  pot 

•Which  bubbles  with  the  murphies, 
.nd  the  cradled  babe 

Fond  the  mother  nursed  it, 
inging  it  a  song 

tAs  she  twists  the  worsted  ! 

Up  and  down  the  stair 

Two  more  young  ones  patter 
Twins  were  never  seen 

Dirtier  nor  fatter). 
3oth  have  mottled  legs, 

Both  have  snubby  noses, 
Both  have  —  Here  the  host 

Kindly  interposes : 
"  Sure  you  must  be  froze 

With  the  sleet  and  hail,  sir  : 
So  will  you  have  some  punch, 

Or  will  you  have  some  ale,  sir  ? M 

Presently  a  maid 

Enters  with  the  liquor 
(Half  a  pint  of  ale 

Frothing  in  a  beaker). 
Gads  !  1  didn't  know 

What  my  beating  heart  meant  L 
Hebe's  self  I  thought 

Entered  the  apartment. 
As  she  came  she  smiled, 

And  the  smile  bewitching, 
On  my  word  and  honor, 

Lighted  all  the  kitchen  ! 

With  a  curtsy  neat 

Greeting  the  new  comer 
Lovely,  smiling  Peg 

Offers  me  the  rummer ;      . 
But  my  trembling  hand 

Up  the  beaker  tilted, 
And  the  glass  of  ale 

Every  drop  I  spilt  it : 
Spilt  it  every  drop 

(Dames,  who  read  my  volumes, 
Pardon  such  a  word) 

On  my  what-d'ye-call-'enas ! 
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Wit  n easing  the  sight 

Of  that  dire  disaster, 
Out  began  to  laugh 

Missis,  maid,  and  master  ; 
Such  a  merry  peal 

'Specially  MIM  Peg's  was, 
(As  the  glass  of  ale 

Trickling  down  my  legs  was,) 
That  the  joyful  sound 

Of  that  mingling  laughter 
Kchoed  in  iny  ears 

Many  a  long  day  after. 

Sii'-h  a  silver  peal  ! 

lu  the  meadows  listening, 
You  who've  heard  tin:  bells 

Hinging  to  a  christening  ; 
You  who  ever  heard 

Caradori  pretty, 
Smiling  like  an  angel, 

Singing  "  (Jiuvim-tti ;  " 
Fancy  Pfggy's  laugh, 

Sweet,  and  clear,  and  cheerful, 
At  my  pantaloons 

With  half  a  pint  of  beer  full  ! 

When  the  laugh  was  done, 

Peg,  the  pretty  hu> 
Moved  about  tin-,  room 

Wonderfully  busy  ; 
Now  she  looks  to  see 

If  the  kettle,  keep  hot  ; 
Now  she  rubs  the  spoons. 

Now  she  cleans  the  Vapot ; 
Now  she  sets  the  cups 

Trimly  and  secure  : 
Now  she  scours  a  pot, 

And  so  it  was  I  drew  her. 

Thus  it  was  I  drew  her 

Semiring  of  a  kettle, 

(Faith  !  her  blushing  cheeks 
Kt-dden'd  on  the  metal  !) 

Ah  !  but  'tis  in  vain 

That  1  try  to  sketch  it  ; 

The  pot  pel-haps  is  like, 

But  Piggy's  t'.ice  H  wretched. 

No  !    the  belt   of  lead 

And  of  indian-rubber 
Never  could  depict 

That  sweet  kettle-scrubber  ! 

B««  her  as  she  in- 
Scare*  the  ground  she  touches, 


Airy  as  a  fay, 

iceful  as  a  duchess  ; 

I'are  li.-r  ronnd.-d  arm, 

iu-r  little  1 
Vestris  never  shmv'd 

Ankles  like  to  Peggy's. 
Hraided  is  her  hair, 

Suit  her  look  and  modest, 
Slim  h»T  littlo  u 

Comfortably  bod  iced. 


This  I  do  declare, 
Happy  is  the  laddy 

Who  tin-  1.  hare 

<  M  Peg  of  Limavaddy. 
••d  if  she  u 

Blest  would  )»>  the  daddj 
Of  tin-  ehildicn  fair 

Of  Peg  ot  Limavaddy. 
Beauty  is  not  rare 

In  the  land  of  Paddy, 
Fair  Ix-yond  compare 

Is  Peg  of  Limavaddy. 


Citizen  or  Squire, 
Tory,  Whig,  or  Radi- 

c:il  would  all  desire 
of  Limavaddy. 

Had  1  Homer's  fire, 
Or  that  of  Serjeant  Taddy, 

Meetly  I'd  ad  mi  it- 
Peg  of  Limavaddy. 

And  till  I  expire, 
Or  till  I  grow  mad  I 

Will  sing  unto  my  lyre 
Peg  of  Limavaddy  ! 


MAY-DAY  ODE. 

BUT  yesterday  a  naked  sod 
The  dandies  sneered  from  Rottai 

Row, 
And  cantered  o'er  it  to  and  fro  : 

And  se«  'tis  done  ! 
As  though  'tweio  by  a  wizard's  rod 
A  bla/ini,'  arch  of  lucid  glass 
Leaps  like  a  fountain  from  thegrmai 
To  meet  the  sun  ! 
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A  qui«t  gr*en  but  ffcw  days  since, 
With  cattle  browsing  in  the  shade  : 
And  here  are  lines  of  bright  arcade 

In  order  raisni  ! 
A  palace  as  for  fairy  Prince, 
A  rare  pavilion,  such  as  man 
Saw  never  since  mankind  began, 
And  built  and  glazed  ! 

A  peaceful  place  it  was  but  now, 
And  lo  !  within  its  shining  streets 
A  multitude  of  nations  meets  ; 
A  countless  throng 
I  see  beneath  the  crystal  bow, 
And  Gaul  and  German,  Russ  and 

Turk, 

Each  with  his  native  handiwork 
And  busy  tongue. 

I  felt  a  thrill  of  love  and  awe 

To  mark  the  different  garb  of  each, 
The  changing  tongue,  the  various 
speech 

Together  blent : 

A  thrill,  methinks,  like  His  who  saw 
"  All  people  dwelling  upon  earth 
Praising  our  God  with  solemn  mirth 
And  one  consent." 

High  Sovereign,  in  your  Royal  state, 
Captains,  and  chiefs,  and  councillors, 
Before  the  lofty  palace  doors 
Are  open  set,  — 

Hush !  ere  you  pass  the  shining  gate  ; 
Hush !  ere  the  heaving  curtain  draws, 
And  let  the  Royal  pageant  pause 
A  moment  yet. 

People  and  prince  a  silence  keep ! 
Bow  coronet  and  kingly  crown, 
Helmet  and  plume,  bow  lowly  down, 

The  while  the  priest, 
Before  the  splendid  portal  step, 
(While  still  the  wondrous  banquet 

stays,) 

From  Heaven  supreme  a  blessing 
prays 

Upon  the  feast. 

Then  onwards  let  the  triumph  march  ; 
Then  let  the  loud  artillery  roll, 
And  trumpets  ring,   and  joy-bells 
toll, 

And  pass  the  ga*«. 


Pass  underneath  the  shining  arch, 
'Neath  which  the  leafy  elms  are  green; 
Ascend  unto  your  throne,  O  Queen  ! 
And  take  your  state. 

Behold  her  in  her  Royal  place  ; 
A  gentle  lady  ;  and  the  hand 
That  sways  the  sceptre  of  this  land, 

How  trail  and  weak  ! 
Soft  is  the  voice,  and  fair  the  face  : 
She  breathes  amen  to  prayer  and 

hymn  ; 

No  wonder  that  her  eyes  are  dim, 
And  pale  her  cheek. 

This  moment  round  her  empire's  shores 
The  winds  of  Austral  winter  sweep, 
And  thousands  lie  in  midnight  sleep 

At  rest  to-day. 

Oh  !  awful  is  that  crown  of  yours, 
Queen  of  innumerable  realms 
Sitting  beneath  the  budding  elms 
Of  English  May ! 

A  wondrous  scepter  'tis  to  bear : 
Strange  mystery  of  God  which  set 
Upon  her  brow,  yon  coronet,  — 
The  foremost  crown 
Of  all  the  world,  on  one  so  fair  ! 
That  chose  her  to  it  from  her  birth, 
And  bade  the  sons  of  all  the  earth 
To  her  bow  down. 

The  representatives  of  man 
Here  from  the  far  Antipodes, 
And  from  the  subject  Indian  seas, 

In  Congress  meet  ; 
From  Afric  and  from  Hindustan, 
From  Western  continent  and  isle, 
The  envoys  of  her  empire  pile 
Gifts  at  her  feet ; 

Our  brethren  cross  the  Atlantic  tides, 
Loading  the  gallant  decks  which 

once 
Roared  a  defiance  to  our  guns, 

With  peaceful  store  ; 
Symbol  of  peace,  their  vessel  rides  !  * 
O'er  English  waves  float  Star  and 

Stripe, 

And  firm  their  friendly  anchors  gripe 
The  father  shore  ! 

*  TheU.  S.  frigate  "  St.  Lawrence." 


BALLADS. 


266 


From  Rhine  and  Danube,  Rhone  and 

S-'ine, 

As  rivers  from  t 
The  swelling  Hoods  of  nati<>: 

And  seaward  pour  : 
From  coast  •.  friendly  chain, 

With  countless  ships  we  bridge  the 

And  angry  ocean  separates 
Km  ope  no  more. 

From  Mississippi  and  from  Nile  — 

:n  Haiti*1,  <  • 
lu  England's  ark  MMBlbled  tints 

Are  friend  and  g 

Look  down  the  mighty  sunlit  aisle, 
And  |M  the  sumptuous  banquet  set, 
The  brotherhood  of  nation.-,  met 
Around  tli-'  I' 

Along  the  da/zling  colonnade, 

r  as  the  straining  eye  can  gaze, 
Gleam  cross  and  fountain,  hell  and 

In  vistas  bright  ; 

And  statues  lair  of  nymph  and  maid, 
And  steeds  and  pards  and  Am 
Writhing    and    grappling    in     the 
bronze, 

In  endless  fight 

To  deck  the  glorious  roof  and  dome, 

To  make  the  Ou.rn  a  eanopy, 
Tiie  peaceful  hosts  of  industry 

Tlieir  standards  bear. 
Yon  are  the  works  of  Brahmin  loom  ; 
On  such  a  web  of  Persian  thread 
The  desert  Arab  bows  his  head 

And  eries  his  prayer. 
Look  yonder  where  the  engines  toil  : 
These  England's  arms  of  compuest 

are, 
The  trophies  of  her  bloodless  war  : 

Brave  weapons  these. 
Victorious  over  wave  and  soil, 
With  these  she  sails,  she  weaves, 

she  tills. 
Pierces  the  everlasting  hills 

And  spans  the  seas. 

The  engine  roars  upon  iU  race, 
The  shuttle  whirs  along  the  woof, 
The  peoyle  hum  from  lloor  to  roof, 
With  Babel  tongue. 


The  fountain  in  the  basin  play*, 

i :an ting  organ  echoes  clear, 
An  awful  ehoru.s   tis  to  hoar, 
A  wondrous  song ! 

11  your  trumpet  blast, 
Man-h,  <Mi<m  and  Royal  pageant, 

march 
By  sph-ndiu  aisle  and  springing  arch 

this  frit  Hall: 
.1*>vo  the  fabiic 
Lfi  In  Mindless  Heaven  is  bending 

blue, 

I'til  sunlight's  beaming 
through, 

And  shines  o'er  all. 
May,  1851. 


THE  BALLAD   OF   BOUILLA- 
BAI 

IT  there  is  in  Paris  famous, 
which  no  rhyme  our  language 
yields, 
Rue  Neuve  des  Petite    Champs  its 

name  is  — 

The  New  Street  of  the  Little  Fields. 
And    here's    an    inn,    not   rich   and 

splendid, 

But  still  in  comfortable  case  ; 

The  which  in  youth  I  oft  attended, 

To  eat  a  bowl  of  Bouillabaisse. 

This  Bouillabaisse  a  noble  dish  is  — 

A  sort  of  soup  or  broth,  or  brew, 
Or  hotchpotch  of  all  sorts  of  fishes, 

That  Greenwich  never  could  outdo  ; 
Green  herbs,   red  peppers,   mussels, 
saffron. 

Soles,  onions,  garlic,  roach,  and  dace : 
All  these  you  eat  at  TERRAS' tavern, 

In  that  one  dish  of  Bouillabaisse. 

Indeed,  a  rich  and  savory  stew  'tis  ; 
And  true  philosophers,  methinka, 
Who  Live  all  sorts  of  natural  beauties, 
Should  love  good  victuals  and  good 

drinks. 
And  Cordelier  or  Benedictine 

lit  gladly,  sure,  his  lot  embrace, 
Nor  find  a  fast-day  too  afflicting, 
W  hich  served  him  up  a  Bouillabaisse, 
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I  wonder  if  the  house  still  there  is  ? 

Yes,  here  the  lamp  is,  as  before  ; 
The  smiling  red-rhrrkfil  iVaillere  is 

Still  opening  oysters  at  the  door. 
Is  TKiuifi  still  :ili\v  and  able? 

I  recollect  his  droll  grimace  : 
He'd  come  and  smile  before  your  table, 

And  hope  you  liked  your  Bouilla- 
baisse. 

We  enter — nothing's  changed  oroldcr. 
"How's  Monsieur  TERKE,  waiter, 

pray  ? " 
The  waiter    stares    and    shrugs    his 

shoulder  — 
"Monsieur  is  dead   this  many  a 

day." 
"  It  is  the  lot  of  saint  and  sinner, 

So  honest  TERRE'S  run  his  race." 
"What   will    Monsieur    require    for 

dinner  ? " 

"Say,  do  you  still  cook  Bouilla- 
baisse ? " 

"Oh,  oui,  Monsieur," 's  the  waiter's 

answer; 

"  Quel  vin  Monsieur  desire-t-il  ?  " 
"  Tell  me  a  good  one."  —  "  That  I 

can,  Sir  : 

The  Chambertin  with  yellow  seal." 
"  So  TERRE'S  gone,"  I  say,  and  sink  in 

My  old  accustom'd  corner-place  ; 
"  He's  done  with  feasting  and  with 

drinking, 
With  Burgundy  and  Bouillabaisse." 

My  old  accustom'd  corner  here  is, 

The  table  still  is  in  the  nook  ; 
Ah  !  vanish'd  many  a  busy  year  is 

This  well-known  chair  since  last  I 

took. 
When  first  I  saw  ye,  cari  luoghi, 

I'd  scarce  a  beard  upon  my  face, 
And  now  a  grizzled,  grim  old  fogy, 

I  sit  and  wait  for  Bouillabaisse. 

Where  are  you,  old  companions  trusty 
Of  early  days  here  met  to  dine  ? 

Come,  waiter !  quick,  a  flagon  crusty — 
I'll  pledge   them  in  the  good  old 
wine. 

The  kind  old  voices  and  old  faces 
My  memory  can  quick  retrace  ; 


Around   the  board  they  take    their 

places, 

And  share  the  wine  and  Bouilla- 
baisse. 

There's  JACK  has  made  a  wondrous 

marriage  ; 
There's  laughing  TOM  is  laughing 

yet; 
There's  brave  AUGUSTUS  drives  his 

carriage  ; 
There's    poor    old    FRED    in    the 

Gazette; 

On  JAMES'S  head  the  grass  is  growing  ; 
Good  Lord  !  the  world  has  wagged 

apace 

Since  here  we  set  the  Claret  flowing, 
And  drank,   and   ate  the  Bouilla- 
baisse. 

Ah  me !    how   quick  the    days    are 

flitting  ! 

I  mind  me  of  a  time  that's  gone, 
When  here  I'd  sit,  as  now  I'm  sitting, 
In  this  same  place  —  but  not  alone. 
A  fair  young  form  was  nestled  near  me, 
A  dear,  dear  face  looked  fondly  up, 
And  sweetly  spoke    and    smiled   to 
cheer  me 

—  There's  no  one  now  to  share  my 

cup. 

I  drink  it  as  the  Fates  ordain  it. 
Come,  fill  it,  and  have  done  with 

rhymes  : 
Fill  up  the  lonely  glass,  and  drain  it 

In  memory  of  dear  old  times. 
Welcome  the  wine,  whate'er  the  seal  is  ; 
And  sit  you  down  and  say  your 

grace 

With   thankful    heart,   whate'er  the 
meal  is. 

—  Here  comes  the  smoking  Bouilla* 

baisse  ! 


THE  MAHOGANY  TREE, 

CHRISTMAS  is  here  : 
Winds  whistle  shrill. 
Icy  and  chill, 
Little  care  we  : 
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Little  we  fear 

Weather  without, 
Sin-It,  iv  I  aUut 

The  .Mahogany  Tree. 
Onco  on  the  l«mgh.s 

liirds  ol    lai''   plume 
San;,',  in  its  I.  loom  ; 
liinis  an-  \\e  : 
Hen-  we  ramux', 
Singing  like  thriii, 
IVivhed  round  th 
Of  the  jolly  old  tn  B, 

HIT.-  let  us  sport, 
is  w«!  sit  ; 

Laughter  and  wit 

Kliishing  so  free. 
Lift-  is  lint  short  — 
Win  -ii  we  are  gone, 
Let  them  sing  on, 
Kound  tin-  oM  tree. 

Kvenin^s  we  knew, 

Happy  as  this  ; 

Fares  we  miss, 

Pleasant  to  see. 

Kind  hearts  mid  tnie, 

Gentle  and  just, 

to  your  dust  ' 
.'g  round  the  tree. 

Care,  like  a  dun, 
Lurks  at  the  gate  : 
Let  the  dog  wait  ; 
Happy  we'll  he! 
Drink,  every  one  ; 
Pile  up  the  eo:ds 
Fill  the  red  liowls, 
Kound  the  old  tree  ! 

Drain  we  the  cup.  — 
Friend,  art  afraid  ? 
Spirits  are  laid 
In  the  lied  Sea. 
Mantle  it  up  ; 
Kmpty  it  yet  ; 
Let  us  forgot, 
Round  the  old  tree. 


Sorrows, 
Life  and  its  ills, 
Duns  and  their  bills, 
Rid  we  to  flee. 


with  the  dawn, 

lillie-devil   sprite, 

Leave  us  to-night, 
Kound  tli«-  <>ld  tree. 


TIIK    VANKKK    VnLrNTKIKS 

"A  «urg«5on  of  the    '  •«•*'  army 

ay»tli.it  on  iiKjiiirini,'  "f  tin-   t'jiptJiii)  of  hii 

i,>,    h«-  tiptiinl    that   Hin'-trnt/ix    of   the 

urn  hi.J  .-iri-it,..!  on  .„,,,  ,n, t  of  uome  feuiule 

lifflculty." —  Morning  Paper. 

VK  Yankee  Vulni::- 

It  makes  my  Inborn  bleed 

When  I  your  stoi y  read, 

Though  oft  'tis  told  one. 
So — in  iHith  hemispli. 
The  women  are  untrue, 

And  eniel  in  the   New, 

As  in  the  old 

What  —  in  this 

Of  sixty  sons  of  Mars, 

Who  maivh  'm-ath  Stripes  and  Stars, 

With  life  and  horn, 
Nine- tenths  of  all  we  see 
Along  the  warlike  line 
Had  out  one  cause  to  join 

This  Hope  Forlorn  ? 

t.-rs  from  the  realm 
Wh'-re  tyrant  Venus  reigns, 
You  slipp'd  her  wieked  chains, 

Fled  and  out-ran  her. 
And  now,  with  sword  and  helm, 
Together  handed  are 
liene:ith  the  Stripe  and  Star- 

Embroider'd  banner ! 

And  is  it  so  with  all 

The  warriors  ranged  in  line, 

With  lace  bedizen'd  fine 

And  s^rds  gold-hilted  — 
Yon  lusty  corporal. 
Yon  color-man  who  gripes 
The  flag  of  Stars  and  Stripe*  — 

Has  each  been  jilted  ? 

Come,  each  man  of  this  line, 
The  privates  strong  an  detail, 
"The  pioneers  and  all," 
The  fifer  nimble  — 
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Lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
Captain  with  epaulets, 
And  Blacky  there,  who  beats 
The  clanging  cymbal  — 

0  cymbal-beating  black, 
Tell  us,  as  thou  canst  feel, 
Was  it  some  Lucy  Neal 

Who  caused  thy  ruin  ? 
O  nimble  fifing  Jack, 
And  drummer  making  din 
So  deftly  on  the  skin, 

With  thy  rat-tattooing  — 

Confess,  ye  volunteers, 
Lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
And  Captain  of  the  line, 

As  bold  as  Roman  — 
Confess,  ye  grenadiers, 
However  strong  and  tall, 
The  Conqueror  of  you  all 

Is  Woman,  Woman  ! 

No  corselet  is  so  proof 

But  through  it  from  her  bow 

The  shafts  that  she  can  throw 

Will  pierce  and  rankle. 
No  champion  e'er  so  tough, 
But's  in  the  struggle  thrown, 
And  tripp'd  and  trodden  down 

By  her  slim  ankle. 

Thus  always  it  was  ruled : 
And  when  a  woman  smiled, 
The  strong  man  was  a  child, 

The  sage  a  noodle. 
Alcides  was  befool'd, 
And  silly  Samson  shorn, 
Long,  long  ere  you  were  born, 

Poor  Yankee  Doodle  ! 


THE  PEN   AND  THE  ALBUM. 

"I  AM  Miss  Catherine's  book,"  the 

album  speaks  ; 
"  I're  lain  among  you/  tomes  these 

many  weeks  ; 
I'm  tired  of  their  old  coats  and  yellow 

cheek*. 


"  Quick,  Pen  !  and  write  a  line  with  a 

good  grace  : 

Come  !  draw  me  off  a  funny  little  face  ; 
And,  prithee,  send  me  back  to  Ches- 

ham  Place." 

PEN. 

"  I  am  my  master's  faithful  old  Gold 

Pen; 
I've  served  him  three  long  years,  and 

drawn  since  then 
Thousands  of  funny  women  and  droll 

men. 

"0  Album  !  could  I  tell  you  all  his 

ways 
And  thoughts,  since  I  am  his,  these 

thousand  days, 
Lord,    how    your    pretty   pages    I'd 

amaze  ! " 

ALBUM. 
"His  ways?    his    thoughts?     Just 

whisper  me  a  few  ; 
Tell  me  a  curious  anecdote  or  two, 
And  write  'em  quickly  off,  good  Mor- 

dan,  do!  " 

PEN. 

"Since  he  my  faithful  servige  did  en- 
gage 

To  follow  him  through  his  queer  pil- 
grimage, 

I've  drawn  and  written  many  a  line 
and  page. 

"Caricatures  I  scribbled  have,  and 
rhymes, 

And  dinner-cards,  and  picture  panto- 
mimes ; 

And  merry  little  children's  books  at 
times. 

"I've  writ  the  foolish  fancy  of  his 

brain  ; 
The  aimless  jest  that,  striking,  hath 

caused  pain  ; 
The  idle  word  that  he'd  wish  back 

again. 


"I've  help'd  him  to  pen  many  a  line 
for  bread ; 
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To  joke   with  sorrow   aching   in   his 

head  ; 
Aud  make  your  laughter  when  his  own 

heart  bled. 

"  I've  spoke  with  men  of  all  degree 
and 

Peers  of  the  land,  and  ladies  of  tin- 
Court  ; 

Oh,  but  I've  chronicled  a  deal  of  sport : 

"  Feasts  that  were  ate  a  thousai, 

ago, 
I 'hidings  to  wine  that  long  hath  ceased 

to  flow, 
Gay  meetings  with  good  follows  long 

laid  low  ; 

"  Summons  to  bridal,  banquet,  burial, 

ball, 
Tndeanaa'fl  polite  reminders  of  his 

mud] 
Account  due   Christmas    last  —  I've 

answered  all. 

"  Poor  Diddler's  tenth  petition  for  a 

half- 
Guinea;  Miss  Bunyan's  for  an  auto- 


Su 


T        ?' 

I  refuse,  ac 


.  lament,  or  laugh, 


"  Condole,  congratulate,  invite,  praise, 

s<  utr. 

Day  after  day   still   dipping  in  my 

trough," 
And  scribbling  pages  after  pages  off. 

"  Day  after  day  the  labor's  to  be  done, 

And  sure  as  »:.im,-s  the   postman  and 

the  Mill. 

The  indefatigable  ink  must  run. 


l>;u-k,    my    pr»tty  little  gilded 

tome, 

To  a  fair  mistress  a-id  a  pleasant  home, 
Where  soft   heart,  i  greet  us  whenso- 

e'er  we  come  ! 

"Dear,  friendlv  eyeg,  with  constant 

kindness  lit, 
However  rude  my  verse,  or  poor  my 

wit, 
Or  sad  or  gay  my  mood,  you  welcome  it. 


"  Kind  lady  !   till  m\  last  of  lines  is 

n'd, 
My  iiia>tiT'.s  IDVI-,  grief,  laughter.atau 

•  •lid, 
Wheiu'-T   1    write   your   name,  may  I 

write  frit-lid  '. 

"  Not  all  are  so  that  were  so  in  past 

.  iliar   once,    no    more    he 

s,  often  writ,  are  blotted  out  in 

"  So  be  it :  —joys  will  end  and  tears 
will  dry - 

Album!  my  "master  bids  m.  \\i>h 
good- by, 

He'll  send  you  to  your  mistress  pres- 
ently. 

"And  thus  with   thankful   heart   he 

closes  you  ; 
Blessing  the  happy  hour  when  a  friend 

he  knew 
So  gentle,  and  so  generous,  and  so  true. 

"Nor  pass  the  words  as  idle  phrases  by; 
Stranger  !  I  never  writ  a  flattery, 
Nor  sign'd  the  page  that  register'd  a 


MRS.    KATHERINF/S  LANTERN. 


WRITTEN   IN   A   LADY  8   ALBUM. 


"  COMING  from  a  gloomy  court, 
Place  of  Israel 

This  old  lamp  I've  brought  with  me. 
Madam,  on  its  panes  you'll  see 
The  initials  K  an 

"An  old  lantern  brought  to  me  ? 

Ugly,  dingy,  Iwtteivd,  black  !  " 

(Here  a  lady  I  suppose 

Turning  up  a  pretty  nose) — 

"  Pray,  sir,  tike  thV  old  thing  back. 

I've  no  taste  for  bricabrac." 

14  Please  to  mark  the  letters  twain  "  — 

pposed  to  speak  again)  — 
"  Graven  on  the  lantern  pane. 
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Can  you  tell  me  who  was  she, 
Mistress  of  the  flowery  wreath, 
And  the  anagram  beneath  — 
The  mysterious  K  E  ? 

"  Full  a  hundred  years  are  gone 
Since  the  little  beacon  shone 
From  a  Venice  balcony  : 
There,  on  summer  nights,  it  hung, 
And  her  lovers  came  and  sung 
To  their  beautiful  K  E. 

"  Hush  !  in  the  canal  below 
Don't  you  hear  the  plash  of  oars 
Underneath  the  lantern's  glow, 
And  a  thrilling  voice  begins 
To  the  sound  of  mandolins  ? 
Begins  singing  of  amore 
And  delire  and  dolore  — 
O  the  ravishing  teiiore  ! 

"  Lady,  do  you  know  the  tune  ? 
Ah,  we  all  of  us  have  hummed  it ! 
I've  an  old  guitar  has  thrummed  it, 
Under  many  a  changing  moon. 
Shall  I  try  it/     Do  RE  Ml  .  . 
What  is  this  ?    Mafai,  the  fact  is, 
That  my  hand  is  out  of  practice, 
And  my  poor  old  fiddle  cracked  is, 
And  a  man  —  I  let  the  truth  out,  — 
Who's  had  almost  every  tooth  out, 
Cannot  sing  as  once  he  sung, 
When  he  was  young  as  you  are  young, 
When  he  was  young  and  lutes  were 

strung, 
And    love-lamps    in     the    casement 

hung." 


LUCY'S   BIRTHDAY. 

SEVENTEEN  rosebuds  in  a  ring, 
Thick  with  sister  flowers  beset, 
In  a  fragrant  coronet, 
Lucy's  servants  this  day  bring. 
Be  it  the  birthday  wreath  she  wears 
Fresh  and  fair,  and  symbolling 
The  young  number  of  her  years, 
The  sweet  blushes  of  her  spring. 

Types  of  youth  and  love  and  hope  ! 
Friendly  hearts  your  mistress  greet, 
Be  you  ever  fair  and  sweet, 
And  grow  lovelier  as  you  ope  ! 


Gentle  nursling,  fenced  about 
With  fond  care,  and  guarded  so, 
Scarce  you've  heard  ol  storms  without, 
Frosts  that  bite  or  winds  that  blow  ! 

Kindly  has  your  life  begun, 
And  we  pray  that  heaven  may  send 
To  our  floweret  a  warm  sun, 
A  calm  summer,  a  sweet  end. 
And  where'er  shall  be  her  home, 
May  she  decorate  the  place  ; 
Still  expanding  into  bloom, 
And  developing  in  grace. 


THE  CANE-BOTTOM'D  CHAIR. 

IN  tattered  old  slippers  that  toast  at 

the  bars, 
And   a   ragged  old  jacket   perfumed 

with  cigars, 
Away  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and 

its  cares, 
I've  a  snug  little  kingdom  up  four 

pair  of  stairs. 

To  mount  to  this  realm  is  a  toil,  to  be 

sure, 
But  the  fire  there  is  bright  and  the 

air  rather  pure  ; 
And  the  view  I  behold  on  a  sunshiny 

day 
Is  grand  through  the  chimney-pots 

over  the  way. 

This  snug  little  chamber  is  cramm'd 

in  all  nooks 
With  worthless  old  knick-knacks  and 

silly  old  books, 
And  foolish  ok.  odds  and  foolish  old 

ends, 
Crack'd  bargains  from  brokers,  cheap 

keepsakes  from  friends. 

Old  armor,  print;,  pictures,  pipes, 
china,  (all  c^ack'd,) 

Old  rickety  tables,  and  chairs  broken- 
backed  ; 

A  twopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to 
see  ; 

What  matter?  'tis  plersant  to  you, 
friend,  and  me. 
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No  better  divan  need  th«  Sultan  re- 
quire, 

Thau  the  creaking  old  sofa  that  basks 
by  the  lire  ; 

And  'tis  wonderful,  surely,  what  11111*1- 
you  get 

From  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  whee/y 
spinet. 

That  praying-rug  came  from  a  Turco- 
man's c;illi|i  ; 

By  Tiber  on.-.-  twinkled  that  brazru 
old  lamp  ; 

A  uiameluke  fierce  yonder  dagger  has 
drawn  : 

'Tis  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  muf- 
fins upon. 

Long,   long  through  the  hours,  and 

tin-  iii^lit,  and  tin-  chimes, 
Here  we  talk  of  old  books,  and  old 

tViend>,  and  old  times; 
As  we  sit  in  a  fog  made  of  rich  Lata- 

kie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  friend, 

and  me. 

But  of  all  the  cheap  treasures  that 

garnish  my  nest, 
There's  one  that  I  love  and  I  cherish 

the  best : 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that's  padded 

witli  hair 
I  never  would  change  thee,  my  cane- 

bottom'd  chair. 

'Tis  a  bandy- legg'd,  high-shoulder'd, 

witrm-i-aten  sent, 
With  a  creaking  old  back,  and  twisted 

old  I 
But  since  the  fair  morningwhen  Fanny 

sat  there, 
I  bless  thee  and  love  thee,  old  cane- 

bottom'd  chair. 

If  chairs  have  but  feeling,  in  holding 

such  charms, 
A    thrill    must    have   nass'd    through 

your  wither'd  old  arms  ! 
I  look'd,  and  I  long'd,  and  I  wish'-l 

in  despair  ; 
I  wuh'd  myself  tura'd  to  a  ean«-bot- 

tom  d  chair* 


It  was  but  a  moment  she  Bat  in  thii 
place, 

She'd  a  M  at!  on  her  neck,  and  a  smile 

on  her  i.i 
A  Mini--  -in  ln-r  face,  and  a  rose  in  her 

hair, 
And  she  s;it  there,  and  bloom 'd  in  my 

cune-bottoiu'd  chair. 

And  so  I  have  valued  my  chair  ever 

since, 
Like    the    shrine   of  a  saint,    or   the 

throne  ot  a  pn: 
Saint    Fanny,   my   patroness  sweet    I 

decl,u>-, 

Tin-  (jiK'fii  of  my  heart  and  my  cane- 
bottom'd  chair. 

When  the  candles  burn  low,  and  the 

company's  gone, 
In  the  silence  of  night  as  I  sit 

alone  — 

I  sit  her. -alone,  but  we  yet  are  a  pair  — 
My  Fanny  I  see  in  my  cane-bottom '<i 

chair. 

She  conies  from  the  past  and  revisits 

my  room  ; 
She  looks  as  she  then  did,  all  beauty 

and  bloom  ; 
So  smiling  and  tender,  so  fresh  and  so 

fair, 
And  yonder  she  sits  in  my  cane-bot- 

tom'd  chair. 


PISCATOR  AND  PISCATRIX. 

LINES   WRITTEN  TO  AN  ALBUM  PRINT. 

As  on  this  pictured  page  I  look, 
This  pretty  tale  of  line  and  hook 
As  though  it  were  a  novel-book 

Amuses  and  engages  : 
I  know  them  both,  the  boy  and  girl ; 
She  is  the  daughter  of  the  Earl, 
The  lad  (that  has  his  hair  in  curl) 

My  lord  the  County's  page  is. 

A  pleasant  place  for  such  a  pair  1 
Tin-  iields  lie  tasking  in  the  glare  ;     , 
No  breath  of  wind  the  heavy  air 
Of  lazy  summer  quicken*. 
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Hani  by  you  see  the  castle  tall  ; 
The  village  nestles  round  the  wall, 
As  round  about  the  hen  its  small 
Young  progeny  of  chickens. 

It  is  too  hot  to  pace  the  keep  ; 
To  climb  the  turret  is  too  steep  ; 
My  lord  the  earl  is  dozing  deep, 

His  noonday  dinner  over  : 
The  postern-warder  is  asleep 
(Perhaps  they've  bribed  him  not  to 

peep) : 
And  so  from  out  the  gate  they  creep, 

And  cross  the  fields  of  clover. 

Their  lines  into  the  brook  they  launch 
Ha  lays  his  cloak  upon  a  branch, 
To  guarantee  his  Lady  Blanche 

's  delicate  complexion  : 
He  takes  his  rapier  from  his  haunch, 
That    beardless    doughty    champion 

staunch  ; 
He'd  drill  it  through  the  rival's  paunch 

That  question' d  his  affection  ! 

0  heedless  pair  of  sportsmen  slack  ! 
You  never  mark,  though  trout  or  jack 
Or  little  foolish  stickleback, 

Your  baited  snares  may  capture. 
JVhat  care  has  she  for  line  and  hook 
She  turns  her  back  upon  the  brook, 
Upon  her  lover's  eyes  to  look 
In  sentimental  rapture. 

O  loving  pair  !  as  thus  I  gaze 
Upon  the  girl  who  smiles  always, 
The  little  hand  that  ever  plays 

Upon  the  lover's  shoulder  ; 
In  looking  at  your  pretty  shapes, 
A  sort  of  envious  wish  escapes 
(Such  as  the  Fox  had  for  the  Grapes 

The  Poet  your  beholder. 

To  be  bra  ce,  handsome,  twenty- two 
With  nothing  else  on  earth  to  do, 
But  all  day  long  to  bill  and  coo: 

It  were  a  pleasant  calling. 
And  had  I  such  a  partner  sweet ; 
A  tender  heart  for  mine  to  beat, 
A  gentle  hand  my  clasp  to  meet ;  — 
I'd  let  the  world  flow  at  my  feet, 

And  never  heed  its  brawling 


HE  ROSE  UPON  MY  BALCONY, 


IE  rose  upon  my  b'alcouy  the  morn- 
ing air  perfuming, 

as  leafless  all  the  winter  time  and 

pining  for  the  spring  ; 
on  ask  me  why  her  breath  is  sweet, 
and  why  her  cheek  is  blooming, 

is  because  the  sun  is  out  and  birds 
begin  to  sing. 

he    nightingale,    whose    melody    is 

through  the  greenwood  ringing, 
Was  silent  when  the  boughs  were  bare 

and  winds  were  blowing  keen  : 
nd  if,  Mamma,  you  ask  of  me  the 

reason  of  his  singing, 
t  is  because  the  sun  is  out  and  all  the 
leaves  are  green. 

has  each  performs  his  part,  Mamma  ; 

the  birds  have  found  their  voices, 

he  blowing  rose  a  flush,  Mamma,  her 

bonny  cheek  to  dye  ; 
And  there's  sunshine   in  my  heart, 
Mamma,  which  wakens  and  re- 
joices, 

And  so  I  sing  and  blush,  Mamma,  and 
that's  the  reason  why. 


RONSARD  TO  HIS  MISTRESS. 

«  Quand  YOUS  serea  bien  vieille,  le  soir  *  to. 

chandelle 

Assise  aupres  du  feu  devisant  ct  filant,     _ 
Direz,  chantant  mes  vers  en  vous  esmerveil- 

lant, 

Ronsard  m'a  ce!6br6  du  temps   que  j  «5tois 
belle." 

SOME  winter  night,  shut  snugly  in 

Beside  the  fagot  in  the  hall, 
I  think  I  see  you  sit  and  spin, 

Surrounded  by  your  maidens  all. 
Old  tales  are  told,  old  songs  are  sung, 

Old  days  come  back  to  memory ; 
You    say,    "When    I    was    fair    and 
young, 

A  poet  sang  of  me  ! ' 

There's  not  a  maiden  in  your  hall, 
Though  tired  and  sl^py  ever  so, 

Bnt  whkes,  as  you  my  name  recall, 
Ar.d  longs  the  history  to  know- 
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And,  as  the  piteous  Ule  is  said, 
of  l:i<ly  --"Id  wild  l"Vi-r  true, 

Kadi,  in  rising,  caiTi'-s  it  to  U-d, 
And  sighs  and  envies  you  ! 

"Our  lady's  old  and  fa-Mr  now," 
They'll"  once  was  fresh 

ami  fair, 

And  y»-t  sin-  ^pnrn'd  hi-r  lover's  vow, 
And  In-art  li-s.s  h-ft  him  to  despair  : 
Tin-  lov.-r  lirs  in  sili-iit  earth, 
No  kinilly  mat«-  tin*  lady  <•! 

ita  IM-M.I.'  a  lonrly  h'-arth, 
With  thr.-i-s.-onr  and  t«-n  y- 


livary  thoughts  and  dreams  are 
those, 

Hut  wherefore  yield  n 
\Vhile  yet  th.-  poet's  bosom  glows, 
While  yet  tin-  dam.-  is  peerless  fair  ! 
.  mill.-  !  whib-  yet  'tis  time 
Requil  :  -n  :md  my  truth, 

And  gather  in  tlu-ir  blushing  prime 
Thu  roses  of  your  youth  ! 


AT  THE  CHURCH  GATE. 

ALTHOUGH  I  enter  not, 
»und  about  the  spot 

Ofttiin.-s  I  hover  : 
And  near  the  sacred  gate, 
With  longing  eyes  I  wait, 

Expectant  of  her. 

The  Minster  bell  tolls  out 
Above  the  city's  rout, 

And  noise  and  humming  : 
They've  hush'd  the  Minster  bell  : 
The  organ  'gins  to  swell  : 

She's  coming,  she's  coming  ! 

My  lady  eomes  at  last, 
Timid,  and  stepping  I 

And  hastening  hither, 
With  modest  eyes  downcast  :^ 
Sh<  comes  —  she's  here  —  she's  past- 

May  heaven  go  with  her  ! 

Knen,  nndisturb'd,  fair  Saint  ! 
Pour  out  your  praise  or  plaint 
Meekly  and  duly  ; 


I  will  not  *nter  there, 
To  sully  your  pure  prayer 
With  thoughts  uuruly. 

Rut  suffer  me  to  pac« 

Kound  the  turbiddi-n  place, 
I, in:  .uute 

Like  OH  its  who  wait 

And  vr  through  " 
Angels  wit  Ian  it. 


THE  AGE  OF  WISDOM. 

Ho,  pretty  page,  with  the  dimpled 

chin, 
That  never  has  known  the  Barber's 

shear, 
All  your  wish  is  woman  to  win, 

:i<-  way  that  boys  begin,  — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Curly  gold  locks  cover  foolish  brains, 
Billing  and  cooing  is  all  your  cheer  ; 

Sighing    and    singing    of    midnight 
strains, 

Under  Bonny  bell's  window  panes,  — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Forty  times  over  let  Michaelmas  pass, 
Grizzling  hair  the  brain  doth  clear  — 
Then  you  know  a  boy  is  an  ass, 
Then  you  know  the  worth  of  a  lass, 
Once  you  have  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Pledge  me  round,  I  bid  ye  declare, 
All  good  fellows  whose  beards  art 


Did  not  the  fairest  of  the  fair 
Common  grow  and  wearisome  ere 
Ever  a  month  was  passed  away  f 

The  reddest  lips  that  ever  have  kissed, 
The  brightest  eyes  that  ever  have 

shone, 
May  pray  and  whisper,  and  we  not 

Or  look  away,  and  never  be  missed, 
Er»»  yet  ever  a  month  is  gone. 
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(Jillian's  dead,  God  rest  her  biar, 

How  I  loved  her  twenty  years  sync  ! 
Marian's  married,  but  I  sit  here 
Alone  and  merry  at  Forty  Year, 
Dipping   my   nose    in    the   Gascon 


SORROWS  OF  WERTHER. 

WERTIIER  had  a  love  for  Charlotte 
Such  as  words  could  never  utter  ; 

Would  you  know  how  first  he  met  her  ? 
She  was  cutting  bread  and  butter. 

Charlotte  was  a  married  lady, 
And  a  moral  man  was  Werther, 

And,  tor  all  the  wealth  of  Indies, 
Would  do  nothing  for  to  hurt  her. 

So  he  sighed  and  pined  and  ogled, 
And  his  passion  boiled  and  bubbled, 

Till  he  blew  his  silly  brains  out, 
And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Charlotte,  having  seen  his  body 
Borne  before  her  on  a  shutter, 

Like  a  well-conducted  person, 

Went  on  cutting  bread  and  butter. 


A  DOE  IN  THE  CITY. 

LITTLE  KITTY  LORIMER, 

Fair,  and  young,  and  witty, 
What  has  brought  your  ladyship 
'    Rambling  to  the  City  ? 

All  the  Stags  in  Capel  Court 

Saw  her  lightly  trip  it  ; 
All  the  lads  of  Stock  Exchange 

Twigg'd  her  muff  and  tippet. 

With  a  sweet  perplexity, 

And  a  mystery  pretty, 
Threading      through       Threadneedle 
Street, 

Trots  the  little  KITTY. 


Wli.tt  was  my  astonishment  — 
What  was  my  compunction, 

When  she  reached  the  Offices 
Of  the  Didland  Junction  ! 

Up  the  Didland  stairs  she  went, 
To  the  Didland  door,  Sir  ; 

Porters  lost  in  wonderment, 
Let  her  pass  before,  Sir. 

"  Madam,"  says  the  old  chief  Clerk, 
"  Sure  we  can't  admit  ye.  " 

"Where's     the     Didland     Junction 

deed  ?  " 
Dauntlessly  says  KITTY. 

"If  you  doubt  my  honesty, 
Look  at  my  receipt,  Sir." 


Up  then  jumps  the  old  chief  Clerk, 
Smiling  as  he 


meets  her. 


KITTY  at  the  table  sits 

(Whither  the  old  Clerk  leads  her), 
"  I  deliver  this,"  she  says, 

"  As  my  act  and  deed,  Sir." 

When  I  heard  these  funny  words 
Come  from  lips  so  pretty  ; 

This,  I  thought,  should  surely  be 
Subject  for  a  ditty. 

What  !  are  ladies  stagging  it  ? 

Sure,  the  more's  the  pity  ; 
But  I've  lost  my  heart  to  her,  — 

Naughty  little  KITTY. 


THE  LAST  OF  MAY. 

(IN   REPLY  TO  AN   INVITATION  DATE? 
ON   T11E   1ST.) 

BY  fate's  benevolent  award, 
Should  I  survive  the  day, 

I'll  drink  a  bumper  with  rny  lord 
Upon  the  last  of  May. 

That  I  may  reach  that  happy  time 

The  kindly  gods  I  pray, 
For  are  not  ducks  nml  pease  in  prime 

Upon  the  last  of  May  ? 
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at  thirty  boards,  'twixt  now  and  then, 
My  knife  nml  fork  shall  play; 

But  better  wine  ami  In-iter  men 
I  shall  not  meet  in  M  i\ 

And  though,  good  friend,  with  whom 
I  «iine, 

Your  honest  head  is  gray, 
And,  like  this  gri/./led  head  of  mine, 

lias  soon  its  last  »f  .'•'. 

Yet,  with  a  heart  that's  ever  kind, 

A  gentle  spirit 
You've  spring  perennial  in  your  mind, 

And  round  you  make  a  May  ! 


"AH,     HI.KAK    AND    BARREN 
WAS   rilK  MOOR." 

Ail  !  bleak  ;iinl  barren  was  the  moor, 

Ah  !  loud  :md  piercing  was  tin;  storm, 
The  cottage  roof  was  NIUtalM  sure, 

The  cottage  hearth  was  bright  and 

warm  — 
An  orphan-boy  the  lattice  |, 

And,  as  he  mark'd  its  cheerful  glow, 
Kelt  dtilllily  keen  the  midnight  bla>t, 

And  doubly  cold  the  fallen  snow. 

They  marked  him  as  he  onward  press' d, 

With  fainting  heart  and  weary  limb; 
Kind  voices  bade  him  turn  and  n->t . 

And  gentl,.  faces  welcomed  him. 
The  dawn  is  up    -  the  guest  is  gone, 

The  COttage  hearth  is  bla/ing  still  : 
Heaven  pity  all  poor  wanderers  lone  ! 

Hark  to  the  wind  upon  the  hill  ! 


SONG   OF  THE    VIOLKT. 

A  HUMBLE  flower  long  timr  I  pined 

Upon  the  solitary  plain. 
A;id  trembled  at  the  angry  wind, 

And  shnink  before  the  bitter  rain. 
And  oh  !  'twas  in  a  blessed  hour 

A  passing  wanderer  chanced  to  see, 
And,  pitying  the  lonely  flower, 

To  stoop  and  gather  me. 


I  fear  no  more  th«  trmpeat  rude, 
On  dreary  hoath  no  more  I  pin«, 

Hut  left  my  ch'-erle.ss  solitude, 
To  de.-k  : :  <imr 

Alas  our  days  are  brie.f  at  best, 

r  long'l  fear  will  mine  endurr, 

Though  shelf  r'd  here  upon  a  breast 
So  gentle  and  so  pure. 

It  draws  the  fragrance  from  my  leaves, 

It  roUs  me  of  my  sweetest  breath, 
And  ev.-ry  time  it  "falls  and  heaves, 

It  warns  mo  of  my  coming  death. 
But  one  1  know  would  glad  forego 

All  joys  of  life  to  U- 
An  hour  to  p->t  mi  that  -,weet  breast, 

And  then,  contented,  die  ! 


FAIRY  DAYS. 

BESIDE  the  old  hall-fire  —  upon  my 

nurse's  knee, 
Of  happy  fairy  days  —  what  teles  were 

told  to  me  ! 
I   thought  the  world  was  once — all 

peopled  with  prim-eases, 
And  my  heart  would  beat  to  hear  — 

their  loves  and  their  distresses  : 
And  many  a  quiet  night,  —  in  slumber 

sweet  and  deep, 
The  pretty  fairy  people  —  would  visit 

me  in  sleep. 

I  saw  them  in  my  dreams  —  come  fly- 
ing east  and  \\ 

With  wondrous  fairy  gifts  —  the  new- 
born babe  they  bless'  d  . 

One  has  brought  a  jewel  —  and  one  a 
crown  of  gold, 

And  one  has  brought  a  curse  —  but 
she  is  wrinkled  and  old. 

The  gentle  queen  turns  pale  —  to  hear 
those  words  of  sin, 

But  the  king  he  only  laughs  —  and 
bid.s  the  dance  begin. 

The  babe  has  grown  to  be  —  the  fairest 

of  the  land, 
And  rides  the  forest  green  —  *  hawk 

upon  her  hand, 
An  ambling  palfrey  white — a  golden 

robe  and  crown  : 
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I've  seen  her  in  my  dreams  —  riding 

up  and  down  : 
And  heard  the   ogre  laugh  —  as  she 

fell  into  his  snare, 
At  the  little  tender  creature  —  who 

wept  and  tore  her  hair  ! 

But  ever  when  it  seemed  —  her  need 

was  at  the  sorest, 
A   prince   in    shining    mail  —  comes 

prancing  through  the  forest, 
A  waving  ostrich-plume -- a  buckler 

burnished  bright  ; 
I're  seen  him  in  my  dreams  —  good 

sooth  !  a  gallant  knight. 
His  lips  are  coral  red  —  beneath  a  dark 

moustache  ; 
See  how  he  waves  his  hand  —  and  how 

his  blue  eyes  flash  ! 

"  Come  forth,  thou  Paynim  knight  !  " 
—  he  shouts  in  accents  clear. 

The  giant  and  the  maid  —  both  trem- 
ble his  voice  to  hear. 

Saint  Mary  guard  him  well !  —  he 
draws  his  falchion  keen, 

The  giant  and  the  knight  —  are  fight- 
ing on  the  green. 

I  see  them  in  my  dreams  —  his  blade 
gives  stroke  on  stroke, 

The  giant  pants  and  reels  —  and  tum- 
bles like  an  oak  ! 

With  what  a  blushing  grace  —  he  falls 

upon  his  knee 
And    takes    the    lady's    hand  —  and 

whispers,   "  You  are  free  !  " 
Ah  !  happy  childish  tales  -  of  knight 

and  faerie  ! 
I  waken  from  my  dreams  — but  there's 

ne'er  a  knight  for  me  ; 
I  waken  from  my  dreams  -  -  and  wish 

that  I  could  be 
A  child  by  the  old  hail-fire  —  upon 

my  nurse's  knee ! 


H  POCAHONTAS. 

WEARIED  arm  and  broken  sword 
Wage  in  vain  the  desperate  fight  : 

Bound  him  press  a  countless  horde, 
He  is  but  a  single  knight. 


Hark  !  a  cry  of  triumph  thrill 
Through  the  wilderness  resounds, 
As,  with  twenty  bleeding  wounds, 

Sinks  the  warrior,  fighting  still. 

Now  they  heap  the  fatal  pyre, 
And  the  torch  of  death  they  light : 

Ah  !  'tis  hard  to  die  of  fire  ! 

Who  will  shield  the  captive  knight  ? 

Round  the  stake  with  fiendish  cry 
Wheel  and  dance  the  savage  crowd, 
Cold  the  victim's  mien,  and  proud, 

And  his  breast  is  bared  to  die. 

Who  will  shield  the  fearless  heart  ? 

Who  avert  the  murderous  blade  ? 
From  the  throng,  with  sudden  start, 

See  there  springs  an  Indian  maid. 
Quick  she  stands  before  the  knight, 

"  Loose  the  chain,  unbind  the  ring, 

I  am  daughter  of  the  king, 
And  I  claim  the  Indian  right ! " 

Dauntlessly  aside  she  flings 
Lifted  axe  and  thirsty  knife  ; 

Fondly  to  his  heart  she  clings. 
And  her  bosom  guards  his  life  I 

In  the  woods  of  Powhattan, 
Still  'tis  told  by  Indian  fires, 
How  a  daughter  of  their  sires 

Saved  the  captive  Englishman. 


FROM  POCAHONTAS. 

RETURNING  from  the  cruel  fight 
How    pale    and    faint    appears    my 

knight ! 

He  sees  roe  anxious  at  his  side  ; 
"  Why  seek,  my  love,  your  wounds 

to  hide  ? 

Or  deem  your  English  girl  afraid 
To  emulate  the  Indian  maid  ? " 

Be  mine  my  husband's  grief  to  cheer 
In  peril  to  be  ever  near  ; 
Whate'er  of  ill  or  woe  betide, 
To  bear  it  clinging  at  his  side  ; 
The  poisoned  stroke  of  fate  to  ward, 
His  bosom  with  my  own  to  guard  : 
Ah  !  could  it  spare  a  pang  to  his, 
It  could  not  know  a  purer  bliss  ! 
'Twould  gladden  as  it  felt  the  smart, 
And  thank  the  hand  that  flung  the 
dart! 


LOVE-SONGS   MADE   EASY. 


WHAT   MAKES   MY   HEART 
THKIU.   AM>   BLOW  I 

TIM:  M  \\  r.viu   IOYK-SONQ. 

WrMT.u     ami    summer,     night    and 

morn, 
I  languish  at  this  table  dark  ; 

My  <>Hi> •••  window  has  a  corn- 
er In'.ks  into  St.  . I. lino's  Park. 

I  hear  the  foot -guards1  hn^'lc-honi, 
Th-'ir  train])  upon  parade  I  mark  ; 

I  am  a  p-nt  li-man  forlorn, 
I  am  a  Foreign-Office  Clerk. 

My  toils,  my  pleasures,  every  one, 

1  find  an-  stale,  and  dull,  and  slow  ; 
And  yesterday,  when  work  was  done, 

I  Irlt  my-eif  so  sad  and  low, 
I  could  h;iv.  i! try's  gun 

My  wearied  brains  out  out  to  blow. 
What  is  it  makes  my  1.1, iod  to  run  ? 

What  makes  my  heart  to  beat  and 
glow? 

My  notes  of  hand  are  burnt,  perhaps  1 

Some  one  has  paid  my  tailor's  bill  ? 
No  :  every  morn  the  tailor  i 

My  I  <>'  r'suiv  extant  still. 
1  still  am  pivy  of  debt  and  dun  ; 

My  elder  brother's  >t«-ut  and  well. 
What  is  it  makes  my  Mood  to  run  ? 

What  makes  my  lu  art  to  glow  and 
swell? 

I  know  my  chiefs  distrust  and  hate  ; 

He  says  I'm  lazy,  and  1  shirk. 
Ah  .'   riad  1  genius  like  tin-  late 

Honorable  Edmund.  Burke  ! 


My  chance  of  all  promotion's  gone, 
I  know  it  is,  —  he  hates  me  so. 

What  is  it  m.tk.-s  my  blood  to  run, 
And  all  my  heart  to  swell  and  glow  ? 


Why,  why  is  all  so  bright  and  gay  ? 
There  is  no   •  .ere  is  no 

cause  ; 
My  office-time  I  found  to-day 

-tineas  it  ever  was. 
At  three,  I  u. ut  and  tri«-d  the  Clubs, 
And  yawned  and  saunter' d  to  and 

fro; 
And  now  my  heart  jumps  up   and 

throbs, 
And  all  my  soul  is  in  a  glow. 


At  half-past  four  I  had  the  cab  ; 
1  drove  as  hard  as  I  could  go. 

The  Loidon  sky  was  dirty  drab, 
And  dirty  brown  the  London  snow. 

And  as  I  rattled  in  a  cant- 
er down  by  dear  old  Bolton  Row, 

A  something  made  my  heart  to  pant, 
And  caused  my  cheek  to  flush  and 
glow. 


What  could  it  be  that  made  me  find 

Old  Jawkins  pleasant  at  the  Club  ? 
Why  was    it    that    I    laughed    and 
grinned 

At  whist,  although  I  lost  the  rub  t 
What  was  it  made  me  drink  like  maa 

Thirteen  small  glasses  of  Curaco  f 
That  made  my  inmost  h«art  so  glad, 

And  every  fibre  thrill  and  glow  ? 
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She's  home  again  !  she's  home,  slu-'s 
home  ! 

Away  all  run-*  anil  griefs  and  p;iin  ; 
I  knew  she  would  —  she's  back  from 
Home  ; 

She's  home  again  !  she's  home  again  ! 
"  The  family's  gone  abroad,"  they  said, 

September  last  —  they  told  me  so  ; 
Since  then  my  lonely  heart  is  dead, 

My  blood  I  think's  forgot  to  flow. 

She's  home  again  !  away  all  care  ! 

0  fairest  form  the  world  can  show  ! 
0  beaming  eyes  !  0  golden  hair  ! 

0  tender  voice,  that  breathes  so  low  ! 
0  gentlest,  softest,  purest  heart  ! 

0  joy,  0  hope  !  — ""  My  tiger,  ho  !  " 
Fitz-Clarence  said ;  we  saw  him 
start  — 

He  galloped  down  to  Bolton  Row. 


THE    GHAZUL,    OR    ORIENTAL 
LOVE-SONG. 

THE   ROCKS. 

I  WAS  a  timid  little  antelope  ; 
My  home  was  in  the  rocks,  the  lonely 
rocks. 

I  saw  the  hunters  scouring  on   the 

plain  ; 
I  lived  among  the  rocks,  the  lonely 

rocks. 

I  was  a-thirsty  in  the  summer-heat ; 
I  ventured  to  the  tents  beneath  the 
rocks. 

Zuleikah  brought  me  water  from  the 

well; 
Since  then  I  have  been  faithless  to  the 

rocks. 

I  saw  her  face  reflected  in  the  well  ; 
Her  camels  since  have  marched  into 
the  rocks. 

I  look  to  see  her  image  in  the  well  ; 
I  only  see  my  eyes,  my  own  sad  eyes. 
My  mother  is  alone  among  the  rocks. 


THE  MERBY   BA&D. 

ZULEIKAH  !  The  young  Agas  in  the 
bazaar  are  slim-wasted  and  wear  yel- 
low slippers.  1  am  old  and  hideous. 
One  of  my  eyes  is  out,  and  the  hairs 
of  my  beard  are  mostly  gray.  Praise 
be  to  Allah  !  I  am  a  merry  bard. 

There  is  a  bird  upon  the  terrace  of 
the  Emir's  chief  wife.  Praise  be  to 
Allah  !  He  has  emeralds  on  his  neck, 
and  a  ruby  tail.  I  am  a  merry  bard. 
He  deafens  me  with  his  diabolical 
screaming. 

There  is  a  little  brown  bird  in  the 
basket-maker's  cage.  Praise  !><•  i<» 
Allah  !  He  ravishes  my  soul  in  the 
moonlight.  I  am  a  merry  bard. 


The  peacock  is  an  Aga, 
little  bird  is  a  Bulbul. 


but   the 


I  am  a  little  brown  Bulbul.  Come 
and  listen  in  the  moonlight.  Praise 
be  to  Allah  !  I  am  a  merry  bard. 


THE  CAIQUE. 

YONDER  to  the  kiosk,  beside  the  creek, 

Paddle  the  swift  caique. 

Thou  brawny  oarsman  with  the  sun- 
burnt cheek, 

Quick  !  for  it  soothes  my  heart  to  hear 
the  Bulbul  speak. 

Ferry  me  quickly  to  the  Asian  shores, 
Swift  bending  to  your  oars. 
Beneath  the  melancholy  sycamores, 
Hark  !  what  a  ravishing  note  the  love- 
lorn Bulbul  pours. 

Behold,   the  boughs  seem   quivering 

with  delight, 

The  stars  themselves  more  bright, 
As  mid  the  waving  branches  out  of 

sight 
The   Lover  of  the  Rose  sits  singing 

through  the  night. 


LOVJ&-SONGS   AIADK   EAST. 
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T'nderthe  boughs  I  sat  un«l  listened 

.Mil, 

I  could  not  have  my  fill. 

••  ||,i\v  •  Mini's"   I   said,  "  such   music 

to  his  hill  ' 
Tell  me   tor  whom  he  sings  >•>  l» 

fill  a  trill." 

"Once  I    was  dumb,"   then  did   the 
Hud  disclose, 

"  Bllt    looked   Upon   tin-   Ilo 

And   in   th«-  garden  where  the  loved 

one  g: 

I  straightway  did  l>egin  sweet  music 
oompote." 

"  O  bird  of  song,  there's  one  in  this 

eaiijlie 
Tin1    KO.M«  would  ;ilso  seek, 

So  he  might   learn   like  you  to  love 

;md  s|M-.ik." 
Then  answered  me  the  hird  of  dusky 

baik, 

"  The  Rose,  the  Rose  of  Love  blushes 
on  Leilah's  cheek." 


MY  NORA. 

HKNKATH  the  gold  acacia  buds 
My  gentle  Nora  sits  and  broods, 
Far,  far  away  in  Boston  woods 

My  gentle  Nora  ! 

I  see  the  tear-drop  in  her  e'e, 

HIM-  l>os..m'>  heaving  tenderly  ; 
1  know  —  I  know  sne  thinks  of  me, 
My  Darling  Nora  ! 

And    where  am   I  ?     My  love,  whilst 

thou 

Sitt'st  sad  beneath  the  acacia  bough, 
\V here  ji«-;uTs    on  neck,   ;md  wreath 

on  brow, 

I  stand,  my  Nora  ! 

Mid  care, met  and  coronet, 

Where  joy-lamps    shine    ;md    flowers 

are  set  — 
Where  England's  chivalry  are  met, 

Behold  mo,  Nora  ! 


In  thi  't  revelry, 

Amidst  this  gorgeous  chivalry, 
A  I. .rtn  1      - 

My  love  —  my  Nora  ! 


Sh»   paused  amidst  her  converse  glad  ; 
The  lady  saw  that   1   w.w  sad, 
She  pitted  the  poor  lonely  lad,— 

Dost  love  her,  Nora  f 


In  sooth,  she  is  a  lovely  dame, 

A  lip  of  red,  and  eye  ..I   llaine, 

And  eliMeiinx  golden  l.,.-ks,  the  same 

Mine,   dear  No«  ? 


Her  glance  is  softer  than  the  dawn's, 

HIT  loot  i>  lighter  than  the  fawn's, 
whiter  than  the  swan's, 
Or  thine,  my  Nora  ! 


Oh,  gentle  breast  to  pity  me  ! 
Oh,  lovely  Ladye  Kmily  ! 
Till  death- till  death   I'll  think  ol 
thee- 

Of  thee  and  Nora  ! 


TO  MARY. 

I  SF.F.M,  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd, 

The  lightest  of  all ; 
My  laughter  rings  cheery  and  loud, 

In  banquet  and  ball. 
My  lip  hath  its  smiles  and  its  sneers, 

For  all  men  to  see  ; 
But  my  soul,  and  my  truth,  and  mj 
tears, 

Are  for  thee,  are  for  thee  ! 


Around  me  they  flatter  and  fawn  — 

The  young  and  the  old. 
The  fairest  are  ready  to  pawn 

Their  hearts  for  my  gold. 
They  sue  me  —  I  laugh  as  I  spurn 

The  slaves  at  my  knee  ; 
Hut  in  faith  and  in  fondness  I  turn 

Unto  thee,  unto  tnee  1 


280 


BALLADS. 


SERENADE. 

Now  the  toils  of  day  are  over,    . 

And  the  sun  hath  sunk  to  rest, 
Seeking,  like  a  fiery  lover, 

The  bosom  of  the  blushing  west  — 

The  faithful  night  keeps  watch  and 
ward, 

Raising  the  moon  her  silver  shield, 
And  summoning  the  stars  to  guard 

The  slumbers  of  my  fair  Mathilde  ! 

The  faithful  night  !   Now  all  things  lie 
Hid  by  her  mantle  dark  and  dim, 

In  pious  hope  I  hither  hie, 
And    humbly  chant    mine  ev'ning 
hymn. 


Thou 


art  my  prayer, 
shrine  ! 


my  saint,   my 


(For  never  holy  pilgrim  kneel'd, 
Or  wept  at  feet  more  pure  than  thine), 
My  virgin  love,  my  sweet  Mathilde  ! 


THE  MINARET  BELLS. 

TINK-A-TINK,  tink-a-tink, 
By  the  light  of  the  star, 
On  the  blue  river's  brink, 
a  guitar. 


I  heard  a  guitar, 

On  the  blue  waters  deaf, 
And  knew  by  its  music, 

That  Selhn  was  near  ! 

Tink-a-tink,  tink-a-tink, 
How  the  soft  music  swells, 

And  1  hear  the  soft  clink 
Of  the  minaret  bells  ! 


COME    TO    THE    GREENWOOD 
TREE. 

COME  to  the  greenwood  tree, 
Come  where  the  dark  woods  be, 
Dearest,  0  come  with  me  ! 
Let  us  rove  —  0  my  love  —  0  my  love! 

Come  —  'tis  the  moonlight  hour, 
Dew  is  on  leaf  and  flower, 
Come  to  the  linden  bower,  — 
Let  us  rove  —  0  my  love  —  0  my  love.' 

Dark  is  the  wood,  and  wide  : 
Dangers,  they  say,  betide  ; 
But,  at  my  Albert's  side, 
Nought  I  fear,  0  my  love — 0  my  love! 

Welcome  the  greenwood  tree, 
Welcome  the  forest  free, 
Dearest,  with  thee,  with  thee, 
Nought  I  fear,  0  my  love  —  0  my  love! 


FIVE   GERMAN    DITTIES. 


A  TRAGIC  STORY. 

BY  ADELBERT  VON  COAMISSO. 
* 's  war  Kiner,  dem's  zu  Ileraen  gieng." 

THKKK  lived  a  sage  in  days  d  yore 
Ami  hr  a  handsome  pigtail  u 
But  wondered  murhand  sorrowed  more 
Because  it  hung  behind  him. 

He  mused  upon  this  curious  case, 
And  swore  he'd  change  the  pigtail's 
placet 

And  hmv  it  hanging  at  his  face, 

Not  dangling  there  behind  him. 

he,  "  The  mystery  I've  found, — 
I'll  turn  mi-  round,"  —  he  turned  him 

round  ; 
But  still  it  hung  behind  him. 

Thon  round,  and  round,  and  out  and  in, 
All  day  the  puzzled  sage  did  spin  ; 
In  vain  —  it  mattered  not  a  pin,  — 
The  pigtail  hung  behind  him. 

And  right,  and  left,  and  roundabout, 
And  up,  and  down,  and  in.  and  out, 
He  turned  ;  hut  still  the  pigtail  stout 
Hung  steadily  behind  him. 

And  though  his  effort  k, 

And  though  he  twist,  and  twirl,  and 

tack, 
Alas  !  still  faithful  to  his  hark 

The  pigtail  hangs  behind  him. 


THE  CHAPLET, 

FROM  U II  LA  Mi. 

'*  El  pfliickte  Blumlein  mannigfalt  " 

i  LK  girl  through  field  and  wood 
\\  •  nt  plucking  flowerets  here  and 

When  suddenly  beside  her  stood 
A  lady  wondrous  fair  ! 

The  lovely  lady  smiled,  and  laid 
A  wreath  upon  the  maiden's  brow  ; 

"  Wear  it,  'twill  blossom  soon,"  she 

said, 
"  Although  'tis  leafless  now." 


The  little  maiden  older  grew 

And  wandered  forth  of  moonlight 
eves, 

And  sighed  and  loved  as  maids  will  do  ; 
When,  lo  !  her  wreath  bore  leaves. 


Then  was  our  maid  a  wife,  and  hung 
Upon  a  joyful  bridegroom's  bosom  ; 

When  from  the  garland's  leaves  there 

sprung 
Fair  store  of  blossom. 


And  presently  a  baby  fair 

Upon  her  gentle  breast  she  reared  ; 
When  midst  the  wreath  that  bound 
her  hair 

Rich  golden  fruit  appeared. 
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But  when  her  love  lay  cold  in 

Sunk  in  the  black  and  silent  tomb, 

All  sere  and  withered  was  the  wreath 
That  wont  so  bright  to  bloom. 

Yet  still  the  withered  wreath  she  wore  ; 

She  wore  it  at  her  dying  hour  ; 
When,  lo  !  the  wondrous  garland  bore 

Both  leaf,  and  fruit,  and  tlower  ! 


THE  KING  ON  THE  TOWER, 

FROM    UHLAND. 
"  Da  liegen  sie  alle,  die  grauen  Hohen." 

THE  cold  gray  hills   they  bind   me 

around, 
The  darksome  valleys  lie  sleeping 

below, 
But  the  winds  as  they  pass  o'er  all 

this  ground, 
Bring  me  never  a  sound  of  woe  ! 

Oh  !  for  all  I  have  suffered  and  striven, 
Care  has  embittered  my  cap  and  my 

feast; 
But  here  is  the  night  and  the  dark 

blue  heaven, 
And  my  soul  shall  be  at  rest. 

0  golden  legends  writ  in  the  skies  ! 

I  turn  towards   you  -with  longing 

soul, 
And  list  to  the  awful  harmonies 

Of  the  Spheres  as  on  they  roll. 

My  hair  is  gray  and  my  sight  nigh 

gone  ; 

My  sword  it  rusteth  upon  the  wall  ; 
Right  have  1  spoken,  and  right  have 

I  done : 
When  shall  I  rest  me  once  for  all  ? 

0  blessed  rest !  0  royal  night !   ' 
Wherefore  seemeth  the  time  so  long 

Till  I  see  yon  stars  in  their  fullest  light, 
And  list  to  their  loudest  song  ? 


OX   A   VERY  OLD   WOMAN. 

LA   MOTTE   FOUQUi. 
"  Und  Dn  gingst  einst,  die  fclyrt'  iin  Ilaar*." 

AND  thou  wert  once  a  maiden  fair, 

A  blushing  virgin  warm  and  young  : 

With  myrtles  wreathed  in  golden  hair, 

And  glossy  brow  that  knew  no  care  — 

Upon  a  bridegroom's  arm  you  hung. 

The  golden  locks  are  silvered  now, 
The  blushing  cheek  is  pale  and  wan  ; 

The  spring  may  bloom,  the  autumn 
glow, 

All's  one  —  in  chimney  corner  thou 
Sitt'st  shivering  on.  — 

A  moment  —  and  thou  sink'st  to  rest  1 
To  wake  perhaps  an  angel  blest, 

In  the  bright  presence  of  thy  Lord. 
Oh,  weary  is  life's  path  to  all ! 
Hard  is  the  strife,  and  light  the  fall, 

But  wondrous  the  reward  ! 


A  CREDO. 

I. 

For  the  sole  edification 
Of  this  decent  congregation, 
Goodly  people,  by  your  grant 
I  will  sing  a  holy  chant  — 

I  will  sing  a  holy  chant. 
If  the  ditty  sound  but  oddly, 
'Twas  a  father,  wise  and  godly, 

Sang  it  so  long  ago  — 
Then  sing  as  Martin  Luther  sang, 
As  Doctor  Martin  Luther  sang  : 
"Who  loves  not  wine,  woman   and 

song, 
He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long  !  " 

ri. 

He,  by  custom  patriarchal, 
Loved  to  see  the  beaker  sparkle  ; 
And  lie  thought  the  wine  improred, 
Tasted  by  the  lips  he  loved  — 
By  the  kindly  lips  he  loved. 
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Friends,  I  wish  this  custom  pious 
I  >uly  were  ol  .served  hy  us, 

To  combine  love,  song,  win.-, 
Ami  siii^'  as  Martin  Luther  san^, 
\     I  >         r  Murtin  Luther  I 
"  Who    loves   not   wine,    uomun   and 

!!••  is  a  fool  his  wliol.-  lift-  long!" 


Who  n-fusfs  tliis  our  Cl 

And  who  will  iiot  siug  as  we  do. 


W.-ri-  h«-  holy  as  John  Knox, 
IM  pronoiiin'*-  him  hi-t»-i<"lox  ! 

I'd  prononncr  him  In  t'  lodox, 
And  from  out  thi>,  roii^i.-.iliou, 
With  a  solemn  comminution, 

I'.anish  quick  the  hen-tic, 
Who  will  not  sing  as  Luther  sang, 

tor  Martin  Luther  sang  : 
"  Who    loves   not   wine,    woman    and 

He  is  a  fool  his  whole  lifelong!" 


FOUR  IMITATIONS  OF  B^RANGER 


LE  ROI  D'YVETOT. 

IL  e*tait  un  roi  d'Yvetot, 

Peu  connu  dans  1'histoire  ; 
Se  levant  tard,  se  couchant  tot, 
Dormant  fort  bien  sans  gloire, 
Et  couronne*  par  Jeanneton 
D'un  simple  bonnet  de  coton, 

Dit-on. 
Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 

ah  ! 

Quel  bon  petit  roi  c'&ait  la  ! 
La,  la. 

II  fesait  ses  quatre  repas 

Dans  son  palais  de  chaume, 
Et  sur  un  ane,  pas  k  pas, 

Parcourait  son  royaume. 
Joyeux,  simple  et  croyant  le  bien, 
Pour  toute  garde  il  n'avait  rien 

Qu'un  chien. 

Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 
ah!  &c. 

11  n'avait  de  gout  one'reux 

Qu'une  soif  un  peu  vive  ; 
Mais,  en  rendant  son  peuple  heureux, 

II  faut  bien  qu'un  roi  vive. 
Lui-mSme  k  table,  et  sans  suppot, 
Sur  chaque  muid  levait  un  pot 

D'impot. 

Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah ! 
ah !  &c. 

Aux  filles  de  bonnes  maisons 
Comme  il  avait  su  plaire, 

Ses  sujets  avaient  cent  raisons 
D*  10  nommer  leur  pere  : 


D'ailleurs  il  ne  levait  de  ban 
Que  pour  tirer  quatre  fois  1'an 

Au  blanc. 

Oh  !  oh !  oh  !  oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 
ah  !  &c. 

II  n'agrandit  point  ses  e'tats, 
Fut  un  voisin  commode, 
Et,  modele  des  potentats, 

Prit  le  plaisir  pour  code. 
Ce  n'est  que  lorsqu'il  expira, 
Que  le  peuple  qui  1'enterra 

Pleura. 

Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 
ah  !  &c. 

On  conserve  encor  le  portrait 
De  ce  digne  et  bon  prince  ; 
C'est  1'enseigne  d'un  cabaret 
Fameux  dans  la  province. 
Les  jours  de  fete,  bien  souvent, 
La  foule  s'ecrie  en  buvant 

Devant : 

Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 
ah  !  &c. 


THE  KING  OF  YVETOT. 

THERE  was  a  king  of  Yvetot, 

Of  whom  renown  hath  little  said, 
Who  let  all  thoughts  of  glory  go, 

And  dawdled  half  his  days  a-bed  ; 
And  every  night,  as  night  came  round, 
By  Jenny,  with  a  nightcap  crowned, 

Slept  very  sound  : 
Sing  ho,  ho,  ho  !  and  he,  he,  he! 
That's  the  kind  of  king  for  me. 


FOUR   IMITATION-    01     hl-.KA.V.KK. 


And  every  day  it  eame  to  pass, 

That  four  lusty  meals  made  he  ; 
And,  step  I'.v  >t.-"|i,  upon  mi  ass, 

l;..<ii-  abroad,  IMS  realm-  to  see; 
And  wherever  he  did  stir, 
\Vhut  think  \«>u  was  hi.-  H 

"  Why,  an  nl<l  •  ur. 
Sing  lu»,  ho,  ho  !  &c. 

If  e'er  he  went  into  ox 

'Twas  from  a  sonieu  hat  lively  thirst  ; 
Hut  In-  who  would  his  subjects  Mrs.-. 
<  i,  Id's  lish  !        must  w.-t    his  vhi.-tle 

first  ; 

Aii-1  M  from  every  rask  t  hoy  got, 
(  >ur  king  did  t<»  himself  allot, 

At  lra.-t  a  pot. 
Sing  ho,  ho  !  &e. 

'I'o  all  tin-  ladies  of  the  land, 

A  eourteoii-  king,  and  kind,  was  he  ; 
The  n-a-oii  why  you'll  niMerMand, 
They  named  hilll    I'ater   hotri.e. 

\ear  he  .'ailed  his  lighting  men, 
And  marehed  a  league  from  home,  and 
then 

Maivhed  baek  again. 
Sing  ho,  ho  !  &c. 

Neither  by  force  nor  false  pretei 
lie  sought   to  make   his   kingdom 


And 


learn    from 


made    (()    prinees, 
henee),  — 
"  I.iv,-  and    let   live,"  his   rule  of 

state. 

Twas  only  when  he  came  to  die, 
That  his  people  who  stood  by, 

Were  known  to  cry. 
Sing  ho,  ho  !  &c. 

The  portrait  of  this  he-t  of  kings 

Is  extant  still,  upon  a  sign 
That  on  a  village  tavern  swings, 
Faim-d    in    the    country   for    good 

wine. 

The  people  in  their  Sunday  trim, 
Filling  their  glasses  to  the  l>rim, 

Look  up  to  him, 
Singing  ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  he,  he, 

he  : 
That's  the  sort  of  king  for  me. 


Till-.  KIM.  "i    BRENTFORD. 

AN-   : 

I'm.!:]-.  wa>  a  king  in  I'.rentford,  —of 
whom  no  legends  tell, 
•i...  without    his  glory,  —  could 

;.-ep  right  well. 
Ills  Polly's  eotton  night. -up,  —  it  was 

his  rroun  of  |j 

Ho  •!-  -  early,  —  and 

•  f  mornings  late. 

All  in  a  tine  mu  -each  day 

he  took  four  in 
And   tor  a  guard   of  honor,  —  a  dog 

ran  at  his  heel-. 
Sometimes  to  view  his  kingdoms,  — 

ro.ir  t»ith  thi-  monarch  good, 
And    then    a    pianeing  jackass  —  he 

royally  bestrode. 

There  were  no  costly  habits  —  with 

which  this  king  was  curst, 
Except  (and  w  here's  the  harm  on't  ?)  — 

a  somewhat  lively  tl. 
lint    people   must   pay   taxes, — and 

kings  must  have  their  sport, 
So  out  of  every  gallon —  His  Grace  he 

took  a  quart. 

He  pleased  the  ladies  round  him,  — 

with  manners  soft  and  bland  ; 
With  reason  good,  they  named  him, 

—  the  lather  of  his  land. 
Each    year    his    mighty    armies  — 

marched  forth  in  gallant  show  ; 
Their    ttwmiei   were  targets  —  their 

bullets  they  were  tow. 

He  vexed  no  quiet  neighbor,  —  no 

useless  conquest  made, 
But   by  the  laws  of  pleasure,  —  his 

peaceful  realm  he  swayed. 
And    in    the    years    he    reigned,  — 

through  all  this  country  wide, 
There  was  no  cause  for  weeping,  — 

save  when  the  good  man  di--d. 

The  faithful  men  of  Brentford, — do 
still  their  king  deplore* 

1 1  i-  portrait  yet  is  swinging,  —beside 
an  alehouse  door. 
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And  topers,  tender-hearted,  —  regard 

his  honest  phiz, 
And     envy     times    departed  —  that 

knew  a  reign  like  his. 


LE   GRENIER. 

JE  riens  revoir  1'asile  ou  ma  jeunesse 
De  la  misere  a  subi  les  h^ons. 
J'avais  vingt  ans,  une  folle  maitresse, 
De  francs  amis  et  1'amour  des  chan- 
sons. 
Bravant  le  monde  et  les  sots  et  les 

sages, 

Sans  avenir,  riche  de  mon  printemps, 
Leste  et  joyeux  je  montais  six  etages, 
Dans  un  greuier  qu'on  est    bien    a 
vingt  ans. 


C'est  un  grenier,  point  ne  veux  qu'on 

1'ignore. 

La  fut  mon  lit,  bien  che'tif  et  bien  dur  ; 
La  fut  ma  table  ;  et  je  retrouve  encore 
Trois  pieds  d'un  vers  charbonnes  sur 

le  mur. 

Apparaissez,  plaisirs  de  mon  bel  age, 
Que  d'un   coup  d'aile  a  fustiges  le 

temps, 
Vingt  fois  pour  vous  j'ai  ma  montre 

en  gage. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu  on  est  bien  a  vingt 

ans  ! 

Lisette  ici  doit  surtout  apparaitre, 
Vive,  jolie,  avec  un  frais  chapeau  ; 
Deja  sa  main  a  1'etroite  fenetre 
Suspend  son  schal,  en  guise  de  rideau. 
Sa  robe  aussi  va  parer  ma  couchette  ; 
Respecte,  Amour,  ses  plis  longs  et  flot- 

tans. 

J'ai  su  depuis  qui  payait  sa  toilette 
Dans  un  grenier  qu  on  est  bien  a  vingt 
ans  ! 

A  table    un    jour,  jour   de    grande 

richesse, 
De  mes  amis  les  voix  brillaient  en 

choeur, 
Quand  jusqu'ici  monte  un  cri  d'alle- 


A  Marengo  Bonaparte  est  vainqueur. 


Le   canon   gronde ;   un   autre    chant 

commence ; 

Nous  celebrons  tant  de  faits  e'clatans. 
Les     rois     jamais    n'envahiront    la 

France. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt 


Quittons  ce  toit  ou  ma  raison  s'enivre. 
Oh  !  qu'ils  sont  loin  ces  jours  si 

regrettes  ! 

J'echangerais  ce  qu'il  me  reste  a  vivie 
Centre  un  des  mois  qu'ici  Dieu  in 'a 

comptes. 

Pour  rever  gloire,  amour,  plaisir,  folie, 
Pour  depenser  sa  vie  en  pen  d'instans, 
D'un  long  espoir  pour  la  voir  embellie, 
Dans  un  greuier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt 

aus  ! 


THE  GARRET. 

WITH  pensive  eyes  the  little  room  I 

view, 
"Where,  in  my  youth,  I  weathered  it 

so  long  ; 
With  a  wild  mistress,  a  stanch  friend 

or  two, 
And  a  light  heart  still  breaking  into 

song: 

Making  a  mock  of  life,  and  all  its  cares, 

Rich  in  the  glory  of  my  rising  sun, 

Lightly  1  vaulted  up  four  pair  of  staii-s, 

In    the   brave  days  when    I   was 


twenty-one. 


Yes  ;  'tis  a  garret  —  let  him  know't 

who  will  — 
There   was  my  bed — full  hard  it 

was  and  small  ; 

My  table  there  —  and  I  decipher  still 
Half  a  lame  couplet  charcoaled  on 

the  wall. 
Ye  joys,  that  Time  hath  swept  with 

him  away, 
Come  to  mine  eyes,  ye  dreams  of 

love  and  fun ; 
For  you   I   pawned  my  watch  how 

many  a  day, 

In   the  brave  days    when    I   wa» 
twenty-one. 
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And    see   my   little   Jossy,    first     of| 

all; 
Slic  coim-s   with  {touting  lips  ami 

sparkling  «• 
Behold,    how    iu_Mii^hly   slu*   pin*   In  i 

shawl 
Across  the  narrow   casement,  cur- 

tain-wi  —  ; 
Now  by  the  U-d  her  petticoat  glides 

down, 
And  when  did  woman  look  tin-  u»tse 

in  none  ? 
I  have  heard  since  who  paid  lor  many 

a  gown, 

In   the   bravo   days    when    I    was 
twenty -one. 


One  jolly  evening,  when   my  friends 

and  I 
Made   happy  imi>ic   with  our  smi-s 

and  tiooen, 
A  shout  of  triumph  mounted  up  thus 

hiffh, 
And  distant  cannon  opened  on  our 

ears  : 
We  rise,  —  we  join  in  the  triumphant 

strain,  — 
Napoleon  conquers  —  Austerlitz  is 

Wull 

Tyrants    shall    never    tivad   in   down 

again, 

In    the    brave   days    when     1     was 
twenty-one. 


L«t  us  begonr  —  the  place  is  sad  and 

strange 

How  far,  far  off,  these  happy  times 
appear  ; 

All   that    I   have   to  live    I'd  gladly 
change 

For   on«*   such    month   as    I    have 

wasted  here  — 
To  draw  long  dreams  of  beauty,  love, 

and  power, 
From  founts  of  hope  that  never  will 

outrun, 
And  drink  all  life's  quintessence  in  an 

hour, 
(live    me    the    days    when    I    was 

twenty-one  1 


RooBE-Bomrjcmm, 

Aux  gens  atrabilairei 
Pour  exemple  donne', 
Kn  un  temps  d<  rmseres 
Roger-  liontemps  est  ne'. 
Vivie  obscur  a  sa  guise, 
Narguer  les  me'contens  ; 
Kh  gai  !   c'ast  la  d 
l)u  gros  Roger-  Bontempc 


i.apeail 
Cnille  dans  les  grand.-,  jmiri. 

N  oil  tie  lii-rie 

Le  r.iji-unir  toujour>.  : 
M*-t  tiu  un  man  lean  de  bure, 
Vi.-il  ami  de  vingt  ans  ; 
Kh  X'ii  !  t-'«'st  la  parure 
Du  groa  Koger-liontemp*. 

Posseder  dans  sa  huttn 
line  tul.le,  un  vimx  lit, 

•1.  ,,    line  tlutf, 
I'll   t>l(W  (pie   Dieu  lemplit 

Un  |K>rtniit  de  maitresse, 
Un  eotfre  et  rieii  dedans  ; 
Eh  gai  !  c'e>t  la  ri'-hesae 
Du  gros  Roger-  Bon  temp*. 

Aux  enfans  de  la  ville 
Montrer  <le  potits  jeux  ; 
Ktre  tV-r,,'iir  habile 
De  contes  gruveleux  ; 
Nt  parler  que  de  danso 
Et  a'aluiauachs  chantani 
Eh  gai  !  c'est  la  science 
Du  gros  Roger-  Bontempc. 

Faute  de  vins  d'elite, 
Sabler  ceux  du  canton: 
Pre'fe'rer  Marguerite 
Aux  dames  du  grand  ton: 
De  joie  et  de  tendresse 
Remplir  tous  ses  instant: 
Eh  gai  !  c'est  la  sngess* 
Du  gros  Roger-Bontempa. 

Dire  au  ciel  :  Je  me  fie, 
Mon  |>ferv,  fc  ta 

1  >r 

le 
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Que  ma  saison  dernifcre 
Soit  encore  un  prin temps  ; 
Eh  gai !  c'est  la  priere 
Du  gros  Roger- Bonteinps. 

Vous  pauvres  pleins  d'envie, 
Vous  riches  de'sireux, 
Vous,  dont  le  char  devie 
Apres  un  cours  heureux; 
Vous  qui  perdrez  peut-etre 
Des  litres  e'clatans, 
Eh  gai !  prenez  pour  raaitre 
Le  gros  Roger-Bontemps. 


JOLLY  JACK. 

WHEN  fierce  political  debate 

Throughout  the  isle  was  storming, 
And  Rads  attacked  the  throne  and 
state, 

And  Tories  the  reforming, 
To  calm  the  furious  rage  of  each, 

And  right  the  land  demented, 
Heaven  sent  us  Jolly  Jack,  to  teach 

The  way  to  be  contented. 

Jack's  bed  was  straw,  'twas  warm  and 
soft, 

His  chair,  a  three-legged  stool ; 
His  broken  jug  was  emptied  oft, 

Yet,  somehow,  always  full. 
His  mistress'  portrait  decked  the  wall, 

His  mirror  had  a  crack; 
Yet,  gay  and  glad,  though  this  was  all 

His  wealth,  lived  Jolly  Jack. 

To  give  advice  to  avarice, 

Teach  pride  its  mean  condition, 
And  preach  good  sense  to  dull  pre- 
tence, 

Was  honest  Jack's  high  mission. 
Our  simple  statesman  found  his  rule 

Of  moral  in  the  flagon, 
And  held  his  philosophic  school 

Beneath  the  "  George  and  Dragon." 


I  When  village  Solons  cursed  the  Lords, 

And  called  the  malt-tux  sinful, 
j  Jack  heeded  not  their  angry  words, 
But  smil'-d  and  drank  his  skinful. 
And  when  mm  wasted  health  and  life, 

In  search  of  rank  and  riches, 
Jack  marked  aloof  the  paltry  strife, 
And  wore  his  threadbare  breeche*. 

"  I  enter  not  the  church,"  he  said, 

"  But  I'll  not  seek  to  rob  it ;  " 
So  worthy  Jack  Joe  Miller  read, 

While  others  studied  Cobbett. 
His  talk  it  was  of  feast  and  fun  ; 

His  guide  the  Almanack  ; 
From  youth  to  age  thus  gayly  run 

The  life  of  Jolly  Jack. 

And  when  Jack   prayed,    as  oft  he 
would, 

He  humbly  thanked  his  Maker  ; 
"  I  am,"  said  he,  "  0  Father  good  ! 

Nor  Catholic  nor  Quaker: 
Give  each  his  creed,  let  each  proclaim 

His  catalogue  of  curses  ; 
I  trust  in  Thee,  and  not  in  them, 

In  Thee,  and  in  Thy  mercies  ! 

"Forgive  me  if,  midst  all  Thy  worts, 

No  hint  I  see  of  damning  ; 
And  think   there's  faith  among  the 
Turks, 

And  hope  for  e'en  the  Brahmin. 
Harmless  my  mind  is,  and  my  mirth, 

And  kindly  is  my  laughter  : 
I  cannot  see  the  smiling  earth, 

And  think  there's  hell  hereafter." 

Jack  died  ;  he  left  no  legacy, 

Save  that  his  story  teaches  :  — 
Content  to  peevish  poverty  ; 

Humility  to  riches. 
Ye  scornful  great,  ye  envious  small, 

Come  follow  in  his  track  ; 
We  all  were  happier,  if  we  all 

Would  copy  JOLLY  JACK. 


IMITATION   OF   HORACE. 


TO  HIS  SERVING  BOY. 

PKnsiros  odi 
I'ucr,  apparatus  ; 


Philyrft  001 

Mittr  Md'tari, 

i  ipio  lucorum 
Sera  moretur. 

Siinplid  myrto 
Nihil  allaluiivs 
Sedulus,  euro  : 

e  t«-  niinistrum 
DedVu-t  in  yi  t  us, 
Neque  me  sub  arct& 
Vite  bibtiiitoui. 


AD  MINISTRAM. 

DEAR  Lucy,  you  know  what  my  wish 
is,—  " 

I  hate  all  your  Frenchified  fu%s  : 
Your  silly  i-ntn-.-s  and  made  dishes 

Were  II.-V.T  inti-ndi-d  for  us. 
No  footman  in  lac«»  and  iu  niffles 

Need  dangle  behind  my  arm-chair  ; 
And  m-vi-r  mind  M  «  king  for  truffles, 

Although  they  be  ever  so  rare. 

But  a  plain  leg  of  mutton,  my  Lucy, 

I  pvii ln-o  LM  r.-ady  at  three  : 
Have  it  siiidking,  and  tender  and  juicy, 

And  \vh.i  it  can  there  be  1 

And  wh'-u  it  has  feasted  the  master, 

"Twill  amply  suffice  for  the  maid  ; 
Meanwhile  1  will  smoke  my  canaster, 

And  tipple  my  ale  in  the  shade. 
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THE  KNIGHTLY  GUERDON.* 

UNTRUE  to  my  Ulric  I  never  could  be, 
I  vow  by  the  saints  and  the  blessed 

Marie,   . 
Since  the  desolate  hour  when  we  stood 

by  the  shore, 
And  your  dark  galley  waited  to  cany 

you  o'er  : 
My  faith  then  I  plighted,  my  love  I 

confess'd, 
As    I    gave    you    the     BATTLE-AXE 

marked  with  your  crest  1 

*  "  WAPPING  OLD  STAIRS. 

u  Your  Molly  has  never  been  false,  she  de- 
clares, 
Since  the  last  time  we  parted  at  Wapping 

Old  Stairs ; 

When  I  said  that  I  would  continue  the  same, 
And  I  gave  you  the  'bacco-box  marked  with 

my  name. 
When  I  passed  a  whole  fortnight  between 

decks  with  you, 
Did  I  e'er  giro  a  kiss,  Tom,  to  one  of  your 

crew? 
To  be  useful  and  kind  to  my  Thomas  I 

•tay'd, 
For  his  trousers  I  washed,  and  his  grog  too 

I  made. 

1  Though  you  promised  last  Sunday  to  walk 

in  the  Mall 
With  Susan  from  Deptford  and  likewise  with 

Sail, 

In  silence  I  stood  your  unkindnew*  to  hear 
And  only  upbraided  my  Tom  with  a  tear. 
Why  should  Sail,  or  should  Susan,  than  me 

be  more  prized? 
For  the  heart  that  is  true,  Tom,  should 

ne'er  be  despised ; 
Then  be  constant  and  kind,  nor  your  Molly 

forsake, 
Still  your  trousers  I'll  wash  and  your  grog 

too  I'll       '     " 


When  the  bold  barons  met  in   my 

father's  old  hall, 
Was  not  Edith  the  flower  of  the  ban- 

quet and  ball  ? 
In   the  festival  hour,  on  the  lips  of 

your  bride, 
Was   there   ever   a  smile    save   with 

THEE  at  my  side  ? 

Alone  in  my  turret  1  loved  to  sit  best, 
To  blazon  your  BANNEU  and  broider 

your  crest. 


The    knights    were    assembled,     the 

tourney  was  gay  ! 
Sir   Ulric  rode  first  in  the   warrior- 

melee. 
In    the  dire    battle-hour,   when   the 

tourney  was  done, 
And  you  gave  to  another  the  wraith 

you  had  won  ! 
Though  I  never  reproached  thee,  cold, 

cold  was  my  breast, 
As  I  thought  of  that   BATTLE-AXE, 

ah  !  and  that  crest  ! 


But  away  with  remembrance,  no  more 

will  I  pine 
That  others  usurped  for  a  time  what 

was  mine  ! 
There's  a  FESTIVAL   HOUR    for  my 

Ulric  and  me  : 
Once  more,  as  of  old.  shall  he  bend  at 

my  knee  ; 
Once  more  by  the  side  of  the  knight 

I  love  best 
Shall  I  blazon  his  BANNER  and  broider 

his  crest. 
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THE  ALMAOK'S  ADIEU. 

YOUU  Fanny  was  never  f;il>. -heartrd, 
Ami  this  she  protest.-,  ami  -li- 

From  the  trifitf  inomrnt  when  we  parti-d 
On  the  stai revise  of  Devonshire 
House  ! 

I  Mushed  when  yonasked  tin-  t«i  marry, 

1    Vowed    I    Would    lievi-r   lorget    ; 

Ami  at  parting  1  <^.\\>-  my  dear  Hany 
A  U-autilul  vii.' 

Wr  ^pi-nt  ••)>  jtrin-iitff  ;ill  I  )eeenil»-r. 
Ami  1   iirVr  eondeseended  to  look 
A'    Sir    ('liarl'-s,   or   tin-    rieh    county 

member. 

Or  even  at  thai  darling  old  Duk--. 
You  wen-    luisy   with    dogs  ami   with 
horses, 

Alone  in  my  ••hanilicr  I  sat, 
And  made  you  the  nicest  of  purses, 

Ami  the  .smartest  Mark  satin  cravat ! 

At  ni.u'ht  with  that  vile  Lady  Frances 

iiini  tapisserie) 
You  dam-ed  every  one  of  the  dances, 

And  MVtrOBM  thought  of  |*>or  me  '. 
M»n  /Hiitnr  pi-tit  t-n-ur  !  what  a  shiver 

1   telt  as  she  daneed  the  last  Set  J 

And  yon  gave,  Omon  Dieu  !  to  revive 

her 

My  beautiful  rinffjurette  J 

Return,  love  !  away  with  coquetting  ; 

This  Ilirtin^  disgraces  a  man  ! 
And  ah  !  all  the  while  you're  forget- 
ting 

The  heart  of  your  poor  little  Fan  ! 
.v  /    break    away     from     those 
( 'ii 

/,Vr<V //•.-.  lor  a  nil-,-  little  chat  ; 
And    I've    made  you  the  sweetest  of 

purses, 
And  a  lovely  black  satin  cravat  1 


WHEN  THE  CLOOM  IS  ON  T11K 

ci.KN. 

WHKN  the  moonlight's  on  the  moun- 
tain 

And  the  gloom  is  on  the  glen, 
At  the  cross  beside  the  fountain 


Tin-re  is  one  will  mo.-t  the^  then. 
At  the  erosv,  l,e>id,-  tin-  fountain  ; 

.  the  cross  ln->ide  the  fountain, 
Tin  1C  is  one  will  n 


I  have  braved,  sinec  fir.st  we  met,  love, 

M,  ny  a  dan^T  in  my  eourse  ; 
I'ut  I  ii'-ver  .-an  forget,  love, 

That  d'-ar  toimtain,  that  old  eross, 
Where,  her  maul  le  shrouded  o'er  her  — 

F<>!  thi-  winds  w.-re  chilly  then  — 
Fir>t  I  met  my  Leonora, 

When  the  gloom  was  on  the  glen. 

Many  a  <  lirne  I've  ranged  since  then, 
lovt, 

Many  a  land  I've  wandered  o'er  ; 
But  a  valley  like  that  glen,  love, 

Half  so  dear  I  never  sor  ! 
Ne'er  saw  maiden  lajre.r,  coyer, 

Than  wert  thou,  my  t  rue  "love,  when 
In  the  gloaming  first  I  saw  yer, 

In  the  gloaming  of  the  glen  ! 


THE  RED  FLAG. 

Win  -UK  the  <|uivrring  lightning  flin^ 

His  arrows  from  out  the  clouds, 
And  the  howling  i.-mp«'st  sings 

And  whi>tl--s  aiming  the  shrouds, 
'Tis  pleasant,  'tis  pleasant  to  ride 

AloiiLj  the  foaming  brine  — 
Wilt  be  the  Rover's  bride? 

Wilt  follow  him,  lady  mine  ? 

Hurrah  ! 
For  the  bonny,  bonny  brine. 

Amidst  the  storm  and  i 

You  shall  see  our  galley  pass, 
A->  a  s.'rjN'iit.   lithe  and  black, 

(Hides  through  the  waving  grass. 
As  the  vulture  swift  and  dark, 

|)own  on  the  ring-dove  flies, 
You  shall  see  the  Rover's  bark 

Swoop  down  upon  his  prize. 

Hurrah! 
For  the  bonny,  bonny  prize. 

<  >vrr  her  sid«s  we  dash, 

We  gallop  across  her  deck  — 

Ha  !  there's  a  ghastly  gash 
On  the  merchant-captain's  neck  — 
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Well  shot,  well  shot,  old  Ned  ! 
Well    struck,   well    struck,    black 

James  ! 

Our  arms  are  red,  and  our  foes  are  dead, 
And  we  leave  a  ship  in  flames  ! 

Hurrah  ! 
For  the  bonny,  bonny  flames  ! 


DEAR  JACK. 

DEAR  Jack,  this  white  mug  that  with 

Guinness  I  fill, 
And  drink  to  the  health  of  sweet  Nan 

of  the  Hill, 
Was  once  Tommy  Tosspot's,  as  jovial 

a  sot 
As  e'er  drew  a  spigot,  or  drain'd  a  full 

pot  — 
In  drinking  all  round  'twas  his  joy  to 

surpass, 
And  with  all  merry  tipplers  he  swigg'd 

off  his  glass. 

One  morning  in  summer,  while  seated 

so  snug, 
In  the  porch  of  his  garden,  discussing 

his  jug, 
Stern  Death,  on  a  sudden,  to  Tom  did 

appear, 
And  said,  "  Honest  Thomas,  come  tak< 

your  last  bier." 
We  kneaded  his  clay  in  the  shape  o 

this  can, 
From  which  let  us  drink  to  the  health 

of  my  Nan. 


COMMANDERS  OF  THE  FAITH 
FUL. 

THE  Pope  he  is  a  happy  man, 

His  Palace  is  the  Vatican, 

And  there  he  sits  and  drains  his  can 

The  Pope  he  is  a  happy  man. 

I  often  say  when  I'm  at  home, 

I'd  like  to  be  the  Pope  of  Rome. 

And  then  there's  Sultan  Saladin, 
That  Turkish  Soldan  full  of  sin  ; 
He  has  a  hundred  wives  at  least, 
By  which  his  pleasure  is  increased  : 


ve  often  wished,  I  hope  no  ain, 
hat  I  were  Sultan  Saladin. 

Jut  no,  the  Pope  no  wife  may  choose, 
Ind  so  I  would  not  wear  his  shoes  ; 
tfowine  may  drink  the  proud  Paynim 
hid  so  I'd  rather  not  be  him  : 
dy  wife,  my  wine,  I  love,  I  hope, 
nd  would  be  neither  Turk  nor  Pope 


WHEN    MOONLIKE    ORE    THE 
HAZURE  SEAS. 

WHEN  moonlike  ore  the  hazure  seas 

In  soft  effulgence  swells, 
>Vhen  silver  jews  and  balmy  breazi 

Bend  down  the  Lily's  bells  ; 
When  calm  and  deap,  the  rosy  sleap 

Has  lapt  your  soal  in  dreems, 
R  Hangeline  !  R  lady  mine  ! 

Dost  thou  remember  Jeames  ? 

I  mark  thee  in  the  Marble  All, 

Where  England's  loveliest  shine  — 
[  say  the  fairest  of  them  hall 

Is  Lady  Hangeline. 
My  soul,  in  desolate  eclipse, 

With  recollection  teems  — 
And  then  I  hask,  with  weeping  lips, 

Dost  thou  remember  Jeames  I 

Away  !  I  may  not  tell  thee  hall 

This  soughring  heart  endures  — 
There  is  a  lonely  sperrit-call 

That  Sorrow  never  cures  ; 
There  is  a  little,  little  Star, 

That  still  above  me  beams  ; 
It  is  the  Star  of  Hope  —  but  ar  ! 

Dost  thou  remember  Jeames  ? 


KING  CANUTE. 

KING  CANUTE  was  weary  hearted  ;  lie 
had  reigned  for  years  a  score, 

Battling,  struggling,  pushing,  fight- 
ing, killing  much  and  robbing 
more  ; 

And  he  thought  upon  his  actions, 
walking  by  the  wild  sea-shore, 
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Twixt  the  Chancellor  ami  Ui-h«.| 
walked  the  King  with  steps  se- 
date, 

Chamberlains  and  grooms  came 

.silveratieks  ;uid  gnhUti'-ks  great, 

Chaplains,  aides-de-camp,  ami  j 
—  all  the  officers  of  state. 

Slidine  after  like  his  shadow,  pausing 
when  ho  chose  to  pause, 

If  a  frown  his  face  contra. -ted,  ife 

the  courtiers  dropped  their  jaws  ; 

If  to  laugh  the  king  was  minded,  out 
they  hurst  in  loud  hee-haws. 

But  that  day  a  something  vexed  him, 

that  was  clear  to  old  and  young  : 
Thrice  his  (1  race  had  yawned  at  table, 

when  his  favorite  gleomen  sung, 
Once  the  Queen  would  have  consoled 

him,  but  he  bade  her  hold  her 

tongue. 

"  Something  ails  my  gracious  master," 
rried  tlu?  Keeper  of  the  Seal. 

"Sure,  my  lord,  it  is  the  lampreys 
served  to  dinner,  or  the  veal  ?" 

"  Psha !"  exclaimed  thr  angry  mon- 
arch, "  Keeper,  'tis  not  that  I 

feel. 

"  Tis  the  heart,  and  not  the  dinner, 

fool,  that  doth  my  rest  impair  : 
Can  a  king  be  great  as  I  am,  prithee, 

and  yet  know  no  care? 
Oh,  I'm  sick,  and  tired,  and  weary."  — 

Some    one    cried,    "The    King's 

arm-chair  ! " 

Then   towards   the   lackeys   turning, 

quick  my  Lord  the  Keepernodded, 

•ht  tlie    King's  great  chair  was 

brought    him,    by  two   footmen 

able-bodied  ; 

Languidly  he  sank  into  it  :  it  was 
comfortably  wadded. 

44  Leading  on  my  fierce  companions," 
cried  he,  "  over  storm  and  brine, 

I  have  fought  and  I  have  conquered ! 
Where  was  glory  like  to  mine  ? " 

Loudly  all  the  courtiers  echoed  : 
""Where  is  glory  like  to  thiuu  '<  " 


"What    .-.vail  m<-  -ill  my  kingdoms? 
.   am  I  now  and 

1   have    U-gottfll,  long 
•  lea  1  .Hid  cold  ; 

Would  I  weie,  and  ijuiet  Uiried,  Ufl- 
di  rural ii  the  silent  mould! 

"Oh,  remorse,  the  writhing  serpent ! 

at  my  Itu.vm  tears  and  bites; 
I lun id,    horrid    things    I    look    on, 

though  1  put  out  all  the  lights  ; 
(I busts  ui  ..ll.ctions  troop 

about 

"  ( 'itics  burning,  convents  blazing,  red 

with  sacrilegious  tires  ; 
Mothers  weeping,  virgins  screaming  : 

vainly      for     their     slaughtered 

sires."  — 
"Such  a  tender  conscience,"  cries  the 

Bishop,  "every  one  admires. 

"But  for  such  unpleasant  bygones, 
cease,  my  gracious  lord,  to  search, 

They're  forgotten  and  forgiven  by  our 
Holy  Mother  Church  ; 

Never,  never  does  she  leave  her  bene- 
factors in  the  lurch. 

"  Look  !   the  land  is  crowned  with 

minsters,    which    your     Grace's 

bounty  rai 
Abbeys  filled  with  holy  men,  where 

you     and     Heaven     are     daily 

praised  : 
You,  my  lord,  to  think  of  dying  t  on 

my  conscience  I'm  amazed  !  " 

"Nay,  I  feel,"  replied  King  Canute, 
that  "  my  end  is  drawing  near." 

"  Don't  say  so,"  exclaimed  the  court- 
iers (striving  each  to  squeeze  a 
tear). 

"  Sure  your  Grace  is  strong  and  lusty, 
and  may  live  this  fifty  year." 

"  Live  these  fifty  years  ! "  the  Bishop 
roared,  with  actions  made  to  suit. 

"Are  you  mad,  my  good  Lord  Keeper, 
thus  to  speak  of  King  Canute  ! 

Men  have  lived  a  thousand  yean,  and 
sure  his  Majesty  will  do't 
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"A^.-xm,    Enoch,    Lamech,    Cainan, 

Mahaleel,  Methusela, 
Lived  nine  hundred  years  apiece,  and 

mayn't    the    King    as    well    as 

they  ? " 
"Fervently,"  exclaimed  the  Keeper, 

"fervently  I  trust  he  may." 

"He  to  die?"  resumed  the  Bishop. 

"  He  a  mortal  like  to  v-s  ? 
Death    was   not    for  him  intended, 

though  communis  omnibus : 
Keeper,  you  are  irreligious,  for  to  talk 

and  cavil  thus. 

"  With  his  wondrous  skill  in  healing 
ne'er  a  doctor  can  compete, 

Loathsome  lepers,  if  he  touch  them, 
start  up  clean  upon  their  feet ; 

Surely  he  could  raise  the  dead  up,  did 
his  Highness  think  it  meet. 

"  Did  not  once  the  Jewish  oaptain 
stay  the  sun  upon  the  hill, 

And,  the  while  he  slew  the  foemen, 
bid  the  silver  moon  stand  still  ? 

So,  no  doubt,  could  gracious  Canute, 
if  it  were  his  sacred  will." 


"  Might  I  stay  the  sun  above  us,  good 
Sir  Bishop  ? "  Canute  cried  ; 

"  Could  I  bid  the  silver  moon  to  pause 
upon  her  heavenly  ride  ? 

If  the  moon  obeys  my  orders,  sure  I 
can  command  the  tide. 


"  Will  the  advancing  waves  obey  me, 
Bishop,  if  I  make  the  sign  ?  " 

Said  the  Bishop,  bowing  lowly,  "Land 
and  sea,  my  lord,  are  thine." 

Canute  turned  towards  the  ocean  — 
"Back  !  "  he  said,  "thou  foam- 
ing brine. 

"  From  the  sacred  shore  I  stand  on,  I 
command  thee  to  retreat ; 

Venture  not,  thou  stormy  rebel,  to 
approach  thy  master's  seat  : 

Ocean,  be  thou  still !  I  bid  thee  come 
not  nearer  to  my  feet ! " 


But  the  sullen  ocean  answered  with  a 

louder,  deeper  roar, 
Ami    the    rapid    waves  drew   nearer, 

falling  sounding  on  the  shore  ; 
Back  the  Keeper  and  the  Bishop,  back 

the  king  and  courtiers  bore. 


And  he  sternly  bade  them  never  more 
to  kneel  to  human  clay, 

But  alone  to  praise  and  worship  That 
which  earth  and  seas  obey  : 

And  his  golden  crown  of  empire  never 
wore  he  from  that  day. 

King  Canute  is  dead  and  gone  :  Para- 
sites exist  alway. 


FRIAR'S  SONG. 

SOME  love  the  matin-chimes,  which 
tell 

The  hour  of  prayer  to  sinner  : 
But  better  far's  the  mid-day  bell, 

Which  speaks  the  hour  of  dinner ; 
For  when  1  see  a  smoking  fish, 

Or  capon  drown'd  in  gravy, 
Or  noble  haunch  on  silver  dish, 

Full  glad  1  sing  my  ave. 


My  pulpit  is  an  alehouse  bench, 

Whereon  I  sit  so  jolly  ; 
A  smiling  rosy  country  wench 

My  saint  and  patron  holy. 
I  kiss  her  cheek  so  red  and  sleek, 

I  press  her  ringlets  wavy, 
And  in  her  willing  ear  I  speak 

A  most  religious  ave. 


And  if  I'm  blind,  yet  heaven  is  kind, 

And  holy  saints  forgiving  ; 
For  sure  he  leads  a  right  good  life 

Who  thus  admires  good  living. 
Above,  they  say,  our  flesh  is  air, 

Our  blood  celestial  ichor : 
Oh,  grant !  mid  all  the  changes  there, 

They  may  not  change  our  liquor  1 
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ATP  A   <  tJRA 

BETORF.  I  lo.t  my  fiv.-  j»mr  wits, 
I  miii'l  mi-  -if  .1  K<'im>h  '-Ink, 
\\'li.>    sang   h«»w    Can-,   tin-    phantom 
dark, 

I'.eM.lr   tin-   1'elted   hnrsi-I.ian   sits. 

M, -thought  1  MfT  the  grisly  .sprit  •• 
.lump  up  but  now  behind  my  Knight. 

Ami  though  he  gallop  as  he  may, 
I  mark  tli.it  enrsed  monster  Mark 
Still  sits  behind  his  honor's  l.a--k, 
Tight  splice/ing  of  his  heart  alu 
Like    two    Mark    'lVmpl:ir<    sit    they 

there, 
[c  on.-  .Tiippor,  Knight  and  Care. 

No  knight  am  I  with  p-mumed  spear, 

'1'n  pi-.tno1  il J «on  a  bold  'I''-' ' 

I  will  not  have  Mack  < 

('pun  my  long-eared  .-harg. T'>  tail, 

For  lo,   1  am  a  witless  fool. 

And  laugh  at  Grief  and  ride  a  mule. 


REQUIESCAT. 

r\i>KR  the  stone  you  behold, 

Buried,  ami  eotlined,  and  cold, 
Lieth  Sir  Wilfrid  the  Bold. 

Always  he  man-hod  in  advance, 
Waning  in  Flanders  ami  Framv, 
Doughty  with  sword  and  with  lam-e. 

Famous  in  Samron  fight. 

l,'..d«-  in  his  youth  the  ..:oo.l  knight, 

S.-attt-iing  I'ayiiims  in  flight 

Hrian  the  T.-mplar  untrue, 
Fairh  in  tourney  he  slew, 
Sow  Hicrusalem  too. 

Now  he  is  buried  and  gone, 
Lying  Vw-nffath  the  gi'ay  stone  : 
Where  shall  you  find  such  a  one  ? 


•imr  his  widow  di-pl-.n-d. 

Weeping  the  fat.-  <.t  her  lord, 
Sadly  cut  oil'  l-y  tin;  sword. 

When  H!».-  was  eased  of  her  p;iin, 
Came  the  good  Lord  Athelstane, 
\\  Inn  her  ladyship  married  again. 


LINES  UPON  MY  SISTER'S  POR- 
TRAIT. 

BY  THE   LORI)    ROUTODOWlf. 

Tui  «  astle  towers  of  Barcnorp-s  are  fair 

upon  the  lea, 
Wh.  re  the  ditls  of  bonny  Diddlesex 

ip  from  out  tin*  sea  : 
I  stood   upon    the    di.njon    keep   and 

vieu'd  the  country  o'.r, 
I  saw  the  lands  of  Baruacres  for  fifty 

miles  or  more. 
I  stood  upon  the  donjon  keep—  it  is 

a  sacred  place,  — 
Where  floated  for  eight  hundred  yean 

the  banner  of  my  race  ; 
Argent,  a  dexter  sinoplc,  and  gules  an 

azure  field  : 
There  ne'er  was  nobler  cognizance  on 

knightly  warrior's  shield. 

The  first  time  England  saw  the  shi«  Id 
'twas  round  a  Norman  neck, 

On  board  a  ship  from  Valery,  King 
William  was  on  deck. 

A  Norman  lance  the  colors  wore,  in 
Hastings'  fatal  fray  — 

St.  Willibakl  for  Bareacres !  'twas 
doubh-  gulps  that  day  ! 

o  II- -av-n  and  sweet  St.  Willibald  ! 
in  many  a  battle  since 

A  loyal  hearted  Bareacres  has  ridden 
by  his  Prince  ! 

At  Acre  with  Plantagenet,  with  Ed- 
ward at  Poictiers, 

The  pennon  of  the  Bareacres  was  fore- 
most on  the  spears  ! 

Twas  pleasant  in  the  battle-shock  to 
hear  our  war-cry  ringing  : 

Oh  grant  me,  sweet  St.  Willibald,  to 
listen  to  such  singing  I 
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Three  hundred  steel -clad  'gentlemen, 
we  drove  the  foe  before  us, 

And  thirty  score  of  British  bows  kept 
twanging  to  the  chorus  ! 

0  knights,  my  noble  ancestors  !  and 
shall  I  never  hear 

St.  Willibald  for  Bareacres  through 
battle  ringing  clear  ? 

I'd  cut  me  off  this  strong  right  hand 
a  single  hour  to  ride, 

And  strike  a  blow  for  Bareacres,  my 
fathers,  at  your  side  ! 

Dash  down,  dash  down,  yon  Mando- 
lin, beloved  sister  mine ! 


Those  blushing  lips  may  never  sing 
the  glories  of  our  line  : 

Our  ancient  castles  echo  to  the  clumsy 
feet  of  churls, 

The  spinning-jenny  houses  in  the 
mansion  of  our  Earls. 

Sing  not,  sing  not,  my  Angeline  !  in 
days  so  base  and  vile, 

'Twere  sinful  to  be  happy,  'twere  sac- 
rilege to  smile. 

I'll  hie  me  to  my  lonely  hall,  and  by 
its  cheerless  hob 

I'll  muse  on  other  days,  and  wish  — 
and  wish  I  were  —  A  SNOB. 


THE 


LEGEND  OF  ST.  SOPHIA  OF  KIOFF 


AN  EPIC  POEM,   IN   TWENTY  BOOKS. 


A  THOUSAND  years  ago,  or 

the  city  and  lll'Te, 

SkSS&i       A  dt>'  Hll'-d  with  burghers 

or  Kiova.     '  stoilt, 

And  ^'irt with  ramparts  r«»uii«l  about, 
Stood  on  tho  rocky  Dnieper  shore. 
In  armor  bright,  By  <l;iy  and  niu'ht, 

The  sentries  they  pared  to  and  fro. 
Well   guarded   and   walled   was    this 

town,  and  railed 
By  different  names,  I'd  have  you  to 

know  ; 
For   if  you   looks   in   the  g*ography 

books. 
In   those    dictionaries    thu    name    it 

varies, 

Ind  they  write  it  oiF  KiefTor  Kiotr, 
Kiova  or  Kiow. 


Thus  _ 

wall  and  redouM, 
^n'd       Kiova  within  was  a  place 
civil-  of  renown, 

With  more  advantages  than  in  those 

dark  ages 
Were  commonly  known  to  belong 

to  a  town. 
There   were  places  and  squares,    and 

each  year  four  fairs, 
And   regular   aldermen    and    regular 

lord-mayors  ; 
And  streets,  and  alleys,  and  a  bishop's 

palrvo<*  ; 

And  a  f  huroh  with  clocks  for  the  or- 
thodox— 


With  clocks  and  with  spirea,  as  re- 
ligion des: 

And  teadles  to  whip  the  bad  little 
boys 

Over  their  poor  little  corduroys, 

In  s.-rviiT-timr,  when  they  didn't 
make  a  noise  ; 

And  a  chapter  and  dean,  and  a 
cathedral-green 

With  ancient  trees,  underneath  whose 


Wandered  nice  young  nursery-maids. 
Din^-dong,    ding-dong,    ding-ding-a- 

ring-ding, 
The  brlls  th-'\-  made  a  merry  merry 

ring, 
From  the  tall  tall  steeple  ;  and  all  the 

people 
(Except  the  Jews)  came  and  filled  the 

pews  — 
Poles,  Russians  and  Ger- 

mans, 

To  hear  the  sermons 
Which  HYACINTH  preached 

to  those  Germans  and 


For  the  safety  of   their 
souls. 

in. 

A  worthy  priest  he  was  and  HOW  this 
a  stout-  SSra 

You've  seldom  looked  on  f«  of  body. 

such  a  one  ; 

For,  though  he  fasted  thrice  in  a  week, 
Yot  nevertheless  his  skin  was  sle. 
His  waist  it  spanned  two  yards  about 
And  he  weighed  a  score  of  stoat. 
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IV. 

*mo  !hke       ^  worthy  priest  for  fasting 
Author  of  and  prayer 

And    mortification    most 


prior,  and 


deserving  ; 
And  as  forpreaching  beyond  com  parr, 
1  1  i'M  exert  his  powers  for  three  or  four 

hours, 

With  greater  pith  than  Sydney  Smith 
Or  tlit  Reverend  Edward  Irving. 


v. 

He  was  the  prior  of  Saint 

Sophia 

(A  Cockney  rhyme,  but  no 
built  better  I  know)  — 

Of  St.  Sophia,  that  Church  in  Kiow, 
Built  by  missionaries  I  can't  tell 

when  ; 
Who  by  their  discussions  converted 

the  Russians, 
And  made  them  Christian  men. 


VI. 

sofhtanof      Sainted     Sophia    (so    the 

Kioff;  and  legend  vows) 

«°a7uee,ni.      With  special  favor  did  re- 

raculously  gard  this  hoUSO  J 

thither!  And  to  uphold  her  con- 

verts' new  devotion 
Her  statue  (needing  but  her  legs  for 

her  ship) 
Walks  of  itself  across  the  German 

Ocean  ; 

And  of  a  sudden  perches 
In  this  the  best  of  churches, 
Whither  all  Kiovites  come  and  pay  it 
grat«ful  worship. 


VII. 


K"o1rhs0houid  f^lus  witl1  ner  patron-saints 
have  been  and  pious  preachers 

dtya[tut          Recorded  here    in    cata- 
that'  logue  precise, 

A  goodly  city,  worthy  magistrates, 
You  would  have  thought  in  all  the 

Russian  states 
The  citizens  the  happiest  of  all  crea- 

tures, — 
The  town  itself  a  perfect  Paradise. 


VIII. 

No,  alas  !  this  well-built  city  Certain 

\V;is  in  :i  perpetual  fidget  ; 
For    the    Tartars,    without  besiege  it. 

I'ity. 
Did  remorselessly  besiege  it. 

Tartars  fierce,  with  sword  and  sabres, 
Huns  and  Turks,  and  such  as  these, 

Envied  much  their  peaceful  neighbors 
By  the  blue  Borysthenes. 

Down  they  came,  these  ruth-  Murdering 

less  Russians,  the  <=»t«ens. 

From  -their  steppes,  and  woods,  and 

fens, 

For  to  levy  contributions 
On  the  peaceful  citizens. 

Winter,    Summer,   Spring,    and  Au- 

tumn, 

Down  they  came  to  peaceful  Kioff, 
Killed  the  burghers  when  they  caught 

'era, 
If  their  lives  they  would;not  buy  off. 

Till    the    city,    quite  con-  Until  they 
founded  ^frfbutc 

By  the  ravages  they  made,  yearly. 
Humbly  with  their  chief  compounded, 

And  a  yearly  tribute  paid. 

Which  (because  their  cour-  J^J^ 

age  lax  Was)  tribute,  nnd 

They    discharged    while  £enI}ys^; 
they  were  able  :  fused  "• 

Tolerated  thus  the  tax  was, 
Till  it  grew  intolerable, 

And  the  Calmuc  envoy  sent,  TO  the  won- 
As  before  to  take  their  * 


dues  all,  envoy. 

Got,  to  his  astonishment, 
A  unanimous  refusal  ! 

'  '  Men  of  Kioff  !  "  thus  cour-  g|,^™ghtsr 

agCOUS  speech 

Did  the  stout  lord-mayor  harangue 

them, 

"Wherefore  pay  these  sneaking  wages 
To  the  hectoring   Russians?   hang 
them! 
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"  I!.,rk  !      I  h.-ar  the  awful 

lor  I  mayor  c 

lll.|.|r.  'T\      "t 

ill,,-  lorefath'-i-  in  tie 
"  '  Fight,  ye  citi/ens  of  Kiotl  ! 
Kioll'  \\a.>  not  made  ; 

....       «•  All  too   l,,n,r   h;,ve  ye  be- 

tra\ed    li.-i    : 

|,'ou>e,    ye    men  and    alder- 
men, 
Send  the  indolent    inv.ider 

Send  him  starving  back  again." 

IX. 

Oflhrir  He    SJM)ke    Mild    lie    s.  1 1    lloWII    ; 

the  people  of  the   toun, 

Who    were     lired   with  a 
•    brave  emulation, 
Now  rose  with  one  accord,  and  voted 

thanks  unto  Uie  lord- 
Mayor  lor  his  oration  : 


'^ie  env".v  tllr.v 
.,,  iicvci-  placing  in  his  tis>t 

^:ul  li  So  much  as  a  singl--  shil- 

ling ; 
And  all  with  courage  fired,  as  his  lord- 

ship he  desired, 
At  once  set  about  their  drilling. 

or  th«-  titv    'rii,.,,  rvi-rv  city  ward  estab- 

iniArd  J  vi^.  i  .    »       i  i 

n,,iui.>  liabed  a  ffiwra, 

Diurnal  and  nocturaal  : 
.•«»J   Militia      voluiiti'i-rs,     light 
dragoons,      and      bom- 


With  an  alderman  for  colon.  •!. 

There  was  muster  and  roll-calls,  and 

repairing  city  walls, 
And  tilling  MJI  of  fosses  : 

-      And  the  captains   and    the 
oqrtata,  majors,   M>  gallant  and 

ooangeoua, 

A-riding  about  on  tlu  ir  hosses. 


To  be  guarded  at  all  hours 
they  built    themselves 


Wateh-to'^, 

With  every  tower  a  man  on  ; 
And  surely  and  secure,  each  from  out 

his  embrasure, 
lxx>ked  down  the  iron  cannon  ! 


A  battle-song  wa.s  writ  for  th«-  th^trs, 

whi-n-  it 

Was  sung  with  vast  energy 
And     latuioUN      applause;   Ofthc 


all.l    IM  Mdr>,   the    J.ub-    :;",'. 

lie  .  Iheclcrxy. 

Was  support'  -d  by  the  clergy. 


The  pn-tt\   l.i.iif-'-maids  wen-  pinning 

And  tying  mi  of  sashes  ; 
And  dropping  flenttt  tears,  while  their 

lovi-r-i  l'lu>t.-rM  fierce, 
Al«»ut  gunshot  and  gashes  ; 


of  the 


The  Indies  took  the  hint,  and 
all  day  were  scraping 
lint, 

ime  their  softer  genders  ; 
And  got  bandages  and    U-ds  for  th« 

limbs  Miid  for  the  heads 
Of  the  city'.s  brave  defenders. 

The  men,   both    young  and  old,  felt 

resolute  and  bold, 
Ami  panted  hot  for  glory  ; 
Kvni  the  tailors  'gan  to  brag, 

and  embroidered  on  \orC 
their  Mag, 
"AUT  WINCERE  AUT  MORI.' 


Seeing  the    city's  resolute  OftheCo*. 

condition,  "huci;;fu. 

The  Cossack    chief,    too  ««»; 

cunning  to  despise  it, 
Said  to  hiuiM-lf,  "Not  having  ammu- 

nition 
Wherewith   to    batter    the    place  in 

?  roper  form, 
these  nights  I'll  carry  it  by 
storm, 
And  sudden  escalade  it  or  surprise  it 


"Let's  see,  however,  if  the 

cits  stand  firmish."     »ictone. 
He  rodo  up  to  the  city  gates  ;  for 

answers, 
Out  rushed  an  eager  troop  of  the  town 

tlite, 
And  straightway  did  begin  a  gallant 

skinuUh  : 
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The  Cosaack  hereupon  did  sound  re- 

treat, 

Leaving  the  victory  with  the  city 
lancers. 


They   took    two    prisoners 
SSk?  and  as  many  horses, 

And  the  whole  town  grew  quickly 

so  elate 
With  this  small  victory  of  their  virgin 

forces, 
That  they  did  deem  their  privates  and 

commanders 
So  many  Caesars,  Pompeys,   Alexan- 

ders, 
Napoleons,  or  Fredericks  the  Great. 

And  HOW      And  puffing  with    inordi- 
«Ty  wel          nate  conceit 

They  utterly  despised    these   Cos- 

sack thieves  ; 

And  thought  the  ruffians  easier  to  beat 
Than  porters  carpets  think,  or  ushers 

boys. 
Meanwhile,  a  sly  spectator  of  their 

j°ys> 

The  Cossack  captain  giggled  in  his 
sleeves. 

oftheCos^  "Whene'er   you  meet  yon 

his  orders';  Stupid  city  llOgS  " 

(He  bade  his  troops  precise  this  order 

keep), 
"  Don't  stand  a  moment  —  run  away, 

you  dogs  !  " 
'Twas  done  ;  and  when  they  met  the 

town  battalions, 
The  Cossacks,  as  if  frightened  at  their 

valiance, 
Turned  tail,    and    bolted    like   so 

many  sheep. 

They  fled,  obedient  to  their 

captain's  order  : 
And    now  this    bloodless    siege    a 

month  had  lasted, 
When,  viewing  the  country  ro*nd,  the 

city  warder 
(Who,  like  a  faithful  weathercock, 

did  perch 
Upon    the    steeple    of    St.    Sophy's 

church), 

Sudden  his    trumpet  took,    and.   a 
mighty  blast  he  blastedc 


His  voice  it  might  be  heard 

through  all  the  streets  the  Cos- 
(He  was  a  warder  won-  ue°£  a^d 

drous  strong  in  lung) ,  the  citie 
"  Victoiy,  victory  !  the  foe  gJSS "' 

retreats  ! " 
"  The  foe  retreats  ! "  each  cries  to  each 

he  meets  ; 
"  The  foe  retreats  !  "  each  in  his  turn 

repeats. 
Gods  !  how  the  guns  did  roar,  and 

how  the  ioy-bells  rung  ! 


Arming    in    haste    his   gallant    city 

lancers, 
The  mayor,  to  learn  if  true  the  news 

might  be, 
A  league  or  two  out  issued  with  his 

prance  rs. 
The  Cossacks  (something  had  given 

their  courage  a  damper) 
Hastened  their  flight,   and  'gan  like 

mad  to  scamper  : 

Blessed  be  all    the  saints,   Kiova 
town  was  free ! 


XI. 

Now,  puffed  with  pride,   the  mayor 

grew  vain, 

Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again  ; 
And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes,  and 

thrice  he  slew  the  slain. 
'Tis  true  he  might  amuse  himself  thus, 
And  not  be  very  murderous  ; 
For  as  of  those  who  to  death  were  done 
The  number  was  exactly  none, 
His  lordship,  in  his  soul's  elation, 
Did  take  a  bloodless  recreation  — 
Going  home  again,  he  did    Theman- 

rtr/lain  nerofthe 

citie's  re- 

A  very  splendid  cold  colla-    joycings, 
tion 

For  the  magistrates  and  the  corpora- 
tion ; 

Likewise  a  grand  illumination, 

For  the  amusement  of  the  nation. 

That  night  the  theatres  were  free, 

The  conduits  they  ran  Malvoisie  ; 

Each  house  that  night  did  beam  with 
light 

And  sound  with  mirth  and  jollity  : 
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But  shame,   O  shame  !  not 

a  soul  in  the  town, 

Now  the  city  was  salt-  and  the  Cos- 
sack.^ How  n, 
thought   of   tin-  liountiful  saint 

l.y  uhose 
The  town    had    been    riil    of    tin-si- 

terrible  Turks 
Said  evm  ,-i  prayer  to  that  patroness 

fair, 

For  tin  si-  hrr  wondrous  works  ! 
MOW  the        Lord  Hyacinth  waited,   the 
SJSfJSfi       meekest  of  priors — 

•t  church.        He    Waited    :it    church    with 

ihitiu-r.  I|t,  w,,Ilt  th-'iv  at  noon  and 

he  waited  till  ten. 
•  ting  in  vain  the  lord-mayor  and 

his  iin-ii. 
He  waited  and  waited  from  mid-day 

to  (lark  ; 

But    in    vain  — you     might    search 
through    the     whole    of     the 
church, 
Not  a  layman,  alas  !  to  the  city's  dis- 

| 
From  n  i  id -(lay  to  dark  showed  his  nose 

in  tin-  place. 
The  ]>•  •w-woman,  organist,   beadle, 

and  clerk, 
Ki-jit  away  from  their  work,  and  were 

dancing  like  mad 

Away  in  the  struts  with    the   other 
mad    people, 

Not  thinking  to  pray,  but  to  guzzle 

and  tipple 
Wlu  n-ver  the  drink  might  be  had 


xn. 

Amidst  this  din  and  revelry 
throughout  the  city  roar- 
to  prayer.          hi«r. 
The   silver   moon   rose    silently,  and 

high  in  heaven  soaring  ; 
Prior  Hyacinth  was  fervently  upon  his 

knrvs  adoring  : 
"Towards  my  pi'-rimis  patroness  this 

conduct  sure  unfair  is  ; 
I  cannot  think,  1   must  eon  feu,  what 

keeps  the  dignitaries 
And   our  good    mayor  away,    unless 

gome  business  them  contra 


Ho  put*  his  long  whito  mantle  on  and 

ii  the  prior  salliws  — 

(Hi-   pimis  thought-  wi-n-  l.'-nt  upon 

good  dee.Uand  not  on  maliee)  : 

how    the      hanouet     lights 

they  shone  about  the  mayor's 

About  the  hull  the  scullions  HOW  the 

ran  with  meats  Uth   ESSS"*1 

ii    and    J»otted  ;        Jeereahim. 

ame  with  i  -up  and  ran,  all 

(,,;•  th'-  IMMI  -tl'io"  • 

All,  how  they  jeered  that  piod  fat  man 
as  Up  the  stairs  he  Hutted  I 

He  entered  in  the  ante-rooms  where 

sat  the  mayor's  court  in  ; 
He  found  a  pack  of  drunken  grooms 

a-dicing  and  a-sporting  ; 
The  horrid   wine  and  'bacco  fumes, 

they  .set  the  prior  a-snorting  ! 
The  prior  thought  he'd  speak   about 

their  sins  before  he  went  i 
And  lustily  began  to  shout  of  sin  and 

of  repentance.; 
The  rogues,  they  kicked  the  prior  out 

before  he'd  done  a  sentence  ! 


And  having  got  no  portion  small  of 
buffeting  and  tussling, 

At  last  he  reached  the  banquet-hall, 
where  sat  the  mayor  a  -guzzling, 

And  by  his  side  his  lady  tall  dressed 
out  in  white  sprig  muslin. 

Around  the  table  in  a  ring 

the       guests       were 

drinking  heavy  ; 
They'd  drunk  the  church, 


and  drank  the  king, 
and  the  army  and  tne  navy  ; 
In  fact    they'd    toasted    everything. 
The  prior  said,  "God  save  ye!" 

The  mayor  cried,  "  Bring  a  silver  cup 

—  there's  one  upon  the  beaufe't  ; 
And,  Prior,  have  the  venison  op  —  it's 

capital  rechau/i. 
And  so,  Sir  Priest,   you're  oome  to 

>up?     And  pray  you,   how's 

Saint  Sophy  r' 
The  prior's  face  quite  red  was  grown, 

with  horror  and  with  anger  ; 
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He  flung  ihf  proffered  goblet  down  — 
it  made  a  hideous  clangor  ; 

And  "gau  a-preaching  with  a  frown — 
he  was  a  fierce  haranguer. 

He  tried  the  mayor  and  aldermen  — 

they  all  set  up  a-jeering  : 
He  tried  the  common-councilmen  — 

they  too  began  a-sneering  ; 
He  turned  towards  the  may'ress  then, 

and  hoped  to  get  a  hearing. 
He  knelt  and  seized  her  dinner-dress, 

made  of  the  muslin  snowy, 
"To  church,   to    church,   my  sweet 

mistress  !  "    he    cried  ;     "the 

way  I'll  show  ye." 
Alas,  the  lady-mayoress  fell  back  as 

drunk  as  Chloe  ! 


XIII. 

How  the       Out  from  this  dissolute  and 

prior  went  ,         , 

back  alone.        drunken  court 

Went  the  good  prior,  his  eyes  with 

weeping  dim  : 

He  tried  the  people  of  a  meaner  sort — 
They  too,  alas,  were  bent  upon  their 

sport, 
And  not  a  single  soul  would  follow 

him  ! 
But  all  were  swigging  schnaps  and 

guzzling  beer. 

He  found  the  cits,  their  daughters, 

sons,  and  spouses, 
Spending  the  live-long  night  in  fierce 

carouses  : 
Alas,    unthinking   of    the    danger 

near  ! 
One   or  two  sentinels   the  ramparts 

guarded, 
The  rest  were  sharing  in  the  general 

feast: 
"God  wot,  our  tipsy  town  ia  poorly 

warded  ; 

Sweet  Saint  Sophia  help  us  ! "  cried 
the  priest. 

Alone  he  entered  the  cathedral  gate, 
Careful  he  locked  the  mighty  oaken 

door ; 
Within  his  company  of  monks  did 

wait, 


A  dozen  poor  old  pious  men  —  na 

more. 
Oh,  but  it  grieved  the  gentle  prior 

sore, 
To  think  of  those  lost  souls,  given  up 

to  drink  and  fate  ! 


The  mighty  outer  gate  well 

barred  and  fast,  Saint 

The  poor  old  friars  stirred  chTpli  lith 

their  poor  Old  bones,    his  brethren, 

And  pattering  swiftly  on  the  damp 

cold  stones, 
They  through  the    solitary    chancel 


The  chancel  walls  looked  black  and 

dim  and  vast, 

And  rendered,    ghost-like,    melan- 
choly tones. 

Onward  the  fathers  sped,  till  coming 

nigh  a 
Small  iron  gate,   the   which  they 

entered  quick  at, 
They  locked  and  double-locked  the 

inner  wicket 

And  stood  within  the  chapel  of  Sophia. 
Vain  were  it  to  describe  this  sainted 

place, 
Vain  to    describe    that  celebrated 

trophy, 

The  venerable  statue  of  Saint  Sophy, 
Which  formed  its  chiefest  ornament 
and  grace. 

Here  the  good  prior,  his  personal  griefs 

and  sorrows 
In   his   extreme   devotion   quickly 

merging, 
At  once  began  to  pray  with  voice 

sonorous  ; 

The  other  friars  joined  in  pious  chorus, 
And  passed  the  night  in   singing, 

praying,  scourging, 
In   honor   of    Sophia,    that    sweet 
virgin. 

XIV. 
Leaving    thus    the    pious  The  episode 

'   •      4.  •  ofSneezoff 

priest  in  and  Ka- 

Humble    penitence    and  tinu. 

prayer, 

And  the  greedy  cits  a-feasting, 
Let  us  to  the  walls  repair. 
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by  the  sentry-bo- 
i  'n.l,  riieath  tin-  silver  moon, 
!..»  !  the  sentry  U.Mly  .-nek*  his  — 
IJ-ililly  cocks  his 


;1  \v;o»  liis 
Fair-hairrd  In.y,   I'm-  «  \.  r  pitied  ; 
l''"r  to  take  !..  iliuii, 

He  but  now  Katinka  .[iiitt.-,!. 

Poor  in  pur.M-  were  liotli,  but  ri<-h  in 

Tender  love's  deli.  -JollS   plenties  ; 
Slit-   :l   damsel    of  tile    kit'-hen, 

He  a  haherda-di-T's  ' 


"I'inka,  maiden  tender  -In-art.  ••!, 

Was  dissolved  in  t«Mi-ful 
<  Mi  that  fatal  night  .sin-  j»arti-.l 

From  her  danmgt  lair  h.iiied  Frit/. 

W.  u  in  her  soldier  la<l  .sin-  wrapt  in 

(  'omforter  and  mullet  tee  ; 
railed  liiiu  "general  "and  "eapt  iin," 

Though  a  simple  private  he. 

"  On  your  bosom  wear  this  planter, 
Twill  defend  you  from  the  .-ul.l  ; 
In  your  pipe  smoke  this  canaster, 
'tis,  ray  love,  and  old. 


"  All  the  night,  my  love,   I'll   miss 
you." 

Thus  sin-  >poke  ;  and  from  the  door 
Fair-haired  Sure/olf  made  his  issue, 
To  return,  alas,  no  more. 

lie  it  is  who  calmly  walks  his 
Walk  beneath  the  silver  moon  ; 

lb  it  in  who  boldly  cocks  his 
Detonating  musketoon. 

He  the  bland  canaster  puffing, 

As  upon  hi.-'  round  he  paces, 
Sudden  sees  a  ragamuffin 

Clambering  swiftly  up  the  glacis. 

"  Who    (r(,,.s    there?"    exclaims  the 

'  ry  ; 
"  When  the  sun  has  once  gone  down 

N  ;  ono  ever  makes  an  entry 
Into  this  here  fortified  town  !" 


Shouted   thus  the  watchful 

'iff; 

Hut,  •  •    repli-d, 

Wret.hed  youth 

hi.S  piei-e    otf 

Started,    staggered,    groaned,    and 

(lied  ! 

XV. 

Ah,    full    well     might    the  HOW  the 
sentinel  ,  ,y,    "  Who  %££* 

gO«8   tliep-   ' 

But  echo  was  frightened  too  8l 

mil'  h  to  >\> 
Who   go.-N    there  t    who   go«s    there? 

<  'an  any  one  H 
To  the.  numb,  r  of  sands  sur  Us  bards 

Or   the   whiskers  of  D'Orsay  Count 

down  to  a  hair  i 
As  well   might   you  tell  of  the  sands 

the  amount, 

Or  numlx-r  .  a.  h  hair  in  each  curl  of 

the  ( 'oiint, 

As  eve  r  pro  I  aim  the  number  and  name 
Of  the  hundreds  and  thousands  thai 

up  the  wall  came  ! 
Down,  down  the  knaves  poured  with 

lire  and  with  sword  : 
There  were  thieves  from  the  oftheco*. 
Danube  and  rogues  from  «**  troop*. 

the  Don; 
There  were  Turks  and  Wallacks,  and 

shouting  Cossacks  ; 
Of  all  nations  and  regions,  and  tongues 

and  religions  — 
Jew,  Christian,  Idolater,  Frank,  Mus- 

Milman  : 
Ah,   horrible    sight   was    Kioff   that 

night ! 
The  gates  were  all  taken  —  And  of  their 

no    chance  e'en    of 

flight  ; 
And  with   torcn  and  with 

axe  the  bloody  Cossacks 
Went  hither  and  thither  a-hunting  in 

packs  : 
They    slashed    and    they  slew   both 

Christian  and  Jew  — 
Women  and  children,  they  slaughtered 

them  too. 
Some,  saving  their  throats,  plunged 

into  the  moats, 
Or    the    river  —  but    oh,    they    had 

burned  all  the  bo*U  I 
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B^  he™ let  us  Pause  -for 
whole  citie         I  can  t  pursue  further 

This  seene  of  rack>  nivish- 

ment,  ruin,  and  murther. 
Too  well  did  the  cunning  old  Cossack 

succeed  ! 

His  plan  of  attack  was  successful  in- 
deed ! 
The  night  was  his  own  —  the  town  it 

was  gone  ; 
'Twas  a  heap  still  a -burning  of  timber 

and  stone. 
One  building  alone  had  escaped  from 

the  fires, 

whereof  the  Saint  Sophy's  fair  church, 
SSJ!8*"        with    its     steeples     and 

spires, 

Calm,  stately,  and  white, 
It  stood  in  the  light ; 
And  as  if  'twould   defy  all  the  con- 
queror's power,  — 
As  if  nought  had  occurred, 
Might  clearly  be  heard 
The  chimes  ringing  soberly  every  half- 
hour  ! 


XVL 

The  city  was  defunct  —  silence  suc- 
ceeded 
Unto  its  last  fierce  agonizing  yell  ; 

And  then  it  was  the  conqueror  first 

heeded 
The  sound  of  these  calm  bells. 

HOW  the     Furious  towards   his    aides- 

chTefbade       de-camp  he  turns, 

them  burn       And  (speaking  as  if  Byron's 

£0.church       works  he  knew) 

"Villains!"  he  fiercely  cries,    "the 

city  burns, 
Why  not  the  temple  too  ? 

Burn  me  yon  church,  and  murder  all 
within  ! " 

HOW  they        The  Cossacks  thundered  at 

stormed  it .         the  outer  door  ; 

c"nth  hisan-  And  Father  Hyacinth,  who 

«« thereat         heard  the  din, 

(And  thought  himself  and  brethren  in 
distress, 

Deserted  by  their  lady  patroness) 
Did  to  her  statue  turn,  and  thus  his 
woes  outpour. 


X7IL 


"And  is  it  thus,  0  falsest 

of  the  saints, 
Thou  hearest  our  complaints  ? 
Tell   me,    did  ever    my    attachment 

falter 

To  serve  thy  altar  ? 
Was  not  thy  name,  ere  ever   I   did 

sleep, 

The  last  upon  my  lip  ? 
Was  not  thy  name  the  very  first  that 

broke 

From  me  when  I  awoke  ? 
Have  I  not  tried  with  fasting,  flogging, 

penance, 

And  mortified  countenance 
For  to  find  favor,  Sophy,  in  thy  sight  ? 

And  lo  !  this  night, 
Forgetful  of  my  prayers,  and   thino 

own  promise, 
Thou  turnest  from  us  ; 
Lettest  the  heathen  enter  in  our  city, 

And,  without  pity, 
Murder  our  burghers,  seize  upon  their 

spouses, 

Burn  down  their  houses  ! 
Is  such  a  breach  of  faith  to  be  endured  1 

See  what  a  lurid 
Light    from    the    insolent    invader's 

torches 

Shines  on  your  porches  ! 
E'en  now,  with  thundering  battering- 

ram  and  hammer 
And  hideous  clamor  ; 
With  axemen,  swordsmen,  pikemen, 

billmen,  bowmen, 
The  conquering  foemen, 
0  Sophy  !  beat  your  gate  about  your 

ears, 

Alas  !  and  here's 
A  humble  company  of  pious  men, 

Like  muttons  in  a  pen, 
Whose  souls  shall  quickly  from  their 

bodies  be  th  rusted, 
Because  in  you  they  trusted. 
Do  you  not  know  the  Oalmuc  chiefs 
desires  — 

KlLL  ALL  THE  FRIARS  ! 

And  you,  of  all  the  saints  most  false 

and  fickle, 

Leave    us    in    this    abominable 
pickle." 
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RASH  HYACINT 

(Her.-,    tit   tin-    astonish- 

nnMit  nf  all  her  i 
Suiut  Sophy,  opening  wide  ln-r  \\ood--n 

jaws, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  German  walnut- 

era*  1 
Began).   "I    ili<l  not  think  you  had 

lir.'Il    tllUS, 

0  monk  of  little  faith  !     Is  it  because 
A  rascal  .s.-uiu  of  iilthy   Cossack  hea- 

then 
_'f  our  town,  that  you  distrust  in 

me,  then  ? 
Think'st  thou  that  I,  \vlio  in  a  former 

day 

Di.l  Iftlk  aCTO«  UP-  Sea  »f  Marmora 
(Not  mentioning,  for  shortiii-s,  other 

MM), 
That  I,  who  skimmed  tin-  broad  liorys- 

tli<  •:. 

Without  so  much  as  wetting  oi    my 
Am  frightened   at  a  set  of  men  like 

MM 

1  have  a  mind  to  leave  you  to  your 

fat.'  : 

Surh  eou.mlicc  as  this  my  scorn  in- 
>1  »ires." 


. 

thebreakii*         Cut  short  ill  her  words,  — 
CMudfs.       Foraf   this  very  momriit  in 

tumbled  the  gate. 
And  with  a  wild  cheer, 

And  a  clashing  of  swords, 
Swift  through  the  church  porches, 
With  a  waving  «-f  torches, 
And  a  shrii-k  and  a  yell 
Like  the  drvils  of  hell, 
With  pike  and  with  axe 
In  rU8Ded  the  Cos.xucks,  — 

In     rushed     the     Cossacks,    crying, 

"  .Mrui.n:  TMI    KKIAIIS  \'" 


Ah  !   what  a  thrill  felt  Ilya- 


•  >us 

When   he  heard  that  villa- 

nous  shout  Calmuc  ! 
Now,  thought  he,  my  trial  begimieth  ; 
Saints,    O   giro    me    courage    and 
pluck  i 


;rage,  boys,  'tis  useless  to  funk  1* 
Thus  unto  the  friars  he  began  : 

let  it  be  said  that  a  monk 
Is  not  likewise  a  gentleman. 

Though  the  patron  saint  of  the  churcft, 
Spite  «t"  all  that  we've  done  and 
we've  prav'd, 

Leaves  us  wi.-ki-dly  here  in  the  lurch, 
Hang  it,  g'-ntl'-men,  who's  afraid  !  " 

As  thus  the  gallant    II  \i    A;  '  i'i'rfe«'*r 

cinthus  spoke,  d$n  J.  "' 

He,  with  an  UI  M  BMJ  and  a.s  free 

as 
If  the  <  |  nick-coming  murder  were  a 

j"ke, 

Folded  his  robes  around  his  sides,  and 

took 

Place  under  sainted  Sophy's  legs  of 

Like  Cesar  at  the  statue  of  Pom- 

peius. 
The  monks  no  leisure  had  about  to 

look 

(  Kach  U-ing  absorbed  in  his  particular 

c..s,.), 

Else  had  they  seen  with  what  celestial 

grace 
A  wooden  smile  stole  o'er  the  saint's 

mahogany  face. 


"  Well  done,  well  done,  Hy- 

acinthus,   my  son  !"     her  speech. 

Thus  spoke  the  sainted  statue. 
"  Though  you  doubted  me  in  the  hour 

of  need, 

And  spoke  of  me  very  rude  indeed, 
You  deserve  good  luck  for  showing 

such  pluck, 
And  I  won't  be  angry  at  you." 


she  gets  cm 


The    monks     by-standing, 

one  and  all, 
Of    this  wondrous  scene 

M,,.:  c- 

To  this  kind  promise  listened  con- 

And  couldn't  contain  their  astonish* 

ment, 

When  Saint  Sophia  moved  and  went 
Down  from  her  wooden  pedestal, 
And  twisted  her  legs,  sure  as  eggs 
ggs 

[yacinthus's  shoulders  ! 
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Andbidi        "  Ho !      forwards,"     cried 
him  run.  Sophy,  "  there's  no  time 

for  waiting, 
The  Cossacks  are  breaking  the  very 

last  gate  in  : 
See  the  glare  of  their  torches  shines 

red  through  the  grating  ; 
We've  still  the  back  door,  and  two 

minutes  or  rnorc. 
Now  boys,   now  or   never,    we    must 

make  for  the  river, 
For  we  only  are  safe  on  the  opposite 

shore. 
Run  swiftly  to-day,  lads,  if  ever  you 

ran,  — 
Put  out  your  best  leg,   Hyacinthus, 

my  mail  ; 
And  I'll  lay  five  to  two  that  you  carry 

us  through, 
Only  scamper  as  fast  as  you  can." 


XVIII. 

He  runneth.  Away  went  the  priest 
through  the  little  back 
door, 

And  light  on  his  shoulders  the  image 

he  bore  : 

The  honest  old  priest  was  not  pun- 
ished the  least, 

Though  the  image  was  eight  feet,  and 
he  measured  four. 

Away  went  the  prior,  and  the  monks 
at  his  tail 

Went  snorting,  and  puffing,  and  pant- 
ing full  sail  ; 

And  just  as  the   last  at  the  back 
door  had  passed, 

In  furious  hunt  behold  at  the  front 

The  Tartars  so  fierce,  with  theii  terri- 
ble cheers  ; 

With  axes,  and  halberts,  and  muskets, 
and  spears, 

With  torches  a-flaming  the  chapel  now 
came  in. 

They  tore  up    the  mass-book,    they 
stamped  on  the  psalter, 

They  pulled  the   gold  crucifix  down 
from  the  altar  ; 

The  vestments  they  burned  with  their 
blasphemous  fires, 

And  many  cried,    "  Curse  on  them  I 
where  are  the  friars  ? " 


Win -u  loaded  with  plunder,  yet  seek- 
ing for  more, 

One  chanced  to  fling  open  the  little 
back  door, 

Spied  out  the  friars'  white  robes  and 
long  shadows 

In  the  moon,  scampering  over  the 
meadows, 

And  stopped  the  Cossacks  in  the  midst 
of  their  arsons, 

By     crying     out     lustily,  &dta£caftcr 

"THERE       GO       THE   him. 
PARSONS  !" 

With  a  whoop  and  a  yell,  and  a  scream 

and  a  shout, 
At  once  the  whole  murderous   body 

turned  out ; 
And  swift  as  the  hawk  pounces  down 

on  the  pigeon, 
Pursued  the  poor  short-winded  men  of 

religion. 


When   the   sound  of    that  £™the 
cheering  came  to  the  sweated. 
•  monks'  hearing, 
0   heaven  !  how   the   poor   fellows 

panted  and  blew  ! 

At   fighting    not    cunning,   unaccus- 
tomed to  running, 
When  the  Tartars  came  up.   what 

the  deuce  should  they  do  ? 
"They'll  make  us  all  martyrs,  those 

bloodthirsty  Tartars  ! " 
Quoth  fat  Father  Peter  to  fat  Father 

Hugh. 
The  shouts  they  came  clearer,  the  foo 

they  drew  nearer  ; 
Oh,  how  the  bolts  whistled,  and  how 

the  lights  shone  ! 
"I  cannot  get  further,  this  running  is 

murther  ; 
Come  carry  me,  some  one  !  "  cried 

big  Father  John. 
And  even  the  statue  grew  frightened, 

"Od  rat  you!" 
It  cried,  "Mr.  Prior,  I  wish  you'd 

get  on  !  " 
On  tugged  the  good  friar,  but  nigher 

and  nigher 
Appeared   the    fierce    Russians,    with 

sword  and  with  fire. 
On  tugged  the  good  prior  at  Saint 
Sophy's  desire,  — 
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A  scramble  thioiiu'h  bramble,  tin 
mud,  and  through  mil-'-, 

Tin-  swift   arrow*'   \\hi//.iin-.v,  causing 
a  ill.'. 

Niu'h  don*'  liU  bii-ui'   >,  ht  t.»  expire. 
Fauwr    Hyacinth    tugged.   MM  the 

monks  tli«-y  tug':"l  alter  : 
The  foemen  pursued  with  a  honible 

laughter, 

An.tihe         An«l  huiT'l  their  long 
C^rrow,        riiiunl  the  poor  l.ivt hivn's 

ears, 
UyU-  So  true,  thatn-xt  day  in  the 

Though   II.-VIT    a    wound    \va.-.    given, 

then-  were  found 
A  d.>/.en  arrows  at  li-a-^t. 
!(..«.  .it  the     Now  'hi-  cha.M-  M-eincd  at  its 
Itt^K.i^..  worst, 

Prior  and  monk*  wen-  lit  to  burst  ; 
irce    you    knew    the  which  was 

first", 

Or  pursuers  or  pursued  ; 
When  tin-  statue,  by  heaven's  grace, 

Suddenly  did  rhali^e  tin:  face 

Of  this  interesting  i 

As  a  saint,  sure,  only  could. 


For  as  the  jockey  who    at    Epsom 
rides, 

\Vli.-n  that  his  steed  is  spent  and 

punched  sore, 
Di^eth  his  hi-fis  into    the   courser's 

sides, 
And  therein-  makes  him  run  one  or 

two  furlongs  more  ; 
Kven  thus,  betwixl   tlie  eighth  rib 

and  the  ninth, 
Thu  saint  ivhuked    the    prior,   that 

weary  creeper  ; 
Frt-sh  strength  into  his  limbs  her 

kicks  imparted, 
The  friars      Onc  bound  !»•  made,  as  gay 

won.  and  as  when  he  started. 

E2&£  Yes,  with  his  brethren  cling- 
•U»H,».  ing  at  his  elonk, 

The  statue  on  his  shoulders  —  fit  to 

choke  — 
One  most  tremendous  bound  made 

Hyacinth, 
And  soused  frinrs,  statue,  and  all,  slap- 
dash into  the  Dnieper ! 


xtx. 
\nd  when   ill.-    Russians,  in 

a  fiery  rank, 
Pantinir  and   li.  i«c,  dn-w  up   along 

tin-  |] 

( l',.i    |,.-ie   tin    \  mi    pursuing  they 
foi  I 

!.d   th.-v  to  Miij.:iss  tlie  river's 
lank.)' 

looking    from    the   rocks    an-1 
ruslies  dank, 
A  .si^'ht  they  witnessed  never  s.  en 

•  •re, 

\nd  whirh.  with  its  accompaniments 
glorious, 

.Iden    book,  or  liber 
•  its. 
Plump     in     tin-     Dni.-jN-r 

Bonncod  the  friar  and  SSJUJ** 
frie,,,U  *A™? 

They  •langling  nmnd  his  «ithtin- 

"lie.'k,  il.-    lit    to  rlioke.    ','1  s",' i,uJ, hil 

When  suddenly  his  most  a'-A. 

iniraeulous  cloak 

Over  the  billowy  waves  it  >rlf  extends, 
|),iwn     iVoin    his     shoulik-i-s    quietly 

descends 

The  venerable  Sophy's  statue  of  oak; 
Whii-h,  sitting  down  upon  the  cloak 

;n|»le, 

Bids  all  the  brethren  follow   its  ex- 
ample ! 

Each  at  her  bidding  sat,  Howintw* 
and  sat  at  ease  ;  SSL? 

The  statue  'gan  a  gracious  »yied«way. 

conversation, 

And  (waving  to  tlie  fo«-  a  salutation) 
Sail'd    with    'her    wondeiing     happy 

profe 

Gayly  adown  the  wide  Borysthenes, 
Until  they  came  unto  some  friendly 

nation.  • 

And  when  the  heathen  Had  at  length 

grown  shy  of 
Their  conquest,    she  one  day   cauie 

buck  again  to  Kiolf. 

xx. 

THINK   NOT,   O    READER,  ^•°*u>- 

THAI'  WF.'llK    LAUOH- 

IM;  AT  YOU  ; 
You  MAY  r."  ro   KIOFF  NOW,  AND 

SEE  THE  STATU»  ! 


TITMARSH'S  CARMEN  LILLIENSE. 


LaLE,  Sept.  2, 1843. 
My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 

How  shall  I  e'er  my  woe*  reveal  ? 
1  have  no  money,  1  lie  in  pawn, 

A  stranger  in  tke  town  of  Lille. 


WITH  twenty  pounds  but  three  weeks 

since 
From   Paris    forth    did    Titmarsh 

wheel, 

I  thought  myself  as  rich  a  prince 
As  beggar  poor  I'm  now  at  Lille. 

Confiding  in  my  ample  means  — 
In  troth,  I  was  a  happy  cliiel  ! 

I  passed  the  gates  of  Valenciennes, 
I  never  thought  to  come  by  Lille. 

I  never  thought  my  twenty  pounds 
Some  rascal  knave  would  dare  to 

steal  ; 

I  gayly  passed  the  Belgic  bounds 
At  Quievrain,  twenty  miles   from 
Lille. 


To  Antwerp  town  I  hasten'd  post, 
And  as  I  took  my  evening  meal 

I  felt  my  pouch,  —  my  purse  was  lost, 
0  Heaven  !     Why  came  I  not  by 
Lille  ? 


I  straightway  called  for  ink  and  pen, 
To  grandmamma  I  made  appeal  ; 

Meanwhile  a  loan  of  guineas  ten 
I  borrowed  from  a  friend  so  leaL 


I  got  the  cash  from  grandmamma 
(Her  gentle  heart  mv  woes  could 
feel,) 

But  where  I  went,  and  what  I  ,s;iw, 
What  matters  ?    Here  1  air  at  Lille. 

My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal  ? 

I  have  no  cash,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 

II. 
To  stealing  I  can  never  come, 

To  pawn  my  watch  I'm  too  genteel, 
Besides,  I  left  my  watch  at  home, 

How  could  I  pawn  it  then  at  Lille  ? 

"La  note,"a,t  times  the  guests  will  say. 

I  turn  as  white  as  cold  boil'd  veal  ; 
I  turn  and  look  another  way, 

/  dare  not  ask  the  bill  at  Lille. 

I  dare  not  to  the  landlord  say, 

"  Good  sir,  I  cannot  pay  your  bill :" 

He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
And  is  quite  proud  I  stay  at  Lille. 

He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
Like  Rothschild  or  Sir  Robert  Peel, 

And  so  he  serves  me  every  day 
The  best  of  meat    and    drink   in 
Lille. 

Yet  when  he  looks  me  in  the  face 
I  blush  as  red  as  cochineal  ; 

And  think  did  he  but  know  my  case, 
How  changed  he'd  be,  my  host  of 
Lille. 


TlTMAR-ir-  (  \I;MI.\   LILLIKNSK. 


My  heart  is  weary,  D] 

llnvs  -.hall  I  e'er  my  \\ 
I  h.ive  no  money,  1  lie  in  p;i\vn, 

A  .itraugur  in  tin-  t-iwn  of  Lille. 


in. 

The  sun  hursts  out  in  furious  blaze, 

I  pr-rspirate  from  head  to  lied  ; 
1M  like  to  Inn:  a  <me-horsc  chaise, 
H..W  «un  1,  without  cash  at  Lille  t 

I  pass  in  sunshine  burning  hot 

fet  uh.ae  in  Uvr  they  deal; 
1  think  how  pleasant  were  a  pot, 
A  frothing  pot  of  beer  of  Lille  ! 

What  i*  you  house  with  walls  so  thick, 
All    tfi'rt    around    with    guard   and 

grille  ? 

0  gracious  gods  !  it  makes  me  sick, 
rison-house  of  Lille  ! 

0  cursed  prison  strong  and  barred, 
It  iloes  my  very  blood  congeal  ! 

1  tremble  as  1  pass  the  guard, 
And  quit  that  ugly  part  of  Lflle. 

Tin-  duireh -door  beggar  whines  and 

1"! 

I  tui  n  away  at  his  appeal  : 
Ah,  church-door  beggar  !  go  thy  ways 

You're  not  the  poorest  man  in  I. UK1 

My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone 

'How  shall  1  e'.'r  my  \\..es  reveal  ? 
1  have  no  money.  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 


IV. 

Say,  shall  I  to  yon  Flemish  church, 
And  at  a  Popish  altar  kneel  ? 

Oh,  do  not  leave  me  in  the  lurch,  — 
I'll  cry,  ye  patron-saints  of  Lille  ! 

Ye  virgins  dressed  in  satin  hoops, 
Ye  martyrs  slain  for  mortal  weal, 

Look  kindly  down  !  before  you  stoopb 
The  mwerablest  man  in  Lille. 


.ml  lo  !  as  1  beheld  with  awe 
A  pi''!uied  -aint  (I  swear  'tis  real), 

t  Mailed,  and  turned  to  grandmam- 
ma !  — 
It  did  !  and  I  had  hope  m  Lill*  ! 

Twas  live  oYlwk,  and  1  could  eat, 
Although  1  could  not  pay  my  meal  : 
.  hack  into  the  street 

lie.s    mv  inn,    the   best  in 

Lille. 

What  see  I  on  my  table  stand,  — 
A  letter  with  a  well-known  seal  ? 

Tis    granilniainnia'H  !       1     know    h« 

hand,    - 
"  To  Mr.  M.  A.  Titmarsh,  Lille." 

I  feel  a  choking  in  ray  1 1 

I  pant  and  stagger,  faint  and  reel  ! 
It  is  —  it  is  — a  tcn-|»ound  note, 

And  I'm  no  more  in  pawn  at  Lille  ! 

[lie  goes  off  by  the  diligence  that  evening,  and 
La  restored  to  the  bosom  of  bit  happy  family./ 


THE  WILLOW-TREE. 

KNOW  ye  the  willow-tree 

Whose  gray  leaves  Driver, 
Whispering  gloomily 

To  yon  pale  river  ; 
Lady,  at  even -tide 

Wander  not  near  it, 
They  say  its  branches  hid* 

A  sad,  lost  spirit  ? 

Once  to  the  willow-tree 

A  maid  came  fearful, 
Pale  seemed  her  cheek  to  be, 

Her  blue  eye  tearful  ; 
Soon  as  she  saw  the  tree, 

Her  step  moved  fleeter, 
No  one  was  there  —  ah  me  ! 

No  one  to  meet  her  ! 

Quick  beat  her  heart  to  hear 
The  far  bell's  chime 

Toll  from  the  chapel-tower 
The  tryBting  time  : 
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But  the  red  sun  went  down 

In  golden  ilame, 
And  though  she  looked  round, 

Yet  no  one  came  ! 

Presently  came  the  night, 

Sadly  to  greet  her,— 
Moon  in  her  silver  light, 

Stars  in  their  glitter  ; 
Then  sank  the  moon  away    . 

Under  the  billow, 
Still  wept  the  maid  alone  — 

There  by  the  willow  ! 

Through  the  long  darkness, 

By  the  stream  rolling, 
Hour  after  hour  went  on 

Tolling  and  tolling. 
Long  was  the  darkness, 

Lonely  and  stilly  ; 
Shrill  came  the  night-wind, 

Piercing  and  chilly. 

Shrill  blew  the  morning  breeze, 

Biting  and  cold, 
Bleak  peers  the  gray  dawn 

Over  the  wold. 
Bleak  over  moor  and  stream 

Looks  the  grey  dawn, 
Gray,  with  dishevelled  hair, 
Still  stands  the  willow  there  — 

THE  MAID  is  GONE  ! 

Domine,  Domine  ! 

ding  we  a  litany,  — 
Sing  for  poor  maiden-hearts  broken 

and  weary  ; 
Domine,  Domine  ! 
Sinf)  we,  a  litany, 

Wail   we   and    weep    we    a    wild 
Miserere! 


THE  WILLOW-TREE. 
(ANOTHER  VERSION). 


LONG  by  the  willow-trees 
Vainly  they  sought  her, 

Wild  rang  the  mother's  screams 
O'er  the  gray  water  : 

"  Where  is  my  lovely  one  ? 
Where  Ls  my  daughter  ' 


n. 
"  Ronae  thee,  sir  constable  — 

Rouse  thee  and  look  ; 
Fisherman,  bring  your  net, 

Boatman  your  hook. 
Beat  in  the  lily- beds, 

Dive  in  the  brook  !  " 


in. 

Vainly  the  constable 
Shouted  and  called  her  \ 

Vainly  the  fisherman 
Beat  the  green  alder, 

Vainly  he  flung  the  net, 
Never  it  hauled  her  1 


IV. 

Mother  beside  the*  fire 

Sat,  her  nightcap  in  ; 
Father,  in  easy  chair, 

Gloomily  napping, 
When  at  the  window-sill 

Came  a  light  tapping  ! 

v. 

And  a  pale  countenance 

Looked  through  the  casement 
Loud  beat  the  mother's  heart, 

Sick  with  amazement, 
And  at  the  vision  which 

Came  to  surprise  her, 
Shrieked  in  an  agony  — 

"Lor!  it'sElizar!" 


VI. 

Yes,  'twas  Elizabeth  — 

Yes,  'twas  their  girl ; 
Pale  was  her  cheek,  and  h«r 

Hair  out  of  curl. 
"  Mother !  "  the  loving  one, 

Blushing,  exclaimed, 
"  Let  not  your  innocent 

Lizzy  be  blamed. 

VII. 


"Yesterday,  going  to 

Jones's  to  tea, 
Mother,  dear  mother,  I 

Forgot  the  door-key  I 


TITMAKSH'S    CAKMKN    L1LL1ENSK. 
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And  »&  the  ni^lit  w  i,  .  <  M, 
Ami  tli-'  u;iv  >!••.•),, 

Mrs.  Join-.-,  krjit   MM-  to 
Broakfa^t  and  sleep." 


Till. 

Whether  her  Pa  and  Ma 

Fully  beli<-VM(l  h<-r, 
That  we  shall  never  know, 

Stern  tht-y  rci-civHtl  her  ; 
And  for  the" work  i>f  that 

Cruel,  though  short,  night, 


S.-nt  h-r  to  U-.l  without 
Tea  for  a  fortnight. 

IX. 

M">lt  A  L. 

//,•;/  ,/,/,/.  ./  idlcty, 
Cat  and  the  Fiddlcty, 
Maidens  of  England  take  caution  by 

sh,  '.' 

Let  love  and  suicide 
Never  tempt  you  aside, 
And  always  remember  to  take  Uu  door- 
key. 


LYRA     HTBERNICA, 


THE  POEMS  OF  THE   MOLONY  OF   K1LBALLYMOLONY. 


THE  PIMLICO  PAVILION. 

YK  pathrons  of  janius,  Minerva  and 

Vanius, 

Who  sit  on  Parnassus,  that  moun- 
tain of  snow, 
Descind  from  your  station  and  make 

observation 

Of  the   Prince's  pavilion  in  sweet 
Pimlico. 


This  garden,  by  jakurs,  is  forty  poor 

acres, 
(The  garner  he  tould  me,  and  sure 

ought  to  know  ; ) 
And  yet  greatly  bigger,  in  size  and  in 

figure, 

Than  the  Phanix  itself,  seems  the 
Park  Pimlico. 


O  'tis  there  that  the  spoort  is,  when 

the  Queen  and  the  Court  is 
Walking  magnanimous  all  of  a  row, 
Forgetful  what  state  is  among  the  pa- 

taties 

And  the  pine-apple  gardens  of  sweet 
Pimlico. 


There  in  blossoms  odorous  the  birds 

sing  a  chorus, 
Of  "  God  save  the  Queen"  as  they 

hop  to  and  fro  ; 
And  you  sit  on  the  binches  and  hark 

to  the  finches, 
Singing  melodious  in  sweet  Pimlico. 


There  shuiting  their  phanthasies,  thej 

pluck  polyanthuses 
That  round  in  the  gardens  resplin- 

dently  grow, 
Wid  roses  and  jessimins,  and  other 

sweet  specimins, 

Would  charm  bould  Linnayus  in 
sweet  Pimlico. 


You  see  when  you  inther,  and  stand 

in  the  cinther, 
Where  the  roses,  and  necturns,  and 

collyflowers  blow, 

A  hill  so  tremindous,  it  tops  the  top- 
windows 

Of  the  elegant  houses  of  famed  Pim- 
lico. 

And  when  you've  ascinded  that  preci- 
pice splindid 
You  see  on  its  summit  a  wondther- 

ful  show  — 

A  lovely  Swish  building,  all  painting 
>  and  gilding, 

The  famous  Pavilion  of  sweet  Pim- 
lico. 

Prince    Albert,    of   Flandthers,   that 

Prince  of  Commandthers, 
(On  whom  my  best  blessings  hereby 

I  bestow,) 
With  goold  and  vermilion  has  decked 

that  Pavilion, 

Where  the  Queen  may  take  tay  in 
her  sweet  Pimlico. 


There's  lines  from  Joh 

cli.Ullber  all  gilt  oil, 

And  pictures  beneath   them  that's 
Ulped  like  a  how  ; 

I  was  greatly  astounded  to  think  that 

that     Kolllldhead 

Should  lind  an  admission  to  fam.-<l 
Pimlioo, 

0  lovely's  each  fresco,  and  most  pic- 

turesque 0  ; 

And  win !••  round  the  chamber  as- 
toni>hed  1  140, 

1  think  Dan  Maclisp's  it  baits  all  the 

pieces 
Surrounding  the  cottage  of  famed 

Pimliro. 

Eastlake   has  the  chimney,    (a  good 

our  to  limn  he,) 
And  a  var^'in  he  paints  wiih  a  sar- 

pent  below  ; 
While  hulls,  pi^s,  and  panthers,  and 

other  enchant  hers, 
Are  painted  by  I^andseer  in  sweet 
I'imlico. 

And  nature  smiles  opposite,  Stanfield 

he  copies  it  ; 
O'er  Claude  or  Poussang  sure 'tis  he 

th;it  may  crow: 
Hut  Sir   1;  failure  is  small 

mini-ature  — 

He  shouldn't  paint  frescoes  in  famed 
Pimlico. 

There's  Leslie  and  Uwins  has  rather 

small  doi: 
There's  Dyce,  as  brave  masther  as 

England  can  show  ; 
And  the  Mowers  and  thesthrawberries, 

sure  he  no  dauber  is, 
That  painted  the  panels  of  famed 
Pimlico. 

lu  the  pictures  from  Walther  Scott, 

never  a  fault  there's  got, 
Sure  the  marble's  as  natural  as  thrne 

Scaglio ; 
And  the  (liamber  Pompayen  is  sweet 

ft  take  lay  in. 

And  ait   hutth<-r'd  mu!iin>  in 
Piralico. 


LYRA    HIBERXICA. 

Mil; on  the 
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There's  landscapes  by  Oruner,  both 

solar  and  lunar, 
Th.-m  two  litlle  Doyles  too,  d«**rre 

a  bravo  ; 
\Vid  dr  piece  by  young  Townsend,  (for 

janius  alxninds  in't  ;) 
And  that's  why  he's  shuited  to  paint 
rinilico. 

That  picture  of  Severn's  is  worthy  of 

rever'ii'  <•, 
But  some  I  won't  mintion  is  rather 

so  so; 
For  sweet  philoso'phy,   or  crumpet* 

and  coffee,       « 

0   where's  a    Pavilion  like  sweet 
1'inilico  ? 

0  to  praise  this  Pavilion  would  puzzle 

«.t)nintilian, 
Daymosthenes,  Brougham,  or  young 

Cicero  ; 
So  heavenly  Goddess,  d'ye  pardon  my 

modesty, 

And  silence,  my  lyre  !  about  sweet 
Pimlico. 


THE  CRYSTAL  PALACE. 

WITH  canial  foire 

Thransfuse  me  loyre, 
Ye  sacred  nympths  of  Pindus, 

The  whoile  I  sing 

That  wondthrous  thing, 
The  Palace  made  o'  windows  I 

Say,  Paxton,  truth, 

Thou  wondthrous  youth, 
What  sthroke  of  art  celistial, 

What  power  was  lint 

You  to  invint 
This  combineetion  cristiaL 

0  would  before 

That  Thomas  Moore, 
Likewoise  the  late  Lord  Boyron, 

Thim 

Hike  song, 
C'ast  oi  on  that  cast  oiron  1 
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Ami  saw  thim  walls, 

And  glittering  hulls, 
Thim  rising  slemlther  columns, 

Which  I  poor  pote, 

Could  not  denote, 
No,  not  in  twinty  vollums. 

My  Muse's  words 

Is  like  the  bird's 
That  roosts  beneath  the  panes  there 

Her  wing  she  spoils 

'(lainst  them  bright  toiles, 
And  cracks  her  silly  brains  there. 

This  Palace  tall, 

This  Cristial  Hall, 
Which  Imperors  might  covet, 

Stands  in  High  Park 

Like  Noah's  Ark, 
A  rainbow  bint  above  it. 

The  towers  and  fanes, 

In  other  scaynes, 
The  fame  of  this  will  undo, 

Saint  Paul's  big  doom, 

Saint  Payther's  Room, 
And  Dublin's  proud  Rotundo. 

'Tis  here  that  roams, 

As  well  becomes 
Her  dignitee  and  stations, 

Victoria  Great, 

And  houlds  in  state 
The  Congress  of  the  Nations. 

Her  subjects  pours 

From  distant  shores, 
Her  Injian.s  and  Canajians  ; 

And  also  we, 

Her  kingdoms  three, 
Attind  with  our  allagiance. 

Here  come  likewise 

Her  bould  allies, 
Both  Asian  and  Europian  ; 

From  East  and  West 

They  send  their  best 
To  till  her  Coornucopean. 

I  seen  (thank  Grace  !) 

This  wonthrous  place 

(Hia  Noble  Honor  Misther 


H.  Cole  it  was 
That  gave  the  pass, 
And  let  me  see.  what  is  there). 

With  conscious  proide 
I  stud  insoide 
And  look'd  the  World's  Great  Fair  in, 
Until  me 


Was  dazzled  quite, 
And  couldn't  «»ee  for  staring. 

There's  holy  saints 

And  window  paints, 
By  Maydiay  val  Pugin  ; 

Alhamborongh  Jones 

Did  paint  the  tones 
Of  yellow  and  gambouge  in. 

There's  fountains  there 

And  crosses  fair  ; 
There's  water-gods  with  urrns  : 

There's  organs  three, 

To  play,  d'ye  see  ? 
"  God  save  the  Queen,"  by  turras, 

There's  Statues  bright 

Of  marble  white, 
Of  silver,  and  of  copper  ; 

And  some  in  zinc, 

And  some,  I  think, 
That  isn't  over  proper. 

There's  staym  Ingynes, 

That  stands  in  lines, 
Enormous  and  amazing, 

That  squeal  and  snort 

Like  whales  in  sport, 
Or  elephants  a-grazing. 

There's  carts  and  gigs, 

And  pins  for  pigs, 
There's  dibblers  and  there's  harrows, 

And  pioughs  like  toys 

For  lit:  le  boys, 
And  ilegant  wheelbarrows. 

For  thim  genteels 

Who  ride  on  wheels, 
Tnere's  plenty  to  indulge  'em  : 

There's  Droskys  snug 

From  Paytersbug, 
And  vayhycles  from  Bulgium. 


LYI:A  ninr.uxiCA. 


fab*  fin  Stands 
Aud  Shandtlu-y  danns  • 

Theiv's    \VaXK""s      I'1"'"      -Sl'w      York 
heir  ; 

There's  Lapland  SI. 

Have  er<>--M   t!  • 
Ami  Jaunting  <'v.ir,  1'r.mi  Cork  ; 

Amaxed  I  pass 
Pron 

hcloighted  [  survey  ''-in  ; 

!l    '.V..  IP  I1  In-!  I    L't'iWS 

In  thh  Mil.lime  Mu  -ayiiin  ! 
Look,  here's  a  fun 

far  .la  pa  II, 
.    re  I'lolil    1  » 
Tllelc's  .-ha\\  Is  yo  get 

From  Tar  Thibet, 
And  cotton  prints  IVoiu  Glasgow. 

There's  Ci-nnaii  llntes, 

And  N  ti-lc>  .Macaronies  ; 
Bohaymia 

Has  s,  nt 
l\)liniia  her  poI 


There's  ^i-aniti>  flints 

That's  .|iiiti-  iiniiiiii^,\ 
There's  sacks  of  coals  and  fuels, 

There'--  swords  and  ^nns, 

And  soap  in  tuns, 
And  Gingerbread  and  .1 

•   |  taypots  there, 

.vml  cannons  rare  ; 
There's  collins  lill'd  with  roses  ; 

Th'-re's  e:'ii\a-  tints, 

Te'-th  insthruniiuts, 
And  shuits  of  clothes  by  MOSES. 

There's  hishius  more 

<  n'  things  in  st<uv, 
l^nt  thini  I  don't  iviuimber  ; 

Nor  cnuM  ilisclose 

IHd  I  compose 
From  May  tini.-  to  Novimber  t 

Ah,  JUDY  thru  ! 
With  eyes  so  blue. 

roa  were  here  to  view  it  1 


And  could  T  screw 
But  tu  pound  tu, 
'Tia  I  would  thrait  you  to  it  I 

So  let  us  raise 
Victoria's  praise, 

And  Alt-ert's  proud  condition, 

That  takes  his  ayae 

AH  he  sin 
This  Crist i.il  Exhibition. 


MOLONY'S  LAMENT. 

O  TIM,  did  yon  hear  of  thim  Saxons, 
And  read  \\hat   tli-  port? 

Th.-v're  ^,,an  to  local  the  Liftman!, 
And  shut  up  the  Castle  and  Court  ! 

Or  desolate  cotmthry  of  Oireland, 
They're    bint,    the    blagyartl-, 

-  roy, 
And    now    having    munUhered    our 

counthry, 
They're  goin  to  kill  the  Viceroy, 

hoy  ; 
Twas  he  was  our  proide  and  our 


And  will  we  no  longer  behould  him, 
Surrounding  his  carriage  in  throngs, 
As  he  weaves  his  cocked-hat  from  the 

windies, 
And   smiles  to  his  bould  aid-de- 

congs? 

I  liked  for  to  see  the  young  haroes, 
All  shoining  with  sthripes  and  with 

stars, 

A  horsing  about  in  the  Phaynix, 
And  winking  the  girls  in  the  cyars, 

Like  Mars, 
A  smokin*  their  poipes  and  cigyars. 

Dear  Mitchell  exoiled  to  Bermudies, 

Your  beautiful  <»ilids  you'll  ope, 
And  there'll  tx:  an  abondanre  of  cmyin' 
From  O'Brine  at  the  Keen  of  (Jood 

Hope, 

When  they  read  of  this  news  in  the 
pe«, 
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Acrass  the  Atlantical  wave, 
That  the  last  of  the  Oirish  Liftinints 
Of  theoislandof  Seonts  has  tuck  lave. 

God  save 

The  Queen  —  she  should  betther 
behave. 

And  what's  to  become  of  poor  Dame 

Sthreet, 

And  who'll  ait  the  puffs  and  the  tarts, 
Whin  the  Coort  of  imparial  splindor 
From  Dobliu's  sad  city  departs  ? 
And  who'll  have  the  fiddlers  and  pipers, 
When  the  deuce  of  a  Coort  there 

remains  ? 
And  where'll  be  the  bucks  and  the 

ladies, 

To  hire  the  Coort-shuits  and  the 
thrains  ? 

In  sthrains, 
It's  thus  that  ould  Erin  complains  ! 

There's  Counsellor  Flanagan's  leedy 

Twas  she  in  the  Coort  didn't  fail, 
And  she  wanted  a  plirity  of  popplin, 

For  her  dthress,  and  her  flounce, 

and  her  tail  ; 
She  bought  it  of  Misthress  O'Grady, 

Eight  shillings  a  yard  tabinet, 
But  now  that  the  Coort  is  concluded, 

The  divvle  a  yard  will  she  get : 
I  bet, 

Bedad,  that  she  wears  the  old  set. 

There's  Surgeon   O'Toole    and    Miss 

Leary, 

They'd  daylings  at  Madam  O'Kiggs' ; 
Each    year   at    the    dthra wing-room 

sayson, 

They  mounted  the  neatest  of  wigs. 
When  Spring,  with  its  buds  and  its 

dasies, 

Comes  out  in  her  beauty  and  bloom, 
Thim  tu'll  never  think  of  new  jasies, 
Becase  there  is  no  dthrawing-room, 

For  whom 
They'd  choose  the  expense  to  ashume. 

There's  Alderman  Toad  and  his  lady, 
'Twas  they  gave  the  Clart  and  the 

Poort, 
And  the  poine-apples,  turbots,   and 

lobsters, 
To  feast  the  Lord  Liftinint's  Coort. 


But  now  that  the  quality's  goin, 

1  wiirnt  that  the  aiting  will  stop, 
Am]  you'll  get  at  the  Alderman's  teebla 
The  devil  a  bite  or  a  dthrop, 

Or  chop  ; 

And  the  butcher  may  shut  np  his 
shop. 


Yes,  the  grooms  and  the  ushers  are 

goin, 
And  his  Lordship,  the  dear  honest 


And  the  Duchess,  his  eemiable  leedy, 

And  Corry,  the  bould  Connellan, 
And  little  Lord  Hyde  and  the  child- 

thren, 

And  the  Chewter  and  Governess  tu  ; 
And  the  servants  are  packing  their 

boxes,  — 
Oh,  murther,  but  what  shall  I  due 

Without  you  ? 
0  Meery,  with  ois  of  the  blue  ' 


MR.    MOLONY'S    ACCOUNT    OF 
THE    BALL. 

GIVEN  TO  THE   NEPAULESE  AMBASSA- 

DOB,   BY   THE    PENINSULAR   AND 

ORIENTAL  COMPANY. 

0  WILL  ye  choose  to  hear  the  news, 

Bedad  I  cannot  pass  it  o'er  : 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  the  Ball 

To  the  Naypaulase  Ambassador. 
Begor  !  this  fete  all  balls  does  bate 

At  which  I've  worn  a  pump,  and  I 
Must  here  relate  the  splendthor  great 

Of  th'  Oriental  Company. 

These  men  of  sinse  dispoised  expinse, 

To  fete  these  black  Achilleses. 
"  We'll  show  the  blacks,"  says  they, 

"  Almack's, 

And  take  the  rooms  at  Willis's." 
With  flags  and  shawls,  for  these  Ne- 

pauls, 

They  hung  the  rooms  of  Willis  up, 
And  decked  the  walls,  and  stairs,  and 

halls, 
With  roses  and  with  lilies  up. 

And  Jullien's  band  it  tuck  its  stand, 
So  sweetly  in  the  middle  there, 
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And   soft   bassoons  plnyed   heavenly 

chun-'S, 

Ami  violins  <li<l  fiddle  there. 
And    when   the    (Joort   was    tired   of 

<jrt, 
I'd  lave  you,  boys,  to  think  there 

A  nate  l.utl'i-t  before  them 

When.-  i.ushius  of  good  dhnnk  there 


At  ten  before  the  ball-room  door, 

His  nullity  Kxrrllincy  was, 
He  matted  ;nid  bowed  to  all  tli"  <Ti)\vd, 

Burgoo  us  and  iiinneiiM-  he  was. 
Hi>  dusky  sluiit,  sublime  and  mute, 
Iiit<>  the  .l<M>r-\v;iy  followed  him  ; 
And  O   tin-   noi.>e   of  the  blackguard 

boys, 
As  they  hurrood  and  hollowed  him  : 

The  noble  Chair*  stud  at  the  stair, 
And  bade    the    dthrunis  to  thump  ; 

and  he 

Did  thus  evince,  to  that  Black  Prince, 
Tin-  welcome  of  his  Company. 

0  fair  the  girls,  and  rich  the  curls, 
And  bright  the  oys  you  saw  there, 
was  ; 

And  fixed  each  oye,ye  there  could  spoi, 
On  (Jineral  J*ng  P.ahawther,  was  ! 

This  dinera!  great  tben  tuck  his  sate, 

With  all  t h«- other  ginerals, 
iBfd.id  his  troat,  his  belt,  hi- coat, 

All  ble»>/ed  with  precious  minerals  ;) 
And  as  he  there,  with  princely  air, 

Ke.'loinin  on  his  •  ushi..i: 
All  round  aKmt   his  royal  chair 

The  s.piee/.in  and  the  pushin  was. 

0  Pat.such  <^irls,such  .!nkes,and  K^rls, 

Such  fashion  and  nobilit 
Just  think  ..f  Tim.  and  fancy  him 

Amidst  the  hoiirh  wntilitw  ! 
Th«'iv  was  I... id  IV  L'Huys,  and  the 
I'ortygeese 

•  jRmeo  Matheron,  Esq.,  to  whom,  a 
Board  of  Dim-tore  of  th«*  IVninsn;-,- 
OrlentAl  Conipntiv.  [.Thuotheui  M<.|... 

Btok»r  on  board  tii*1  "  n><Ti:i,"  thi- 

;-.••  Hii-l  the  Ori.-nt.-il 

•t«Mni8hi)>R,  hunihly  dedicate  this  production 
of  uiy  grateful  inuM 


Mini.stlifT  and   his  lady 

And  I  reekoni/.-.l,  with  much  surprise, 

Our  messmate,  !;.,},  <  >'<  irady,  there; 


was     T.aroness     I'runow,    that 
li»oki-d  like  .Juno, 

less    Kelltli. 

And  Countess   Koullier,    that  looked 
peculiar 

W.  11,  in  her  rotes  of  gauze  in  there. 
:   Crowhurst  (I    knew 
hm, 

When  only  Mr.  Pips  he  was), 
And   I  1",  the  great  big  fool, 

That  jit'ter  supper  tijwy  wa». 

There  was  Lord  Fingall,  and  his  la- 

dies all, 

And  I  .on  Is  Killeen  and  DulVerin, 
And  Paddy  Kile,  with  his  fat 

I  wmidtiierhow  he  could  stutf  her  in. 
There  was  Lord  Belfast,  that  by  me 

]>ast, 
A  nd  seemed  to  ask  how  should  /  go 

t)*i 
And  the  Widow  Macrae,  and  Lord  A 

And  the  Marchioness  of  Sligo  there. 

Yes,  Jukes,  and  Earls,  and  diamonds, 

and  pearls, 

And  pretty  girls,  was  sporting  there; 
And    some    beside    (the   rogues  !)    I 

>nied, 

ind  the  windies,  coorting  there. 
O   there's  one  I  know,  bedad  would 

show 

As  beautiful  as  any  there, 
And  I'd  like  to  hear  the  pipere  blow, 
And  shake  a  fut  with  Fanny  there  ! 


THE  BATTLE  OF   LIMERICK. 

•  i'-nii  of  the  nation, 
Who  look  with  veneration. 
And  Ireland's  desolation  onsaysingly 

deplore; 

Ye  Mm  of  i ;.  neralJackson, 
Who  thrample  on  the  Saxon, 
Attend  to  the  thransaction  upon  Shan- 
non shore. 
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When  William,  Duke  of  Schumbug, 
A  tyrant  and  a  humbug, 
With  cannon  and  with  thunder  on  our 

city  bore, 

Our  fortitude  and  valiance 
Insthructed  his  battalions 
To   respict    the    galliant  Irish  upon 
Shannon  shore. 

Since  that  capitulation, 
No  city  in  this  nation 
So  grand  a  reputation  could  boast  be- 
fore, 

As  Limerick  prodigious, 
That  stands  with  quays  and  bridges, 
And  the  ships  up  to  the  windies  of 
the  Shannon  shore. 

A  chief  of  ancient  line, 
Tis  William  Smith  0' Brine 
Reprismts  this  darling  Limerick,  this 

ten  years  or  more  : 
0  the  Saxons  can't  endure 
To  see  him  on  the  flu  re, 
And  thrimble  at  .the  Cicero  from  Shan- 
non shore ! 

This  valliaut  son  of  Mars 
Had  been  to  visit  Par's, 
That  land  of  Revolution,  that  grows 

the  tricolor ; 

And  to  welcome  his  returrn 
From  pilgrimages  furren, 
We  invited  him  to  tay  on  the  Shan- 
non shore. 

Then  we  summoned  to  our  board 
Young  Meagher  of  the  sword  : 
:Tis  he  will  sheathe  that  battle-axe  in 

Saxon  gore  ; 
And  Mitchil  of  Belfast 
We  bade  to  our  repast, 
To  dthrink  a  dish  of  coffee  on  the 
Shannon  shore. 

Convaniently  to  hould 
These  patriots  so  bould, 
We  tuck  the  opportunity  of  Tim  Doo- 

lan's  store ; 

And  with  ornamints  and  banners 
(As  becomes  gin  tale  good  manners) 
We  made  the  loveliest  tay-room  upon 
Shannon  shore 


Twould  binifit  your  sowls, 
To  see  the  butthered  rowls, 
The  sugar-tongs  and  sangwidges  and 

crairn  galyore, 

And  the  muffins  and  the  crumpets, 
And  the  band  of  hearts  and  thrum- 
pets, 

To  celebrate  the  sworry  upon  Shannon 
shore. 

Sure  the  Imperor  of  Bohay 
Would  be  proud  to  dthrink  the  tay 
That    Misthress    Biddy    Kooney    for 

0' Brine  did  pour  ; 
And,  since  the  days  of  Strongbow, 
There  never  was  such  Congo  — 
Mitchil  dthrank  six  quarts  of  it — by- 
Shannon  shore. 

But  Clarndon  and  Cony 
Connellan  beheld  this  sworry 
With    rage  and  imulation    in   their 

black  hearts'  core  ; 
And  they  hired  a  gang  of  ruffins 
To  interrupt  the  muffins, 
And  the  fragrance  of  the  Congo  on  the 
Shannon  shore. 

When  full  of  tay  and  cake, 
0' Brine  began  to  spake  ; 
But  juice  a  one  could  hear  him,  for  a 

sudden  roar 
Of  a  ragamuffin  rout 
Began  to  yell  and  shout, 
And  frighten  the  propriety  of  Shan- 
non shore. 

As  Smith  0' Brine  harangued, 
They  batthered  and  they  banged  : 
Tim  Doolan's  doors  and  windies  down 

they  tore  ; 

They  smashed  the  lovely  windies 
(Hung  with  muslin  from  the  Indies), 
Purshuing    of    their    shindies    upon 
Shannon  shore. 

With  throwing  of  brickbats, 
Drowned  puppies  and  dead  rats, 
These  ruffin  democrats  themselves  dM 

lower  ; 

Tin  kettles,  rotten  eggs, 
Cabbage-stalks,  and  wooden  legs, 
They   flung    among   the    patriots    of 
Shannon  shore. 
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O  the  pirls  1»^an  to 
And  upset  tli--  milk  and  erame  ; 
Ami    the    honorable   ninth-mill,    they 

mrsed  ami  BWYM 
An.l  Mit.hil  of  ]•„-!: 
Twas  he  that  look.  d 
When  they  maMed   him  in  effigy  by 
Shannon  slum-. 

O  tin-  lovely  lay  was  spilt 
On  that  .lay  of  Ire 
Says  .Jaek  Mit.-hil,  "  I  am  kilt!  Boys, 

where's  th«-  hack  «loor  ? 
Ti>  :i  national  di><;:  , 

IIH-    i,'o   alld    Veil    Hie    I,: 

An<l  he  United  with  «|iii«-k  pace  from 

the  Slianiioii  shore. 

"Cut  ilnwii  the  bloody  horde  :  " 
Says  Measlier  «•!  the  sword, 
"This    eiinclm-t.    would    di  si;  rare    any 

l»laekaiiiore  ;  " 

lint  the  l»  M  u>e  Tommy  made 
Of  his  t'amoii-.  Kittle  Made 

to  eut  his  own    stiek  from   the 
shore. 


Immortal  Smith  O'  Urine 
Was  ra^in^  like-  a  line  ; 
Twould  have  ilnne  your  sowl  good  to 

have  heard  him  roar  ; 
In  his  xloiy  he 
And  he  rushed  upon  his  foes, 
Hut  they  hit   him  on  the  nose  by  the 
Shannon  shore. 

Then  the  Futt  and  the  Dthragoons 

In  s.juadthrons  and  platoons, 
With    their    musie    playing   chunes, 

down  upon  us  l>ore  ; 
And  thev  l>ate  the  rattatoo, 
Hut  the  Peelers  eame  in  view, 
And  en.l.-d  the  .shaluoou  the  Shannon 
shore. 


i.AIM.'Y    OTOOLE. 

VOIT'VF.  all  liea id  <.f  I.arrv  O'Toole, 
Of  the  heautiful  town  ot  Prumgoole  ; 

He  had  hut  on- 

To  ogle  ye  1 
Oh,  muitht-r,  fuit  that  was  .\  j«-\v'l  ! 

A  fool 
He  made  of  de  girls,  dig  OToole. 


b«  was  the  hoy  didn't  f«il, 
Th  it  tuek  down  jiataties  and  mail  ; 
II.-  n-v.-r  would  shrink 
Fiom  any  sthn.n^  dthrink, 

whisky  or  Drogheda  ale  ; 
I'm  hail 
This  I^arry  would  swallow  a  pail. 

<  )\\,  many  a  ni^ht  at  the  bowl, 
With  Lain-  I've  sot  cheek  by  jowl  ; 

He1-,  ^one  to  his  rest, 

Where's  there's  dthrink  of  the  \>est, 
And  -o  let  us  give  his  old  sowl 

A  howl, 
For  'twas  he  made  the  noggin  to  rowl. 


THK   ROSE  OF  FLORA. 

Sent  by  a  YUUM«  Grntlrman  of  Quality  tj 
MiM  Br    dyt  of  Castle  Brady. 

Ox  Brady's  tower  there  grows  a  flower, 
It     is    the    loveliest     flower    that 

blows,  — 
At  Castle  Brady  there  lives  a  laay, 

(And  how  I  love  her  110  one  knows) ; 
Her  name  i-   Nora,   and  the  goddess 

Flora 
Presents  her  with  this  blooming  rose. 

"O   Lady   Nora,"  says  the  goddes* 

Flora, 

"  I've  many  a  rich  and  bright  par- 
terre ; 
In  Brady's  towers  there's  seven  more 

flowers, 

But  you're  the  fairest  lady  there  : 
Not    all    the    county,   nor   Ireland's 

bounty, 

Can  projuice  a  treasure  that's  half 
so  fair  ! " 

What  cheek  is  redder  ?  sure  roses  fed 

her! 
Her  hair  is  nmregolds,  and  her  eye 

of  blew. 

Beneath  her  eyelid,  is  like  the  vi'let, 
Thatdarklyglistenswith  gentle  jew ! 
The  lily's  nature  is  not  surely  whiter 
Thin    Nora's    neck   is, — and    hei 
arrums  too, 
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"  Come,  gentle  Nora,"  says  the  goddess 

Flora, 

"  My  dearest  creature,  take  my  ad- 
vice, 

There  is  a  poet,  full  well  you  know  it, 
Who  spends  his  lifetime  in  heavy 

sighs,  — 
5Toung  Redmond  Barry,  'tis  him  you'll 

marry, 

If  rhyme  and  raisin  you'd  choose 
likewise." 


THE   LAST  IRISH  GRIEVANCE. 


ON  reading  of  the  general  indignation  oc- 
casioned in  Ireland  by  the  appointment  of  a 
Scotch  Professor  to  one  of  HER  MAJESTY'S 
Godless  Colleges,  MASTKR  MOLLOY  MOLONY, 
brother  of  THADDEUS  MOLONY,  ESQ.,  of  the 
Temple,  a  youth  only  fifteen  years  of  age, 
dashed  off  the  following  spirited  lines :  — 


As  I  think  of  the  insult  that's  done  to 

this  nation, 
Red  tears  of  rivinge  from  me  fatures 

I  wash, 
And  uphold  in  this  pome,  to  the  world's 

daytistation, 

The  sleeves  that  appointed  PROFES- 
SOR M'CosH. 


I  look  round  me  counthree,  renowned 

by  exparience, 
And  see  midst  her  childthren,  the 

witty,  the  wise,  — 
Whole  hayps  of  logicians,  potes,  schol- 

lars,  grammarians, 
All  ayger  for  pleeces,  all  panting  to 
rise  ; 


I  gaze  round  the  world  in  its  utmost 

diminsion  ; 
LARD    JAHN   and  his  minions  in 

Council  I  ask, 
Was  there  ever  a  Government-pleece 

(with  a  pinsion) 

But  children  of  Erin  were  fit  for  that 
task? 


What,  Erin  beloved,  is  thy  fetal  con- 
dition ? 
What  shame  in  aych  boosoin  must 

rankle,  and  burrun, 
To  think  that  our  countree  has  ne'er  a 

logician 

In   the   hour  of   her   deenger  will 
surrev  her  turnm  J 

On  the  logic  of  Saxons  there's  little 

reliance, 
And,  rather  from  Saxons  than  gather 

its  rules, 
I'd  stamp  under  feet  the  base  book  of 

his  science, 

And  spit  on  his  chair  as  he  taught 
in  the  schools ! 

0  false  SIR  JOHN  KANE  !  is  it  thus 

that  you  praych  me  ? 
I  think  all  your  Queen's  Universi- 

tees  Bosh  ; 
And  if  you've  no  neetive  Professor  t« 

taych  me, 

I  scawurn  to  be  learned  by  the  Saxon 
M'CosH. 

There's  WISEMAN  and  CHUME,  and  His 

Grace  the  Lord  Primate, 
That  sinds  round  the  box,  and  the 

world  will  subscribe  ; 
'Tis  they'll  build  a  College  that's  fit 

for  our  climate, 

And  taych  me  the  saycrets  I  burn 
to  imboibe  ! 

'Tis  there  as  a  Student  of  Science  I'll 

enther, 
Fair  Fountain  of  Knowledge,  of  Joy, 

and  Contint  ! 
SAINT  PATHRICK'S  sweet  Statue  shall 

stand  in  the  centher, 
And  wink  his  dear  oi  every   day 
during  Lint. 

And  good   DOCTOR    NEWMAN,    that 

praycher  unwary, 
'Tis  he  shall  preside  the  Academee 

School, 
And  quit  the  gay  robe  of  ST.  PHILIP 

of  Neri, 

To  wield  the  soft  rod  of  ST.  LAW- 
RENCE O'TOOLE  1 


THE  BALLADS  OF  POLICEMAN  X, 


THE  WOLFE  XKW  BALLAD  <>F 
.IANK  KoNKY  AND  MAKY 
BROWN. 

AN  igstrawnary  tail  I  vill  tell  you  this 

veek  — 
I  stood  in  the  Court  of  A'Beckett  the 

Beak, 

Mrs.  .Tan.-  Koney,  a  vidow,  I  see, 
Who  charged  Mary  Brown  with  a  rob- 
bin  of  she. 

This  Mary  was  pore  and  in  misery  once, 
And  she  came  to  Mrs.  Honey  it's  more 

than  twelve  monce. 
She  adn't  got  no  bed,  nor  no  dinner 

nor  n 
And  kind  Mrs.  Roney  gave  Mary  all 

three. 

Mrs.    Roney  kep  Mary   for  ever  so 

ma: 

(Her  conduct  disgusted  the  best  of  all 

«,) 

She   kep  her  for  nothink,  as  kind  as 

could  ln«, 

Never  thinkin  that  this  Mary  was  a 
traitor  to  she. 

"  Mrs.  Roney,  0  Mrs.  Roney,  I  feel 

very  ill  ; 
Will  you  just  step  to  the  Doctor's  for 

to  fetch  me  a  pill  ? " 
"That   I  will,  my  pore  Mary,"  Mrs. 

Roney  says  sne  ; 
And  she  goes  off  to  the  Doctor's  as 

quickly  as  may  be. 


No  sooner  on  this  message  Mrs.  Roney 

was  - 
Than  Imp  gits  vicked  Mary,  and  jump* 

out  a  bed  ; 
She   hopens  all   the   trunks   without 

never  a  key  — 
She  bustes  all  the  boxes,  and  vith  them 

makes  free. 


Mrs.   Roney's  best  linning,  gownds, 

petticoats,  ajid  close, 
Her  children's  little  coats  and  things, 

ii-T  boots,  and  her  hose, 
She  packed  them,  and  she  stole  'em, 

and  avay  vith  them  did  flee. 
Mrs.    Roney's    situation  —  you    may 

think  vat  it  vould  be  ! 


Of  Mary,  ungrateful,  who  had  served 
her  this  vay, 

Mrs.  Roney  heard  nothink  for  a  long 
year  and  a  day. 

Till  last  Thursday,  'in  Lambeth,  van 
whom  should  she  see 

But  this  Mary,  as  had  acted  so  un- 
grateful to  she  ? 

She  was  leaning  on  the  helbo  of  * 

worthy  young  mam, 
They  were  going  to  be  married,  and 

v  alkin  hand  in  hand  ; 
And  the  rhureh  bells  was  a  ringing 

for  Mary  and  he, 
And  the  parson  was  ready,  and  a  waitia 

f«lV   1: 
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When  up  comes  Mrs.  Roney,  and  faces 

Mary  Brown, 
Who  trembles,    and   castes  her  eyes 

upon  the  ground. 
She  calls  a  jolly  pleaseman,  it  happens 

to  be  me  ; 
I   charge    this    young    woman,   Mr. 

Pleaseman,  says  she. 

"Mrs.   Roney,  o,  Mrs.  Roney,  o,  do 

let  me  go, 
I  acted  most  ungrateful  I  own,  and  I 

know, 
But  the  marriage  bell  is  a  ringin,  and 

the  ring  you  may  see, 
And  this  young  man  is  a  waitiri,"  says 

Mary  says  she. 

"I   don't  care  three  fardens  for  the 

parson  and  clark, 
And  the  bell  may  keep  ringin  from 

noon  day  to  dark. 
Mary  Brown,  Mary  Brown,  you  must 

come  along  with  me  ; 
And  I  think  this  young  man  is  lucky 

to  be  free." 

So,  in  spite  of  the  tears  which  bejew'd 

Mary's  cheek, 
I  took  that  young  gurl  to  A' Beckett 

the  Beak  ; 
That   exlent  Justice    demanded    her 

plea  — 
But  never  a  sullable  said  Mary  said 

she. 

On  account  of  her  conduck  so  base  and 

so  vile, 
That  wicked  young  gurl  is  committed 

for  trile, 
And  if  she's  transpawted  beyond  the 

salt  sea, 
It's  a  proper  reward  for  such  willians 

as  she. 

Now  you  young  gurls  of  Southwark 

for  Mary  who  veep, 
From  pickin  and  stealin  your  ands 

you  must  keep, 
Or  it  may  be  my  dooty,   as  it  was 

Thursday  veek, 
To  pull  you  all  hup  to  A' Beckett  the 

Beak. 


THE   THREE    CHRISTMAS 

WAITS. 

My  name  is  Pleaceman  X  ; 

Last  night  I  was  in  bed, 
A  dream  did  nit-  perplex, 

Which  came  into  my  Edd. 
I  dreamed  I  sor  three  Waits 

A  playing  of  their  tune, 
At  Pimlico  Palace  gates, 

All  underneath  the  moon. 
One  pulled  a  hold  French  horn, 

And  one  a  hold  Banjo, 
And  one  chap  seedy  and  torn 

A  Hirish  pipe  did  blow. 
They  sadly  piped  and  played, 

Describing  of  their  fates  ; 
And  this  was  what  they  said, 

Those  three  pore  Christinas  Waits  : 

"  When  this  black  year  Ixjgun, 
This  Eighteen-forty-eight, 

1  was  a  great  great  man, 

And  king  both  vise  ami  great, 

And  Munseer  Guizot  by  me  did  show 
As  Minister  of  State. 

"  But  Febuwerry  came, 
And  brought  a  rabble  rout 

And  me  and  my  good  dame 
And  children  did  turn  out, 

And  us,  in  spite  of  all  our  right. 
Sent  to  the  right  about. 

"  I  left  my  native  ground, 

I  left  my  kin  and  kith, 
I  left  my  royal  crownd, 

Vich  1  couldn't  travel  vith, 
And  without  a  pound  came  to  English 
ground, 

In  the  name  of  Mr.  Smith. 

"  Like  any  anchorite 

I've  lived  since  I  came  here, 
I've  kep  myself  quite  quite, 

I've  drank  the  small  small  beer, 
And  the  vater,  you  see,  disagrees  vith 
me 

And  all  my  famly  dear- 

"  0  Tweeleries  so  dear, 

0  darling  Pally  RoyL 
Vas  it  to  finish  here 

That  I  did  trouble  and  toyl  ? 
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That  all  my  plan*  should  break  in  my 

uxic, 
And  should  on  me  recoil  ? 

"My  state  I  fenced  about 

Vith  baynicks  and  vith  guns  ; 

My  gals  I  portioned  h- 

Rich  vives  1  got  my  sons  ; 

0  varn't  it  crule  to  lose  my  rule, 
My  money  and  lands  at  on 

"And  so,  vith  arp  and  w«  i 

Both  troubled  and  shagreened, 

1  bid  you  to  rejoin-, 

O  glorious  Kngland's  <,Mieend  '. 
And   n-'ver   have    t.>  veep,  like   pore 
-'- 


Beeau.M-  yu  out  are  cleaned. 

"O  Prins,  so  brave  ami  stout, 
I  stand  hefoiv  your  gate  ; 

nd  a  trifli-  liout 
To  me,  your  pon-  old   \'ait  ; 
l-'or  nothiiik  could  be   vuss  than   it's 

b«-en  along  vith  u> 
In  this  year  Forty-eight." 

"  Ven  this  bad  year  began," 

The  ne\  man  said,  saysee, 
"  I  vas  a  Journeyman, 

A  taylor  black  and  1 
And    my  wife   went    out  and  chaired 
about, 

And  my  name's  the  bold  OutFee. 

"The  Queen  and  Halbert  both 
I  swore  I  would  confound, 

I  took  a  hawlle  hoath 
To  drag  them  to  the  ground  ; 

And  scvral  more  with  in.-  they  swore 
Aginst  the  British  Crownd. 

"  Aginst  her  riear.-men  all 
We  said  we'd  try  our  strentb  ; 

Her  scarliek  soldiers  tall 

We  vow'd  we'd  lay  full  lenth  : 

And    out    we    came,    in     Freedom's 

name, 
Last  Aypril  was  the  tenth. 

"Three  'undred  thousand  snobs 

Camo  OUt  to  stop  the  vay, 
Vith  sticks  vith  iron 


Or  else  we'd  g:iin.-<l 
The   hanny  quite  kept  out  of  sight. 
And  so  ve  vent  avay. 

"  N.-xt   day  the  Pleacemen  came  — 

lie'-1.  tin  ir  planu  — 

And  from  my  good  old  dune 

They  took  her  tailor  -maim  : 
Ami  the  hard  hard  beak  did  me  be» 

>p«-ak 

To  Newgit  in  the  Wann. 

• 

"  In  that  etroeioii 

The  Jewry  did  agree  ; 
The  Judge  did  me  transport, 

To  go  beyond  th< 
And  n  tor  lifi-.  from  his  dear  wife 

'I'h.-y  took  poor  old  Cuffee. 

'••i  Halbert,  Appv  I'rinre  ! 

\\'ith  children  round  your  knees, 
In-ravin^  aiistim  1'ii: 

And  taking  hoff  your  hease  ; 
0  think  of  me,  the  old  Cuflee, 

Beyond  the  solt  solt  seas  ! 

"  Although  I'm  h,,ld  and  black, 

My  hanguish  is  most  gi 
Great  Prince,  0  call  me  back, 

And  1  vill  be  your  Vait  ! 
And  iii-vi-r  noni(irevill  break  the  Lot 

As  I  did  in    Forty-eight." 

The  tailer  thus  did  ''lose 

(A   pore  old  blaekymore  rogue), 
When  a  dismal  gent  "iij 

And  spokr  with  Hiii-h  I > rogue  : 
44  Tin  Smith  <>  Brine,  of  Koyal  Line, 

Descended  fiom  lloiy  Ogue. 

11  When  great  O'Connle  died, 
That  man  whom  all  did  trust, 

That  man  whom  Henglish  pride 
Beheld  with  such  disgust, 

Then  Krin  free  fixed  eyes  on  me, 
And  swoar  I  should  be  fust 

" '  The  glorious  Hirish  Crown,' 
.  'it shall  be  thine  : 

l.oim  time,  it's  w.-ry  well  known, 

You  kep  it  in  your  line  ; 
Th  it  diadem  of  hemerald  gem 

I    •  «ur>,  my  Smith  O'Brine. 


324 


BALLADS. 


"  '  Too  long  the  Saxon  churl 
Our  land  encumbered  hath  ; 

Arise  my  Prince,  my  Earl, 
And  brush  them  from  thy  path  : 

Rise,  mighty  Smith,  and  sveep  'em 

vith 
Th«  besom  of  your  wrath. ' 


"  Then  in  my  might  I  rose, 

My  country  I  surveyed, 
I  saw  it  tilled  with  foes> 

I  viewed  them  undismayed  ; 
'  Ha,  ha ! '  says  1,  '  the  harvest's  high, 

I'll  reap  it  with  my  blade.' 


"  My  warriors  I  enrolled, 
They  rallied  round  their  lord  ; 

And  cheafs  in  council  old 
I  summoned  to  the  board  — 

Wise  Doheny  and  Duffy  bold, 
And  Meagher  of  the  Sword. 


"  I  stood  on  Slievenamaun, 
They  came  with  pikes  and  bills  ; 

They  gathered  in  the  dawn, 
Like  rnist  upon  the  hills, 

And  rushed  adown  the  mountain  side 
Like  twenty  thousand  rills. 

"  Their  fortress  we  assail ; 

Hurroo  !  my  boys,  hurroo  ! 
The  bloody  Saxons  quail 

To  hear  the  wild  Shaloo  : 
Strike,  and  prevail,  proud  Innesfail, 

O'Brine  aboo,  atioo ! 


"  Our  people  they  defied  ; 

They  shot  at  'em  like  savages, 
Their  bloody  guns  they  plied 

With  sanguinary  ravages  : 
Hide,  blushing  Glory,  hide 

That  day  among  the  cabbages  ! 

"  And  so  no  more  I'll  say, 
But  ask  your  Mussy  great, 

And  hi»nbly  sing  and  pray, 
Your  Majesty's  poor  Wait : 

Your  Smith  O'Brine  in  'Forty-nine 
Will  blush  for 'Forty-eight." 


LINES  ON  A  LATE  HOSPICIOUS 
EWENT.* 

BY   A   GENTLEMAN   OF  THE  FOOT- 
GUARDS  (BLUE). 

I  PAGED  upon  my  beat 

With  steady  step  and  slow, 

All  huppandownd  of  Ranelagh  Street ; 
Ran'lagh  St.  Pimlico. 

While  marching  huppandownd 
Upon  that  fair  May  morn, 

Beold  the  booming  cannings  sound, 
A  royal  child  is  born  ! 

The  Ministers  of  State 

Then  presnly  I  sor, 
They  gallops  to  the  Pallis  gate, 

In  carridges  and  for. 

With  anxious  looks  intent, 

Before  the  gate  they  stop, 
There  comes  the  good  Lord  President, 

And  there  the  Archbishopp. 

Lord  John  he  next  elights  ; 

And  who  comes  here  in  haste  ? 
'Tis  the  ero  of  one  underd  fights, 

The  caudle  for  to  taste. 

Then  Mrs.  Lily,  the  nuss, 
Towards  them  steps  with  joy  ; 

Says  the  brave  old  Duke,  "  Come  tdl 

to  us, 
Is  it  a  gal  or  a  boy  ? " 

Says  Mrs.  L.  to  the  Duke, 
"  Your  Grace,  it  is  a  Prince" 

And  at  that  nuss's  bold  rebuke, 
He  did  both  laugh  and  wince. 

He  vews  with  pleasant  look 

This  pooty  flower  of  May, 
Then,  says  the  wenerable  Duke, 

"  Egad,  it's  my  buthday." 

By  memory  backwards  borne, 
Peraps  his  thoughts  did  stray 

To  that  old  place  where  he  was  born« 
Upon  the  first  of  May. 


The  birth  of  Prim*  Arthur. 


THE    HALLADS   OF    1'OIJCKMAN'  X. 


Perhaps  ho  did  recal 

The  ancient  tuw.-rsof  Trim  ; 
And  County  Meath  ami  bangan  Hall 

They  did  rewisit  liiiu. 

I  phansy  of  him  so 

His  good  old  thoughts  employin*  ; 
•re  years  and  one  ago 

tho  tlowin' 


His  fit  her  praps  lie  sees, 

Mt»t     MlIMcle   iif    1,1,1,1s, 

,  ing  n  i;id  -Ingles  and  glees 
Upon  the  Arpsi. 

I  li.in.sy  this  old  Ero 
Cpoii  his  mother'.-,  kiir.-  ! 
Dili  ever  lady  in  this  hind 
Avo  grc.itt.-r  .sons  than  she? 

And  I  shoiidn  ho  surprize 
While  this  was  in  his  mind, 

Jt'a  drop  then;  twinkled  in  his  eyes 
Of  unfamiliar  brind. 

To  Hapsly  Ou.se  next  day 
Dnv  s  up  a  liroo>h  and  for, 

A  gracious  prim  •«•  sits  in  that  Shay 
(I  mention  him  with  Hor  !) 

They  ring  nj»on  the  bull, 

The  Porter  shows  his  Ed, 
(11.   fought  at  Vaterloo  as  veil, 

And  vt'iirs  a  Veskit  red). 

To  see  that  carriage  come, 

The  people  round  it  p 
"  And  is  the  galliunt   Duke  at  ome  ?  " 

"  Your  Royal  Ighness,  yes." 

•He  stt-pps  from  t.ut  the.  Rroosh 

Ami  in  the  gate  is  ^mie  ; 
And  X,  although  the  people  push, 
\\ery  kind,  "  Mo\v  lion." 

The  Royal  Prince  unto 
The  gfclliant  l>uke  .li.l  say, 

"  Dear  Duke,  my  little  son'and  you 
\Va>  h>rn  the  >«-lf  >ame  day. 

"The  Lady  of  the  land. 

My  wife  and  Sovrin^  dear, 
It  is  by  her  hor^u>t  command 

1  wait  upon  you  her*, 


"  That  lady  is  as  well 

,11  cxjK-cted  IM-  ; 

And  to  your  Grace  she  bid  me  Ull 
Tin.-,  gracious  message  free. 

"  That  olF^pring  of  our  race, 
Who;  y  yon  see, 

To  <ho\v  our  honor  for  your  Graot, 
Prince  Arthur  he  shall  be. 

"  That  name  it  rhymes  to  fame  ; 

All  Kurope  knows  the  .sound  : 
And  1  couldn't  find  a  better  name 

If  you'd  give  me  twenty  i>ound. 

"  King  Arthur  hud  his  knights 
That  girt  his  table  round, 

But  you  have  won  a  hundred  fights, 
Will  match  'tin  I'll  be  bound. 

"  You  fought  with  Bonypart, 
And  likewise  Tippoo  Saib  ; 

I  name  you  then  with  all  my  heart 
The  Godsire  of  this  babe.1' 

That  Prince  his  leave  was  took, 
His  hintei \i.-w  was  done. 

So  let  us  give  the  good  old  Duke 
Good  luck  of  his  god-son. 

And  wish  him  years  of  joy 
In  this  our  time  of  Schism, 

And  hoiM-  he'll  hear  the  royal  boy 
Hi>  little  catechism. 

And  my  pooty  little  Prince 
That's  come  our  arts  to  cheer, 

Let  me  my  loyal  powers  ewinca 
A  welcouiin  of  you  ere. 

And  the  Poit-Laureat's  crownd, 

I  think,  in  some  respex, 
Egstremely  shootable  might 

For  honest  Pleaseman  X. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  ELIZA  DAVia 
GALUANT  gents  and  lovely  ladiea, 

List  a  tail  vich  late  bcfel, 
Vich  I  hi-aid  it,  bein  on  iluty, 

At  the  1'leace  llotu'ce,  (Jlerkeawtll. 
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Praps  you  know  the  Fondling  Cha*»el, 
Vere  the  little  children  sings  : 

(Lor  !  I  likes  to  hear  on  Sundies 
Them  there  pooty  little  things  ! 

In  this  street  there  lived  a  housemaid, 
If  you  particklarly  ask  rue  where  — 

Vy,  it  vas  at  four-and-tventy 
Guilford     Street,     by     Brunsvick 
Square. 

Vich  her  name  was  Eliza  Davis, 
And  she  went  to  fetch  the  beer  : 

In  the  street  she  met  a  party 
As  was  quite  surprized  to  see  her. 

Vich  he  vas  a  British  Sailor, 
For  to  judge  him  by  his  look  : 

Tarry  jacket,  canvass  trowsies, 
Ha-la  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

Presently  this  Mann  accostes 
Of  this  hinnocent  young  gal  — 

"  Pray,"  saysee,  "excuse  my  freedom, 
You're  so  like  my  Sister  Sal ! 

"  You're  so  like  my  Sister  Sally, 
Both  in  valk  and  face  and  size, 

Miss,  that —  dang  my  old  lee  scuppers, 
It  brings  tears  into  my  heyes  !  " 

"I'm  a  mate  on  board  a  wessel, 
I'm  a  sailor  bold  and  true  ; 

Shiver  up  my  poor  old  timbers, 
Let  me  be  a  mate  for  you  ! 

"  What's  your  name,  my  beauty,  tell 
me;" 

And  she  faintly  hansers,  "  Lore, 
Sir,  my  name's  Eliza  Davis, 

And  I  live  at  tventy-four." 

Hoftimes  came  this  British  seaman, 

This  deluded  gal  to  meet  ; 
And  at  tventy-four  was  welcome, 

Tventy-four  in  Guilford  Street. 

And  Eliza  told  her  Master 
(Kinder  they  than  Missuses  are), 

How  in  marridge  he  had  ast  her, 
Like  a  galliant  Brittwh  Tar. 


And   he   brought  his  landkdy  vith 
him, 

(Vich  vas  all  his  hurtful  plan), 
And  she  told  how  Charley  Thompson 

Keely  vas  a  good  young  man. 

And  how  she  herself  had  lived  ic 
Many  years  of  union  sweet, 

Vith  a  gent  she  met  promiskous, 
Valkiii  in  the  public  street. 

And  Eliza  listened  to  them, 

And  she  thought  that  soon   theii 

bands 
Vould  be  published  at  the  Fondlin, 

Hand  the  clergymen  jiue-their  ands. 

And  he  ast  about  the  lodgers, 

(Vich  her  master  let  some  rooms), 

Likevise  vere  they  kep  their  things, 

and 
Vere  her  master  kep  his  spoons. 

Hand  this  vicked  Charley  Thompson 
Came  on  Sundy  veek  to  see  her  ; 

And  he  sent  Eliza  Davis 
Hout  to  fetch  a  pint  of  beer. 

Hand  while  pore  Eliza  vent  to 
Fetch  the  beer,  dewoid  of  sin, 

This  etrocious  Chadey  Thompson 
Let  his  wile  accomplish  hin. 

To  the  lodgers,  their  apartments, 
This  abandingd  female  goes, 

Prigs  their  shirts  and  umberellas  ; 
Prigs   their  boots,    and  hats,  and 
clothes. 

Vile  the  scoundrel  Charley  Thompson, 
Lest  his  wictim  should  escape, 

Hocust  her  vith  rum  and  vater, 
Like  a  fiend  in  huming  shape. 

But  a  hi  was  fixt  upon  'em 
Vich  these  raskles  little  sore  ; 

Namely,  Mr.  Hide,  the  landlord 
Of  the  house  at  tventy-four. 

He  vas  valkin  in  his  garden, 

Just  afore  he  vent  to  sup  ; 
And  on  looking  up  he  sor  the 

Lodgers'  tinders  lighted  Imp. 
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Hup  t,n-  stairs  the  landlord  tumbled 
Si.mething's  going  wrou^,  he  said 

Ami  lie  caught  the  vKk.-d  voman 
Underneath  the  lodgers'  bed. 

And  he  called  a  brother  Ph-a 
Vich  vas  passing  on  his  heat  ; 

Like  a  true  and  galliant  feller. 
Hup  and  down  in  Guilford 

And  that  Pleaseman  able-bodied 
Took  this  voman  to  the  cell  ; 

To  the  cell  vere  she  was 

In  the  Close  of  Clerkemvell. 

And  though  viukrd  Charley  Thompson 

Boulted  like  a  mi.scrant  1 
Presently  another  IMeas.Tiian 

Took  him  to  the  .self-same  place. 

And  this  precious  pair  of  raskles 
Tuesday  last  came  up  for  do..m  ; 

By  the  MU  they  mu  ,  ommilted, 
Vich  his  name  was  Mr.  Combe. 

Has  for  poor  Kli/.a  Davis, 
Simple  gurl  of  tventy-four, 

,S'/>.   I  ope,  vill  never  listen 
In  the  streets  to  sailors  moar. 

Hut  if  she  mustavo  a  sweet-art, 
(  Vich  most  every  gurl  expex,) 

Let  her  take  a  jolly  plcascm.m  ; 
Vich  his  name  peraps  is  —  X. 


DAMAGES,   TWO   HUNDRED 
POUNDS. 


Jurymen  of  Fngland  !    who 
admire  your  country's  laws, 
And  proclaim  a   British  .Inry  worthy 

of  the  realm's  applause  ; 
Gayly  compliment  each  other  at  the 

issue  i  .f  a  , 

Which  was  tried  at  Guildford  'sizes, 
this  day  week  as  ever  was. 

Unto  that  august   tribunal    con 

f  -nth-man  in  .i^rief, 
wad  tho  British  .Jury,  an.  I  the 
Judge,  the  Baron  Chief,) 


^  a  Biitish  mnn  and    husband — • 
asking  of  the  law  r^-liof, 
For  his  wife  was  stolen  from  him  — 
he'd   have   vengeance   on    the 

thief. 

i.is  wife,  the  blessed  treasure  with 
the  which  his  '.  wned, 

Wickedly  was  ravished  from  him  by  a 
liy|K.'Titr  profound. 

And  he  comes  Ix-fon-  twelve  Britons, 
men  for  sense  and  truth  re- 
nowned, 

To  award  him  for  his  damage,  twenty 
hundred  sterling  pound. 

He  by  conn  >•]  and  attorney  there  at 
(Juildford  docs  app 

Asking  damage  of  tin-  vilhin  who  se- 
duced his  lady  dear  : 

But  I  can't  help  asking,  though  the 
lady's  t,rnilt  w.is  all  too  «  : 

And  tlioii^h  guilty  the  .lefnidint, 
n't  the  plaintiff  rather 


First  the  lady's  mother  spoke,  and 
1  she'd  seen   her  daughter 

cry 
But  a  fortnight  after  marriage  :  early 

times  for  piping  eye. 
Six  months  after,  things  were  worse, 

and  the  piping  eye  was  black, 
And    this    gallant    British   husband 

caned  his  wife  upon  the  back. 

Three  months  after  they  were  married, 

husband    pushed    her  to  the 

door, 
Told  her  to  be  off  and  leave  him,  for 

he  wanted  her  no  more. 
As  she  would  not  go,  why  he  went : 

thrice  he  left  his  lady  dear ; 
Left  her,   too,   without  a  penny,  for 

more  than  a  quarter  of  a  year. 

Mrs.  Frances  Duncan  knew  the  par- 
ties very  well  indeed, 

She  had  seen  him  pull  his  lady's  now 
and  make  her  lip  to  bleed  ; 

If  he  chanced  to  sit  at  home  not  • 
single  word  he  said  : 

./  him  throw  the  cover  of 
a  dish  at  hit  lady'a 
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Sarah   Green,  another  witness,  clear 

did  to  the  jury  note 
How  she  saw  this  honest  fellow  seize 

his  lady  by  the  throat, 
How  he  cursed  her  and  abused  her, 

beating  her  into  a  fit, 
Till  the  pitying  next-door  neighbors 
crossed  the  wall  and  witnessed  it. 

Next  door  to  this  injured  Briton  Mr. 

Owers  a  butcher  dwelt ; 
Mrs.    Owers's  foolish  heart  towards 

this  erring  dame  did  melt ; 
(Not  that  she  had  erred  as  yet,  crime 

was  not  developed  in  her), 
But  being  left  without  a  penny,  Mrs. 

Owers  supplied  her  dinner  — 
God  be  merciful  to  Mrs.  Owers,  who 

was  merciful  to  this  sinner  ! 

Caroline  Naylor  was  their  servant, 

said  they  led  a  wretched  life, 
Saw  this  most  distinguished   Briton 

fling  a  teacup  at  his  wife  ; 
He  went  out  to  balls  and  pleasures, 

and  never  once,  in  ten  months' 

space, 
Sat  with  his  wife  or  spoke  her  kindly. 

This  was  the  defendant's  case. 

Pollock,  C.B.,  charged  the  Jury ;  said 

the  woman's  guilt  was  clear  : 
That  was  not  the   point,    however, 

which  the  Jury  came  to  hear  ; 
But  the  damage  to  determine  which, 

as  it  should  true  appear, 
This  most    tender-hearted   husband, 

who  so  used  his  lady  dear  — 

Beat  her,  kicked  her,  caned  her,  cursed 
her,  left  her  starving,  year  by 
year, 

Flung  her  from  him,  parted  from  hei , 
wrung  her  neck,  and  boxed  h«r 
ear  — 

What  the  reasonable  damage  this  af- 
flicted man  could  claim, 

By  the  loss  of  the  affections  of  this 
guilty  graceless  dame  ? 

Then  the  honest  British  Twelve,  to 
each  other  turning  round, 

Laid  their  clever  heads  together  with 
a  wisdom  most  profound  : 


And  towards  his  Lordship  looking, 

spoke   the    foreman    wise   and 

sound  ;  — 
"My   Lord,    we   find   for  this    here 

plaintiff,  damages  two  hundred 

pound." 

So,  God  bless  the  Special  Jury  !  pride 

and  joy  of  English  ground, 
And  the  happy  land  of  England,  where 

true  justice  does  abound  ! 
British  jurymen  and  husbands,  let  us 

hail  this  verdict  proper  : 
If  a  British  wife  offends  you,  Britons, 

you've  a  right  to  whop  her. 

Though  you  promised  to  protect  her, 

though  you  promised  to  defend 

her, 
You  are  welcome  to  neglect  her:  to 

the  devil  you  may  send  her : 
You  may  strike  her,  curse,  abuse  her  ; 

so  declares  our  law  renowned  ; 
And  if  after  this  you  lose  her, —  why, 

you're  paid  two  hundred  pound. 


THE  KNIGHT  AND  THE  LADY. 

THERE'S  in  the  Vest  a  city  pleasant 
To  vich  King  Bladud  gev  his  name, 

And  in  that  city  there's  a  Crescent 
Vere  dwelt  a  noble  knight  of  fame. 

Although  that  galliant  knight  is  old- 
ish, 

Although  Sir  John  as  gray,  gray  air, 
Hage  has  not  made  his  busum  coldish, 

His  Art  still  beats  tewodds  the  Fair ! 

'Twas  two  years  sins,  this  knight  so 

splendid, 

Peraps  fateagued  with  Bath's  rou- 
tines, 

To  Paris  towne  his  phootsteps  bended 
In  sutch  of  gayer  folks  and  scans. 

His  and  was  free,  his  means  was  easy, 
A  nobler,  finer  gent  than  he 

Ne'er  drove  about  the  Shons-Eleeay, 
Or  paced  the  Roo  de  Rivolee. 
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A  brougham  and  pair  Sir  John 
wi«led, 

In  which  abroad  he  loved  to  ride  ; 
But  nr  !  he  most  of  all  enjy 

When  some  one  helse  was  sittin'  in- 

That  "some  one  helse  "  a  lovely  dame 

Hear  ladies  you  will  heasy  tell  — 
Countess  Grabrowski  her  sweet  name 

A  noble  title,  ard  to  spell. 

Tliis  faymus  Countess  ad  a  daughter 
Of  lovely  form  and  tender  art  ; 

A  Dobtantt  in  marridge  sought  her, 
I'.y  n;inif  the  Baron  of  Saint  Bart. 

Their  pashn    touched   the   noble  Sir 

John, 

It  was  M>  power  and  profound  ; 
i  iialirouski  In-  did  urge  on 
With   I  ly  in  ing's  wreeth  their  loves 
to  crownd. 

"0,    come   to   Bath,    to   Lansdowne 

ent," 
Says  kind  Sir  John,  "and  live  with 

me  ; 
Tin-    living   there's  uncommon   : 

ant  — 
I'm  sure  you'll  find  the  hair  agree. 

•Him- to  Bath,  myf;iirr.ral>ro\vski. 
And    bring    your   charming   girl,' 

sezee  ; 
"The   Barring  here   shall   have   th 

ouso  ' 

Vith  breakfast,  dinner,  lunch,  and 
tea. 

«  And  when  they've  passed  an  appy 

winter, 

Their  opes  and  loves  no  more  we'l 
bar  ; 

The  marridge-vow  they'll  enter  inter 
And  I  at  church  will  be  their  T;\r. 

To    Bath   they  went  to   Lansdown 

( >••-•. -nt. 
Where  go«l  Sir  John  he  did  provid 


i  of  t«vus  and  balls  in 
And  bosses  both  to  drive  and  ride. 

He  wa*  so  <>spitablv  buSV, 

When  Miss  was  late,  he'd  make  so 
bold 

is  to  rail  out,  "Missy,  Missy, 
Come    down,    the    coffy  s    getting 
cold  ! " 

iut  0  1  *til  sadd  to  think  such  bounties 
Should  meet  with  Kiirh  return  as 
this  ; 

)  Barring  of  Saint  Bart,  0  CountaM 
Grabrowski,  and  0  cruel  Miss  ! 

He  married  you  at  Bath's  fair  Habby, 
Saint  Bart  he  treated  like  a  son  — 

\nd  wasn't  it  uncommon  shabby 
To  do  what  you  have  went  and  done  ! 

My  trembling  And  amost  refewses 
To  write  the  charge  which  Sir  John 
swore, 

Of  which  the  Countess  he  ecuses, 
Her  daughter  and  her  son-in-lore. 

My  Mews  quite  blushes  as  she  sings  of 
The  fatle  charge  which  now  I  quote  : 

He  says  Miss  took  his  two  best  rings 

off, 
And  pawned  'em  for  a  tenpun  note. 

"  Is  this  the  child  of  honest  parince, 
To    make    away   with    folks'  best 
things  ? 

Is  this,  pray,  like  the  wives  of  Barrins, 
To  go  and  prig  a  gentleman's  rings  ?" 

Thus    thought    Sir  John,   by  anger 

wrought  on, 

And  to  rewenge  his  injured  cause, 
He  brought  them  hup  to  Mr.  Brough- 

ton, 
Last  Vensday  veek  as  ever  waws. 

If  guiltless,  how  she  have  b«en  slan- 
dered ! 

If  guilty,  wengeanc*  will  not  fail  : 
Mi  amvhife  the  lady  is  remanded 

And  L"' v  three  hund red  poHnsiu  bail. 
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JACOB   HOMNIUM'S  HOSS. 

A    NEW    PALLICE    COURT    CHANT. 

ONE  sees  in  Viteall  Yard, 
Vere  [deacemen  do  resort, 

A  wenerable  hinstitute, 
'Tis  call'd  the  Pallis  Court. 

A  gent  as  got  his  i  on  it, 

I  think  'twill  make  some  sport. 

The  uatur  of  this  Court 

My  hiudignation  riles  : 
A  few  fat  legal  spiders 

Here  set  &  spin  their  viles  ; 
To  rob  the  town  theyr  privlege  is, 

In  a  hayrea  of  twelve  miles. 

The  Judge  of  this  year  Court 

Is  a  mellitary  beak, 
.  He  knows  no  more  of  Lor 

Than  praps  he  does  of  Greek, 
And  prowides  hisself  a  deputy 

Because  he  cannot  speak. 

Four  counsel  in  this  Court  — 
Misnamed  of  Justice  —  sits  ; 

These  lawyers  owes  their  places  to 
Their  money,  not  their  wits  ; 

And  there's  six  attornies  under  them, 
As  here  their  living  gits. 

These  lawyers,  six  and  four, 

Was  a  livin  at  their  ease, 
A  sen  din  of  their  writs  abowt, 

And  droring  in  the  fees, 
When  their  erose  a  cirkimstance 

As  is  like  to  make  a  breeze. 

It  now  is  some  monce  since, 
A  gent  both  good  and  trew 

Possest  an  ausum  oss  vith  vich 
He  didn  know  what  to  do  : 

Peraps  he  did  not  like  the  oss, 
Peraps  he  was  a  scru. 

This  gentleman  his  oss 
At  Tattersall's  did  lodge  ; 


Wasn  that  a  artful  dodge  '( 


One  day  this  gentleman's  groom 

This  willain  did  spy  out, 
A  mounted  on  this  oss 

A  ridin  him  about ; 
"  Get  out  of  that  there  oss,  you  rogue," 

Speaks  up  the  groom  so  stout. 

The  thief  was  cruel  whex'd 
To  find  himself  so  pinn'd  ; 

The  oss  began  to  whinny, 

The  honest  groom  he  grinn'd  ; 

And  the  raskle  thief  got  off  the  oss 
And  cut  avajr  like  vind. 

And  phansy  with  what  joy 

The  master  did  regard 
His  dearly  bluvd  lost  oss  again 

Trot  in  the  stable  yard  ! 

Who  was  this  master  good 

Of  whomb  I  makes  these  rhymes  ? 
His  name  is  Jacob  H omnium,  Exquire; 

And  if  7*d  committed  crimes, 
Good  Lord  !  I  wouldn't  ave  that  mann 

Attack  me  in  the  Times! 

Now  shortly  after  the  groomb 
His  master's  oss  did  take  up, 

There  came  a  livery-man 
This  gentleman  to  wake  up  ; 

And  he  handed  in  a  little  bill, 
Which  hangered  Mr.  Jacob. 

For  two  pound  seventeen 

This  livery-man  eplied, 
For  the  keep  of  Mr.  Jacob's  oss, 

Which  the  thief  had  took  to  ride. 
"  Do  you  see  any  think  green  in  me  ?  - 

Mr.  Jacob  Homnium  cried. 

"  Because  a  raskle  chews 

My  oss  away  to  robb, 
And  goes  tick  at  your  Mews 

For  seven-and-fifty  bobb, 
Shall  /  be  call'd  to  pay  ?  —  It  is 

A  iniquitious  Jobb." 

Thus  Mr.  Jacob  cut 

The  conwasation  short ; 
The  livery-man  went  ome, 

Detummingd  to  av<;  sport, 
And    summingsd    Jacob    Homnium, 
Exquire. 

Into  the  Pallis  Court. 
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POP-  Jac.,1,  \\i-nt  !•>  Court, 

A  <  'oun.Md  tor  to  fix, 
Ami  ehoo.M-  ;i  barrister  ma  of  the  four, 

An  attorney  of  tin-  six  : 
Ami  tin-re  hi;  sor  the.-,e  men  <4  l.»i, 

Ami  watch'd  'mi  :it  tli-  u  tricks. 

The  dreadful  day  of  trile 

In  tin-  I'allis  <  'ourt  did  come  ; 

Tin1  lawyers  ..aid  their  say, 
The  Judge  look'd  wery  glum, 

And  then  III.'  I'.riti.sh  Jur) 
1'ore  .1  icub  Horn  ni  urn. 

()  a  weary  day  was  that 
Km-  . I. iroli  to  go  through  ; 

The  ili'l.t   was  two  seventeen 

(  \\  Inch  he  ii"  mor  uvM-d  than  you), 
And    then    there    was    tin-    phu.v 
costs, 

KU-vi'ii  pound  six  and  two. 

And  thru  th»-iv  was  his  own, 

\Vhi'-|i  tin-  law\fis  tln-y  did  fix 

At  t  h.-  wrry  niod.-rit  ti. 
( >f  ten  jioiind  on.-  an  : 

Now  Kvins  lili-ss  tin-  r.illis  Court, 
And  nil  its  Uld  vcr-d. 

I  cannot  sottingly  tell 

if  .)a«-oli  swaw  and  CUSt, 
At  avin<j  for  to  pay  this  sumb  ; 

Hut  I  should  think  In-  must, 
And  av  drawn  u  cheque  1'or  .£24  4s.  Sd. 

Witli  most  igstremr  disgust. 

O  I'nllis  Court,  you  move 

My  pitty  most  protonnd. 
A  most  ••musing  sport 

You  thought,  it,  I'll  In-  lx>und, 
ill'  hup  a  thriT-|M»nnd  d'-ht, 

NV.th  two-and  tucnty  pound. 

(iood  spoil  it  is  to  you 
To  grind  the  honest  ; 

v  their  just  or  unjust  debts 
With  eight   hundred   per  cent,   for 

Mnko  haste  and  :,'ct  your  co.stcs  in, 
They  will  not  last  much  inor  ! 

t'ome  down  from  that  triVwn, 
Thou  Mham«-les8  and  I'njust  ; 


Thou  S\\  indie,  picking  poek«-t*  in 

The  name  of  Truth  august  : 
Come  down,  thoii  ho.iry  r.la.sphttiny, 

die  th"ii  shalt   and  lllUSt. 

Aud  go  it,  .Jucoh  lloinniuui, 
And  ply  your  iion  pen, 

up,  Sir  .Ic.hn  .1 
And  slmt  me  up  that  den  ; 
That  -sty  tor  t.ittening  lawyers  in, 
On  thu  bum-.-,  of  lionc-,1  men. 

Ul   X. 


THE  SPECULATORS. 

The  night  was  stonny  and  dark, 
Tin-  town  u.i>  dmt  up  in  .-deep  :  Only 
tho.se  were  abroad  who  were  out  on 
a  lark,  Or  those  who'd  no  beds  to 

keep. 

I  pass'd  through  the  lonely  street, 
The  u  ind  did  sing  and  blow  ;  I  could 
hear  the  policeman's  feet  Chipping 
to  and  fro. 

There  stood  a  potato-man     In  the 

midst  of  all  the  wet  ;      He  stood  \\ith 
his    'tato-can      In    the    lonely    1 

i-iarket. 

Two  gents  of  dismal  mien,  And 
dank  and  greasy  rag-,  <  'aine  out  of  a 
shop  for  gin,  Swaggering  over  the 

tlags  : 

Swaggering  over  the  stones,    These 

shabby  bucks  did  walk  ;     Ami  1  went 
and  followed  those  seedy  ones,     And 
d  to  their  talk. 

Was  I  sober  or  awake  ?  Could  I 
believe  my  ears  ?  Those  dismal  beg- 
gars spake  Of  nothing  but  railroad 
shares. 

1  wondered  more  and  more  :  Says 
one — "Good  friend  of  mine.  How 
ninny  sh  ires  have  you  wrote  for,  In 
the  Diddhsex  Junction  line?" 
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"I  wrote  for  twenty,"  says  Jim, 
'*  But  they  wouldn't  give  me  one  ;  " 
Hia  comrade  straight  rebuked  him 
for  the  folly  he  had  done  : 

"  0  Jim,  you  are  unawares  Of  the 
ways  of  this  bad  town  ;  1  always 
write  for  five  hundred  shares,  And 
then,  they  put  me  down." 

"  And  yet  you  got  no  .shares,"  Says 
Jim,  "for  all  your  boast  ;  "  "I  would 
have  wrote,"  says  Jack,  "but  where 
Was  thi  penny  to  pay  the  post  ? " 

"I  lost,  for  I  couldn't  pay  That 
first  instalment  up  ;  But  here's  'taters 
smoking  hot  —  I  say,  Let's  stop,  my 
boy,  and  sup." 

And  at  this  simple  feast  The  while 
they  did  regale,  I  drew  each  ragged 
capitalist  Down  on  my  left  thumb- 
nail. 

Their  talk  did  me  perplex,  All 
night  I  tumbled  and  tost,  And 
thought  of  railroad  specs,  And  how 
money  was  won  and  lost. 

"Bless  railroads  everywhere,"  I 
said,  "and  the  world's  advance  ; 
Bless  every  railroad  share  In  Italy, 
Ireland,  France ;  For  never  a  beg- 
gar need  now  despair,  And  every 
rogue  has  a  chance." 


A  WOEFUL  NEW  BALLAD 

OF  THE  PROTESTANT   CONSPIRACY   TO 
TAKE  THE  POPE'S  LIFE. 

(BY  A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  HAS   BEEN  ON 
THE  SPOT.)      ' 

COME  all  ye  Christian  people,  unto  my 

tale  give  ear, 
;Tis  about    a    base    consperracy,   as 

quickly  shall  appear  ; 
Twill  make  your  hair  to  bristle  up, 

and  your  eyes  to  start  and  glow, 
When  of  this  dread  consperracy  you 

honest  folks  shall  know. 


The  news  of  this  consperracy  and  vil- 

lianous  attempt, 
I  read  it  in  a  newspaper,  from  Italy  it 

was  sent : 
It  was  sent  from  lovely  Italy,  where 

the  olives  they  do  grow, 
And  our  holy  father  lives,  yes,  yes, 

while  his  name  it  is  No  NO. 

And  'tis  there  our  English  noblemen 

goes  that  is  Puseyitus  no  longer, 
Because  they  finds  the  ancient  faith 

both  better  is  and  stronger, 
And  'tis  there  I  knelt  beside  my  lord 

when  he  kiss'd  the  POPE  his  toe, 
And  hung  his  neck  with  chains  at  St. 

Peter's  Vinculo. 

And  'tis  there  the  splendid  churches 
is,  and  the  fountains  playing 
grand, 

And  the  palace  of  PRINCE  TORLONIA, 
likewise  the  Vatican  ; 

And  there's  the  stairs  where  the  bag- 
pipe-men and  the  pifiararys 
blow. 

And  it's  there  I  drove  my  lady  and 
lord  in  the  Park  of  Pincio. 

And  'tis  there  our  splendid  churches 
is  in  all  their  pride  and  glory, 

Saint  Peter's  famous  Basilisk  and  Saint 
Mary's  Maggiory  ; 

And  them  benighted  Prodestants,  on 
Sunday  they  must  go 

Outside  the  town  to  the  preaching- 
shop  by  the  gate  of  Popolo. 

Now  in  this  town  of  famous  Room,  as 

I  dessay  you  have  heard, 
There   is  scarcely  any  gentleman  as 

hasn't  got  a  beard. 
And  ever  since  the  world  began  it  was 

ordained  so, 
That  there  should  always  barbers  be 

wheresumever  beards  do  grow. 

And  as  it  always  has  been  so  since  the 

world  it  did  begin, 
The  POPE,  our  Holy  Potentate,  has  a 

beard  upon  his  chin  ; 
And  every  morning  regular  when  cocks 

begin  to  crow, 
There  comes  a  cei  ting  party  to  wait 

on  POPE  Pio. 
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There  coinM  a  cnrtin^'  ^intlfim-ii  with 

:•  r,  S4i;ip,  ami    lather, 
A  shaving  most  res|»-,-t  fully  '  h.-  l'<>n  , 

DIM-  Holy  Father. 
Ami  now   the  dVBM   con>perracy   I'll 

(juickly  to  you  show, 
Which  them  sanguinary   I  'rod-  -slants 

did  form  a^'aii. 

Them  sjiiinuin:!-  .ntH,  which 

I  al-ore  and  hate, 

Assembled  in  the  preaching*shop  by 

tin-  Klaniiiiian  g 
Awl  they  took  couiiM'l  with  their  selves 

to  <l«-al  a  deadly  blow 
Against   our  gentle    Father,  tin-    Holy 
PlO. 

Exhibiting  a  wickedness  which  I  : 

h<  ••  id  or  read  uf  ; 

What  <io  you  think  thriu  Prodestants 
'i  «1  '  to  (lit  the  good  Pope's 
' 


An  1  in  tin-  kind  I'm-i-'s  Air-dn-sser  the 

:  (  'laik  ili'l 
Ami  proposfd   him  to  di'cajiitate  the 

illllorrllt    l'l«>. 


"  What  hi-vi-r  <'au  !»»•  t-a^irr,"  said  this 

thifl  Man  ..rsin, 
"  When  you  arc  c  ill'-d  to  hoperate  on 

His  HuliiK'ss's  chin, 
Than  ju>t    to  ^'ivc  the  ruier  a  little 

And   tlicic's  an  cud,  dear  barber,  of 
Pio  !  " 


The  wicked   conversation  it  chanced 

ITU  «>\'-rerd 
By  an  Italian  lady  ;  she  heard  it  every 

word  : 
Which  by  birth  she  was  a  Marchioness, 

in  service  forced  to  go 
Witli  the  jiarson  of  the  preaching-shop 

at  the  gate  of  Popolo. 

When  tlie  lady  h-.-ird  the  news,  as  duty 

(III 
As  fast  as  !  ild  carry  her  she 

ran  to  the  I'd 
*'0  I  iys  >lie  (for  they   ]>ro- 

nonnts  it  so), 
"Tli»  i   our 

Holy  I'OPK  Pio. 


"  Tii.-  ••hommii.  dimen,  th« 

rar>in::  an-i  hi-  <   i.irk, 
i  I ol mess's  Air-dn-.vvr  di-vi.^d  it 

in  the  .lark  ! 
An.!  I  wotil.l  iviimnmjd  you  in  prison 

for  • 

These   villiuns   would   esassinate  the 
PI  1'iu  ? 

"And  for  saving  of  I!  ,  and 

•.'lid 

I  humbly  hope  yow  Worship  will  give 

Hie    ;i    t.'W    pouil'l    ; 

Because    I  was  a  ness  many 

years  ago, 
Before  I  came  to  service  at  the  gate  of 

Pop 

Th.it  xa<ki  Par- 

,  1  his  man 
Wouldn't,   thoii:  ntiuyally, 

.  wi'-ked  plan  — 
And  so  the  kind  Authoraties  let  those 

villiansgo 

That  was  plotting  of  the  murder  of  the 
good  PJO  f 

Now  i  lishnt  proof,  yp  gen- 

tlemen at  home, 

How  wick-  .  and 

how  good  our  Porxj  at  Ro: 

So   let   us  drink  confusion    to   i 
JOHN  and  L«>KI>  Mi  MO, 

And  a  health  unto  His  Eminence,  and 
good  Pio  NONO. 


THK  LAMENTABLE  BALLAD  Of 

THK  KnrNDLlNi;  ()K  SHoUh- 
DHVH. 

COME  all  ye  Christian  people,  and  lis 

ten  to  my  tail. 
It  is  all  about  a  ddctor  was  travollm: 

by  the  rail, 
By  the  H eastern   Counties'    Ra 

(vich  the  shares  I  don't  desire), 
From    Ixworth  town  in  Suffolk. 

hU  name  did  not  trai.> 
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A   travelling  from   Bury  this  Doctor 

was  employed 
With  a  gentleman,  a  friend  of  his,  vieh 

his  name  was  Captain  Loyd, 
And  on  reaching  Marks  Toy  Station, 

that  is  next  beyond  Colchest- 
er, a  lady  entered  into  them  most  ele- 
gantly dressed. 

She  entered  into  the  Carriage  all  with 
a  tottering  step, 

And  a  pooty  little  Bayby  upon  her 
bussum  slep  ; 

The  gentlemen  received  her  with  kind- 
ness and  siwillaty, 

Pitying  this  lady  for  her  illness  and 
debillaty. 

She  had  a  fust-class  ticket,  this  lovely 

lady  said, 
Because  it  was  so  lonesome  she  took  a 

secknd  instead. 
Better  to  travel  by  secknd  class,  than 

sit  alone  in  the  fust, 
And  the  pooty  little  Baby  upon  her 

breast  she  nust. 

A  seein  of  her  cryin,  and  shiverin  and 

pail, 
To  her  spoke  this  surging,  the  Ero  of 

my  tail  ; 
Saysee  you  look  unwell,  Ma'am,    I'll 

elp  you  if  I  can, 
And  you  may  tell  your  case  to  me,  for 

I'm  a  meddicle  man. 

"  Thank  you,  Sir,"  the  lady  said,  "  I 
only  look  so  pale, 

Because  I  ain't  accustom'd  to  travel- 
ling on  the  Rale  ; 

I  shall  be  better  presnly,  when  I  've 
ad  some  rest  : " 

And  that  pooty  little  Baby  she 
squeeged  it  to  her  breast. 

So  in  the  conwersation  the  journey 

they  beguiled, 
Capting  Loyd  and  the  meddicle  man, 

and  the  lady  and  the  child, 
Till  the  warious  stations  along  the  line 

was  passed, 
For  even  the  H eastern  Counties'  trains 

must  come  in  at  last. 


When  at  Shoreditch  tumminus  at 
k- nth  stopped  the  train, 

This  kind  meddicle  gentleman  pro- 
posed his  aid  again. 

"  Thank  you,  Sir,"  the  lady  said,  "  for 
your  kyindness  dear  ; 

My  carridge  and  my  osses  is  probibbly 
come  here. 

"  Will  you  old  this  baby,  please,  vilsl 
I  step  and  see  ? " 

The  Doctor  was  a  farnly  man  :  "  That 
I  will,"  says  he. 

Then  the  little  child  she  kist,  kist  it 
very  gently, 

Vich  was  sucking  his  little  fist,  sleep- 
ing innocently. 

With  a  sigh  from  her  art,  as  though 

she  would  have  bust  it, 
Then  she  gave  the  Doctor  the  child  — 

wery  kind  he  nust  it : 
Hup  then  the  lady  jumped  hofF  the 

bench  she  sat  from, 
Tumbled  down  the  carridge  steps  and 

ran  along  the  platform. 

Vile  hall  the  other  passengers  vent 

upon  their  vays, 
The  Capting  and  the  Doctor  sat  there 

in  a  maze  ; 
Some  vent  in   a   Homminibus,  some 

vent  in  a  Cabby, 
The  Capting  and  the  Doctor  vaited 

vith  the  babby. 

There  they  sat  looking  queer,  for  an 

hour  or  more, 
But  their  feller  passinger  neather  on 

'em  sore  : 
Never,  never  back  again  did  that  lady 

come 
To  that  pooty  sleeping  Hinfnt  a  suckin 

of  his  Thum  ! 

What  could  this  pore  Doctor  do,  bein 
treated  thus, 

When  the  darling  Baby  woke,  cryin 
for  its  miss  ? 

Off  he  drove  to  a  female  friend,  vich 
she  was  both  kind  and  mild, 

And  igsplained  to  her  the  circum- 
stance of  this  year  little  child- 
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Fhat  kind  lady  took  the  child  in- 
stantly in  her  lap, 

And  made  it'very  comtorUble  by  giv- 
ing it  some  pap  ; 

Ami  when  she  took  its  rl..h,-  .,(!',  what 
d'you  think  sh<*  found  ' 

4  coiipK-  "I  ten  pun  notes  sewn  up, 
in  its  little  gownd  ! 

Also  in  its  little  close,  was  a  note 

which  <li<l  conwey 
That  this  little  baby's  parents  lived 

in  a  handsome  way 
And  fur  his  Headu«-ation  they  rcg- 

larly  would  pay, 
And  sirtingly  like  nntlefolki  would 

claim  the  child  one  ,: 
Il'the  Christian  people  \vhuM  charge 

..I'  it  will  ; 
IVr   aduertis.'ment   in     The 

where  the  baby  lay. 

Pity  of  this  Layby  many  people  took, 
It  had  such   pooty  ways  and  such  a 

pooty  look  ; 
And  there  came  a  lady  forrard  (I  wi*h 

that  1  could  see 

£ny  kind  lady  as  would  do  as  much 
DM  ; 


And   I    wish  with  all   my  art,  some 

ni^lit  in  my  night  gownd, 
1  could  lind  a  note  stitched  for  ten  or 

twvnty  pnund)  — 
Then-  cam.-  a  laily  forrard,  that  most 

honorable  did  say, 
She'd  adopt  this  little   baby,  which 

her  parents  cast  away. 

While  the  Doctor  pondered  on  this 
holler  fair, 

Comes  a  letter  from  Devonshire,  from 
a  party  there. 

Hordmng  the  Doctor,  at  its  Mar's  de- 
sire, 

To  send  the  little  Infant  back  to  Dev- 
onshire. 

Lost  in  apoplexity,  this  pore  meddicle 

man, 
Like  a  sensable  gentleman,    to    the 

Justice  ran  ; 


Which  his  name  was   Mi.  Hammill,  a 

honorable  beak, 
That  takes  his. s.-at  in  Worship  Street, 

four  times  a  wei-k. 

'*  O  Justice  !  "  says  the  Doctor,  "  in- 

.stru^'t  me  what  to  do. 
I'v-    .-OUR-    up    from    the    rountry,  to 

throw  my.selt  on 
My  patients  have   no  doctor  to  tend 

them  in  their  ills, 
(There  they  are    in   Suffolk    withoiiJ 

their  draffts  and  pills  !) 

"  1  \r  •  -me  up  from  the  country,  to 
know  how  I'll  dispose 

Of  this  poic  little  baby,  and  the 
twenty  pun  not.-,  iind  the  close, 

And  I  want*  to  go  back  to  Suffolk, 
.lust ire,  if  you  i 

And  my  patients  want*  their  Doctor, 
and  their  Doctor  want 


Up  spoke  Mr.  Hammill,  sittin  at  his 
desk, 

"This  year  application  does  me  much 

perpl 
What  1  do  adwise  you,  Ls  to  leave  this 

babby 
In  the  Parish  where  it  was  left,  by  its 

mother  shabby." 

The  Doctor  from  his  worship  sadly  did 

depart  — 
He  might  have  left  the  baby,  but  he 

hadn't  got  the  heart 
To  go  for  to  leave  that  Hinnocent, 

has  the  law  allows, 
To  the  tender  unifies  of  the   Union 

House. 

Mother,  who  left  this  little  one  on  a 
stranger's  knee, 

Think  how  cruel  you  have  been,  and 
how  #>od  was  he  ! 

Think,  if  you've  been  guilty,  inno- 
cent was  - 

And  do  not  take  unkindly  this  little 
word  of  7iie  : 

Heaven  be  merciful  to  us  all,  siuneri 
as  we  be  ! 
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THE  ORGAN-BOY'S  APPEAL. 


"  WBSTMINSTKR  POLICE  COUKT.  —  POLICKMAW 
X  brought  a  paper  of  doggerel  verse*  to  the 
MAGISTRATE,  which  had  been  thrust  into  his 
hands.  X  said,  by  an  Italian  boy,  who  ran 
away  imiufdiaU'ly  afterwards. 

"  The  MAGISTRATE,  after  perusing  the  lines, 
looked  hard  at  X,  and  said  he  did  not  think 
they  were  written  by  an  Italian. 

"  X,  blushing,  said  he  thought  the  paper 
read  in  Court  last  week,  and  which  frightened 
so  the  old  gentleman  to  whom  it  was  ad- 
dressed, was  also  not  of  Italian  origin." 


0  SIGNOR  BRODERIP,  you  arc  11 
wickid  ole  man, 

You  wexis  us  little  horgin-boys  when- 
ever you  can  : 

How  dare  you  talk  of  Justice,  and  go 
for  to  seek 

To  pussicute  us  horgiu-boys,  you  sen- 
guinary  Beek  ? 

Though  you  set  in  Vestminster  sur- 
rounded by  your  crushers, 

Harrogint  and  habsolute  like  the  Hor- 
tocrat  of  hall  the  Rushers, 

Yet  there  is  a  better  vuiid  I'd  have 
you  for  to  know, 

Likewise  a  place  vere  the  henimies  of 
horgin-boys  will  go. 

O  you  vickid   HEROD   without  any 

pity! 
London  vithout  horgin-boys  vood  be 

a  dismal  city. 
Sweet  SAINT  CICILY  who  first  taught 

horgin-pipes  to  blow, 
Soften  the  heart  of  this  Magistrit  that 

haggerywates  us  so  ! 

Good  Italian  gentlemen,  fatherly  and 

kind, 
Brings  us  over  to   London  here  our 

horgins  for  to  grind  ; 
Sends  us  out  vith  little  vite  mice  and 

guinea-pigs  also 
A  popping  of  the  Veasel  and  a  Jumpin 

of  JIM  CROW. 

And  as  us  young  horgin-boys  is  grate- 
ful in  our  turn 

We  gives  to  these  kind  gentlemen  hall 
the  money  we  earn, 


Because  that  they  vood  vop  up  as  wery 

wel  we  know 
Unless  we  brought  our  burnings  back 

to  them  as  loves  us  so. 

0  MR.   BRODERIP  !   wery  much   I'm 

surprise, 
Ven  you  take  your  valks  abroad  when* 

can  be  your  eyes  ? 
If  a  Beak  had  a  heart  then  you'd  com- 

pryend 
Us  pore  little  horgin-boys  was  the  poor 

man's  friend. 

Don't  you  see  the  shildren  in  the  dror- 

ing-rooms 
Clapping  of  their  little  ands  when  they 

year  our  toons? 
On  their  mothers'  bussums  don't  you 

see  the  babbies  crow 
And  down  to  us  dear  horgin-boys  lots 

of  apence  throw  ? 

Don't  you  see  the  ousemaids  (pooty 

FOLLIES  and  MARIES), 
Yen  ve  bring  our  urdigurdis,  smiling 

from  the  hairies  ? 
Then  they  come  out  vith  a  slice  o'  cole 

puddn  or  a  bit  o'  bacon  or  so 
And  give  it  us  young  horgin-boys  for 

lunch  afore  we  go. 

Have  you  ever  seen  the  Hirish  children 

sport 
When  our  velcome  music-box  brings 

sunshine  in  the  Court  ? 
To  these  little  paupers  who  can  never 

pay 

Surely  all  good  horgin-boys,  for  GOD'S 
love,  will  play. 

Has  for  those  proud  gentlemen,  like  a 
serting  B — k 

(Vich  I  von't  be  pussonal  and  there- 
fore vil  not  speak), 

That  flings  their  parler-vinders  hup 
ven  ve  begin  to  play 

And  cusses  us  and  swears  at  us  in  such 
a  wiolent  way, 

Instedd  of  their  abewsing  and  calling 
hout  Poleece 

Let  em  send  out  JOHN  to  us  vith  sir- 
pence  or  a  shillin  apiece. 


LITTLE    lillJ.i.K 
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Then    like   good    yrmng   horgin-boys 
aray  from  tlirn-  we'll  go, 

sweet  <  II.Y    that 

Uught  our  pipe*  to  blow. 


LITTLK    1ULLKK.* 

AIR  —  "  n  y  avail  un  petit  n/it 

THKKK    were    three  sailors   of   Bristol 

city 

Win.  t«>ok  a  boat  and  went  to  sea. 
I  'nit  first  with    lu-.-f  aii'l  e.iptain's    1>U- 

cuits 
And  pirkl"d  j...rk  they  lm.1- 

Thero  was  gorging  Jack  and  guzzling 

.luiiiny, 

And  tin-  youngest  lie  was  little  liillee. 
Now    wlit-ii   they  got   u^    far   as  the 


They'd  nothing  k-i't  but  one  split  pea. 

Dg  Jack  to  gulling  Jimmy, 

"  1  am  fxtn-nu'ly  hunt 

Tiring  .lai-i.  MigJiminy, 

"  \\Vvo  iKjihing  It-Vt,  us  must  eat  we!" 


Says  gorging  -Tark  to  guzzling  Jimmy, 
"  Witli    one    another    we    shouldn't 
agr 


•  A*  diffiprent  Tersionnof  thi«  popular  sonjf 
have  UIMI  m-t  to  music  :<inl  puof^,  no  apology 
..-.1  lor  th.'  iii-riiii.!)  in  thew  pages  of 
what  k  cousidertKi  to  be  tU«  cornet  \ «  r.-iuu. 


There's  little    Bill,   he'a    young  and 

tender, 
Wi-'re  old  and  tough,  to  let's  eat  he. 

"Oh  !  Billy,  we're  going  to  kill  and 
eat  you, 

So  undo  th"  button  of  yonr  chemir." 
\Vln-n  1U11  iv. -,-ived  this  information 
i  handkenhie. 

l«-t  me  say  my  catec-1. 
my    l>"  taught    to 

'*  Mak  i aate,"  says  guz- 

zling .limmy, 
While  Jai'k    pulled   out  his  sn: 


So  Billy  went   up  to  the  main-top 

gallant  ma 
And    down    he   fell   on   his    bended 

kn--.-. 
He  scarce  had  come  to  the  twelfth 

commandment 
When  up  he  jumps.     "There's  land 

I  see  : 

"  Jerusalem  and  Madagascar, 

And  North  and  South  Amerikee: 
There's  the    British  flag  a  riding  at 

anchor, 
With  Admiral  Xapier,  K.C.B." 

ien  they  got  aboard  of  the  Ad- 
miral's 
He    hanged    fat    Jack    and   flogged 

.hininee  ; 

But  as  for  little  Bill  he  made  him 
The  Captain  of  a  Seventy-thre*. 


THE  END  OF  THE  PLAY. 


THE  END  OF  THE  PLAY. 

THE,  play  is  done  ;  the  curtain  drops, 

Slow  falling  to  the  prompter's  bell  : 
A  moment  yet  the  actor  stops, 

And  looks  around,  to  say  farewell. 
It  is  an  irksome  word  and  task  ; 

And,  when  he's  laughed  and  said 

his  say, 
He  shows,  as  he  removes  the  mask, 

A  face  that's  anything  but  gay. 


One  word,  ere  yet  the  evening  ends, 

Let's  close  it  with  a  parting  rhyme, 
And   pledge   a   hand    to    all    young 

friends, 

As  fits'the  merry  Christmas  time.* 
On  life's  wide   scene  you,  too,  have 

parts, 
That  Fate  ere  long  shall  bid  you 

play ; 

Good  night  !  with  honest  gentle  hearts 
A  kindly  greeting  go  alway  ! 


Good  night  !  —  I'd  say,  the  griefs,  the 


Just  hinted  in  this  mimic  page, 
The  triumphs  and  defeats  of  boys, 

Are  but  repeated  in  our  age. 
I'd  say,  your  woes  were  not  less  keen, 

Your  hopes  more  vain  than  those  of 

men  ; 
Your  pangs  or  pleasures  of  fifteen 

At  forty-five  played  o'er  again. 


*  These  rerses  were  printed  at  the  end  of  a 
Christmns  Book  (1848-9), "  Dr.  Birch  and  his 
Young  Friends." 


that   early   Love   and 


I'd  say,  we  suffer  and  we  strive, 
Not  less  nor  more  as  men  than  boys; 

With  grizzled  beards  at  forty-five, 
As  erst  at  twelve  in  corduroys. 

And  if,  in  time  of  sacred  youth, 
We  learned  at  home  to  love  and 
pray, 

Pray    Heaven 
Truth 
May  never  wholly  pass  away. 

And  in  the  world,  as  in  the  school, 

I'd  say,  how  fate  may  change  and 

shift  ; 
The  prize  be  sometimes  with  the  fool, 

The  race  not  always  to  the  swift. 
The  strong  may  yield,  the  good  may 
fall, 

The  great  man  be  a  vulgar  clown, 
The  knave  be  lifted  over  all, 

The  kind  cast  pitilessly  down. 

Who  knows  the  inscrutable  design  ? 

Blessed  be  He  who  took  and  gave  ! 
Why  should  your  mother,  Charles,  not 
mine, 

Be  weeping  at  her  darling's  grave  ?  * 
We  bow  to  Heaven  that  will'd  it  so, 

That  darkly  rules  the  fate  of  all, 
That  sends  the  respite  or  the  blow, 

That's  free  to  give,  or  to  recall. 

This  crowns  his  feast  with  wine  and 

wit  : 
Who  brought  him  to  that  mirth  and 

state? 

His  betters,  see,  below  him  sit, 
Or  hunger  hopeless  at  the  gate. 

*  C.B  oh.  29th  November,  1848,  tet.  43. 
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WTio  bade  thf  mini  from  IMv.V  wheel 

To  spurn  111--  i 

:  'otne,     In-other,     in     that     dust    We'll 
kn< 

•  .iv.-n  that  ruled  H  thai. 


So  each  <mall  mourn,  in  lit' 

hopes,  ih-.ir  friends,  untimely 
killed  : 
Sliiill  grieyi-  lor  in;iiiy  a  forf.'it  i-han.-.  , 

Aii'i  loii^ii:  iiifullilled. 

Amen  '  wi. 

1'ray   <}oil    tin-    heart    may    kindly 
glow, 

Although   tllC   hr;i«l   \\  itll  Cam  In-  In-lit. 

And  whitened  with  the  wint.-i  snow. 
Come  wraith  or  want,  come  good  or  in, 

Let    yoilHL,'  and  old  aee.-pl   ;  i,.-ir  pal!, 

And  Uw  hefoi-e  tin-  Awful  Will, 

1  hear  it  wi:h  an  hoii'-st   In-art, 
Who  mint's  or  who  wins  the  pri/e. 

(  Jo,  lose  or  eompier  as  you 
Hut  if  you  t;(il,  or  if  v» 

>d,  a  gentleman. 

;'I.  'man,  or  i.l.l  or  youni;  ! 
i  l!'-ar  kindly  with  my  bumble  lays)  ; 
The  sanvd  i-horus  lir.si 

I'pon  t.he  lirst  of  i  'hi  i-'  in.'  -  days  : 
Tho  .-.lu-pln-rd.-,  heard  it  overiu-  id  — 
The  joyful  air^-ls  r.ii-ed  it  tht-u  : 

tO  lli-avm  on  hi^h,  it  said, 
And  pea.  i-  on  earth  to  gentle  mm. 

>ng,  save  this,  is  little  worth  ; 

1  lay  the  weary  pen  ;\^\<[>-, 
And  wish   you   health,   and   lovr.  and 

mirth, 

tits  the  sol.  -mn  Christ  mas-title. 
As  tits  the  holy  Christinas  liirth, 
Be  this,   good    friends,    our    caml 

still  — 

He  peace  on  earth,  1^  mace  <>n  earth, 
To  men  of  gentle  will. 


VAXITAS   VANITATUM. 

How  spako  of  old  the  Royal  Seer? 

(His  text  is  one  I  love  to  treat  on. ) 
This  life  of  ours  he  said  is  *heer 
>tts  MataioUton. 


i'-nt  of  tl.  B  >ok, 

Declare,  while  muring  on  its 
If  truer  word-  wen-  «  . 

.lent,  «r  by  modern  sages  > 

The  various  authors'  nam«"i  1-ut  note,* 
l-'i.-iieh,  Spanish,  KnglLsh,  Uu.ssiana, 

(  li-rmans  : 
And  in  the  volume  polyglot, 

Sure  you  may  mid  a  hundred  bcr- 
inons  ! 

\N'h,i  i  life  are  here, 

.More    wild     tluui    all     romaueern' 

stoi: 
What  woi  nl  rou-  transformations  queer, 


What  hoinilie^  on  humun 


What  theme  for  sorrow  or  for  scorn  ! 

Whatehrom,  -1-  uprises— 

<  If  adv.-rse  fortune  liohly   Uuiie, 

Of  (.-haii  -,  ruins,  rises! 

Of  tin  rres  broke, 

How  strange  a  n-eord  hen-  is  written! 
Of  honors,  dealt  a.s  if  in  joko  ; 

iirave  desert  unkindly  Mnitten. 

How  low  lien  were,  and  how  they  rise  ! 
How  high  they  were,  and  how  they 
tun. 

0  vanity  of  vani; 

0  laughable,  pathetic  jumble  t 

Here  between  honest  Janin's  joke 
And  his  Turk  Excellency's  firman, 

1  write  my  name  upon  the  book  : 

1  write   my  name  —  and  end  my 

sermon. 


n  Vanity  of  vanities! 

How  wayward  the  decrees  of  Fate 

are  ; 

v,-iy  weak  the  very  wise, 
How  very  .small  the  very  great  are  ! 


*  Between  a  page  by  Julen  Janin.  and  a 
J---MI  by  fh«' Turkish  Amt>a5M<inr,  in  Madam* 

do  R '«  album,  containing  the  autograph* 

of  kiflp*.  princes,  po<'t«,  mar*bals,  inuficiann, 
diplom.iti.irn,  statesmen,  artuU,  aad  man  of 
letttraufalluaUoa*. 
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BALLADS. 


What  mean  these  stale  moralities, 
Sir  Preacher,  from  your  desk  you 

mumble  ? 

Why  rail  against  the  great  and  wise, 
And  tire   us  with    your  ceaseless 
grumble? 


Pray  choose  us  out  another  text, 

0  man  morose  and  narrow-minded  ! 
Come    turn    the    page  —  I    read  the 

next, 

And  then  the  next,  and  still  I  find 
it. 


Read    here    how  Wealth    aside  was 
thrust, 

And  Folly  set  in  place  exalted  ; 
How  Princes  footed  in  the  dust, 

While  lackeys  in  the  saddle  vaulted. 


Though  thrice  a  thousand  years  are  past, 
Since   David's  son,    the    sad    and 
splendid, 

The  weary  King  Ecclesiast, 

Upon  his  awful  tablets  penned  it,  — 

Methinks  the  text  is  never  stale, 
And  life  is  every  day  renewing 

Fresh  comments  on  the  old  old  tale 
Of  Folly,  Fortune,  Glory,  Ruin. 

Hark  to  the  Preacher,  preaching  still 
He  lifts  his  voice   and  cries  his 
sermon, 

Here  at  St.  Peter's  of  Cornhill, 

As  yonder  on  the  Mount  of  Hennon  : 

For  you  and  me  to  heart  to  take 
(0  dear  beloved  brother  readers) 

To-day  as  when  the  good  King  spake 
Beneath  the  solemn  Syrian  cedars. 
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CHAITKK    I. 

•.I\KS    AN      ACCOUNT    OF     'IK    VII.  I.  AUK     VN1»     THK      IIKM     i.LIMPSE 

CM     i  in-    i  i  \  M.  M. 


I  came  up  to   inwii  for  my  second  year,  my  aunt 

arly  mad  •  in--  :i  procnt  of  a  diamond-pin  ;  thilt  is  to  sa\  . 
it  was  not  a  diamond-pin  then.  but  a  lar-_M-  oid-fashioaecl  1< 
of  Dublin  manufacture  ii-  the  year  1795,  \\hich  the  late  M.. 
lloj-:air.  used  to  sport  at  the  Lord  Lieutenant's  balls  and  else- 
\\lii-i\.  ll«-  uoi-t-  it.  In-  said,  at  the  battle  <>!'  Vim-^ar  Hill, 
\vln-n  his  club  pigtail  savcil  his  head  iVnjn  being  taken  off,  — 
but  that  is  neither  here  nor  there. 

In  the  middle  of  the  brooch  was  Ho^arty  in  the  scarlet 
uniform  of  1  1n-  corps  of  I-Vm  ibles  to  which  he  belonged;  around 
it  wire  thirteen  locks  of  haii\  bel<  .nirini,r  to  a  baker's  dozen  of 
sisters  that  the  old  Lientleman  had;  and,  as  all  these  little 
ringlets  partook  of  the  family  hue  of  brilliant  auburn,  Hog- 
garty's  portrait  seemed  to  the  fanciful  view  like  a  great  fat  red 
round  of  beef  surrounded  by  thirteen  carrots.  These  were 
dished  up  on  a  plate  of  bine  enamel,  and  it  was  from  the  GREAT 
II<M;«;VUTY  m\M<»M>  las  we  called  it  in  the  family)  ,  that  the 
collection  of  hairs  in  (jiie-tioii  >«-enied  a-  it  were  to  spring. 

My  aunt.  1  need  not  say,  U  rich:  and  1  thought  I  might  be 
her  heii-  as  well  as  another.  During  my  month's  holiday,  sin 
was  particularly  pleased  with  me  ;  made  me  drink  tea  With  her 
often  (t.houirh  then-  was  a  certain  person  in  the  village  with 
whom  on  those  golden  summer  evenings  I  should  have  liked  to 
hav«  taken  a  stroll  in  the  hay-fields:  promised  everv  time  I 
drank  her  bohea  to  do  Nninething  handsome  for  me  when  I  went 
back  to  town,  —  nay,  three  or  four  times  had  me  to  diuner  at 
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three,  and  to  whist  or  cribbage  afterwards.  I  did  not  care  for 
the  cards ;  for  though  we  always  played  seven  hours  on  a 
stretch,  and  I  always  lost,  my  losings  were  never  more  than 
nineteenpence  a  night :  but  there  was  some  infernal  sour  black- 
currant wine,  that  the  old  lady  always  produced  at  dinner,  and 
with  the  tray  at  ten  o'clock,  and  which  I  dared  not  refuse; 
though  upon  my  word  and  honor  it  made  me  veiy  unwell. 

Well,  I  thought  after  all  this  obsequiousness  on  my  part, 
and  my  aunt's  repeated  promises,  that  the  old  lady  would  at 
least  make  me  a  present  of  a  score  of  guineas  (of  which  she 
had  a  power  in  the  drawer) ;  and  so  convinced  was  I  that  some 
such  present  was  intended  for  me,  that  a  young  lad}'  by  the 
name  of  Miss  Mary  Smith,  with  whom  1  had  conversed  on  the 
subject,  actually  netted  me  a  little  green  silk  purse,  which  she 
gave  me  (behind  Hicks's  hayrick,  as  3*011  turn  to  the  right  up 
Churchyard  Lane)  — which  she  gave  me,  I  say,  wrapped  up  in 
a  bit  of  silver-paper.  There  was  something  in  the  purse,  too, 
if  the  truth  must  be  known.  First  there  was  a  thick  curl  of 
the  glossiest,  blackest  hair  you  ever  saw  in  }*our  life,  and  next 
there  was  threepence :  that  is  to  say,  the  half  of  a  silver  six- 
pence hanging  by  a  little  necklace  of  blue  ribbon.  Ah,  but  I 
knew  where  the  other  half  of  the  sixpence  was,  and  envied  that 
happy  bit  of  silver  ! 

The  last  day  of  my  holiday  I  was  obliged,  of  course,  to 
devote  to  Mrs.  Hoggarty.  M}'  aunt  was  excessively  gracious  ; 
and  by  way  of  a  treat  brought  out  a  couple  of  bottles  of  the 
black  currant,  of  which  she  made  me  drink  the  greater  part. 
At  night,  when  all  the  ladies  assembled  at  her  party  had  gone 
off  with  their  pattens  and  their  maids,  Mrs.  lloggarty,  who 
had  made  a  signal  to  me  to  sta}~,  first  blew  out  three  of  the 
wax-candles  in  the  drawing-room,  and  taking  the  fourth  in  her 
hand,  went  and  unlocked  her  escritoire. 

I  can  tell  you  my  heart  beat,  though  I  pretended  to  look 
quite  unconcerned. 

"  Sam  my  dear,"  said  she,  as  she  was  fumbling  with  her 
keys,  "  take  another  glass  of  Rosolio"  (that  was  the  name  by 
which  she  baptized  the  cursed  beverage):  "it  will  do  you 
good."  I  took  it,  and  you  might  have  seen  my  hand  tremble 
as  the  bottle  went  click  —  click  against  the  glass.  Bjr  the 
time  I  had  swallowed  it,  the  old  lady  had  finished  her  opera- 
tions at  the  bureau,  and  was  coming  towards  me,  the  wax- 
candle  bobbing  in  one  hand  and  a  large  parcel  in  the  other. 

u  Now's  the  time,"  thought  I. 

"  Samuel,  my  dear  nephew,"  said  she,  "  your  first  name  you 
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ivreived  from  \oiir  sainted  uncle,  my  bl. -.-,>ed    im 

all    my  nephews   and  i,  <    the    DIM-  \\  ho>e  QOtldu 

lilt-  has  ii.M-1   pleaded  in*-." 

When    \ou  eoii.sider   that    my  aunt  In  ;    «  If  wa 
married  >i.-lers,  that  all  tin-  !!•••_  married  in  Ireland 

and  mothers  of  numerous  children.  1  IIIU-.L  -a\  thai  tin-  compli- 
ment mv  aunt  paid  me  \\a>  a  \er\  i.  UO8. 

••  l>rai-  am,' .  I.   in  a   >Iou  "  I   have 

often  hrard  you  sav  there  were  >e\  rnty-lhree  <»i  us  in  all,  and 
bclirvc  mr  1  do  think  voiir  hi^li  upini'  y  rompli- 

rju-ntarv  indi-rd  :    I'm  uinvorthy  of  it  — indn-d  1  aiu 

\>   f..r  those  Odkwa    I:-i-li   p«-"i>lf,"  aunt,  rather 

sharplv,  "don't  >prak  of  thrill,  I  half  them,  and  i  rotyOOe  ot 
their  luDtlu-rs"  (the  laet  i-.  Lieiv  ha.l  l.een  a  law>uit  about 

pu-ty's  property) ;    %-i"it  of  all  my   oUn  d.   you, 

Samuel,  have  lieen  the  nio.M  d.itii'ul  and  atl'eetionate  i<>  me. 
Your  i-jiiployiTs  in  London  ui\e  i  <>f  your 

irity  aiid    p>od  eondu  i      •  i-h   you    ha,  .-^lity 

poiii: • .  i    (a  lilteral  salary),  you   have  not  >penl  a  shitting 

more  than  your  ineome,  as  other  \oiii:-'  men  would;  and  \ou 
ha\e  devoted  \oiir  niDiitir.s  holidays  lu  your  old  aunt,  who,  I 
n»uiv  you,  is  LrraU-l'til." 

•k  ()ii,  ma'am  :  "  said  I.      It  was  all  that  I  could  utter. 

••  Samuel."  continued  she.  ••  I  promised  you  a  present,  and 
hriv  it  is.      1  tir>t  thought  of^ivinu'  you  money;    but  you 
reirular  lad,  and  don't  want  it.      You  are  above  money,  dear 
Samuel.      I   «;i\v  you  what    I  value  nmM    in  life  —  the  p,  —  the 
po,  the   po-ortrait   of  my   minted    II  '    (tears),   i4  set    in 

the  locket  whieh  contain^  the  valuable  diamond  that  you  have 
often  heard  me  >peak  of.  Wear  it.  dear  Sum,  for  my  >ake  ; 
and  think  of  that  an^el  in  hea\en.  and  of  your  dear  aunt  Susy." 

She  put  the  machine  into  my  hands:  it  was  about  the  size 
of  the  lid  of  a  sliax  iu^-box  ;  ami  I  -hould  .-i-  soon  have  thought 
of  wearing  it  as  of  wearing  a  coeked  hat  and  pigtail.  f  was  SO 
and  disappDiuted  that  I  really  could  not  p-t  out  a 
word. 

When  J  ri'c-overi'd  my  pre>ence  of  mind  a  little.  I  took  the 
locket  out  of  the  bit  of  paper  (tin-  locket  indeed!  it  was  as 
bii:  as  a  barn-door  padlock),  and  slowly  put  it  into  m\  shirt. 
"Thank  you,  aunt."  said  1,  with  admirable  raillery.  "I 
shall  alway>  \ulue  this  present  for  the  >ake  »»t  \ou.  who  gave 
it  me;  and  it  will  recall  to  me  my  uuele,  and  iny  thirteen 
aunts  in  Ireland." 

"1  don't  want  you  to  peftl  it  .n  tnnt  way  !"  shrieked  Mrs. 


$  THE   HISTORY   OF   SAMUEL   TITMARSH 

Hoggarty,   "  with   the   hair   of  those    odious   < -arroly    wome 
You  must  have  their  hair  removed." 

"  Then  the  locket  will  be  spoiled,  aunt." 

'k  Well,  sir,  never  mind  the  locket ;   have  it  set  afresh." 

lkOr  suppose,"  said  1,  "  1  put  aside  the  setting  altogether 
it  is  a  little  too  large  for  the  present  fashion  ;  and  have  the 
portrait  of  my  uncle  framed  and  placed  over  1113"  chinmey-piece, 
next  to  yours.  It's  a  sweet  miniature." 

"That  miniature,"  said  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  solemnly,  "was 
the  great  Muleahy's  chef-tfmuvre"  (pronounced  shy  deivver,  a 
favorite  word  of  my  aunt's  ;  being,  with  the  worus  bonytouy 
and  ally  mode  de  Parry,  the  extent  of  her  French  vocabulary) . 
"  You  know  the  dreadful  story  of  that  poor,  poor  anist.  When 
he  had  finished  that  wonderful  likeness  for  the  late  Mrs.  Hog- 
garty of  Castle  Hoggarty,  county  Mayo,  she  wore  it  in  her 
bosom  at  the  Lord  Lieutenant's  ball,  where  she  piayed  a  game 
of  piquet  with  the  Cornmander-in-Chief.  What  could  have 
made  her  put  the  hair  of  her  vulgar  daughters  round  Mick's 
portrait,  I  can't  think ;  but  so  it  was,  as  you  see  it  this  day. 
k  Madam,'  says  the  Commander-in-Chief,  4  if  that  is  not  my 
friend  Mick  Hoggarty,  I'm  a  Dutchman  ! '  Those  were  his 
lordship's  very  words.  Mrs.  Hoggarty  of  Castie  lloggarty 
took  off  the  brooch  and  showed  it  to  him. 

"  4  Who  is  the  artist?'  says  my  lord.  '  It's  the  most  won- 
derful likeness  I  ever  saw  in  my  life  ! ' 

"  '  Mulcahy,'  says  she,  '  of  Ormond's  Quay.' 

"'Begad,  I  patronize  him!'  says  my  lord;  but  presently 
his  face  darkened,  and  he  gave  back  the  picture  with  a  dis- 
satisfied air.  *  There  is  one  fault  in  that  portrait,'  said  his 
lordship,  who  was  a  rigid  disciplinarian ;  '  and  1  wonder  that 
my  friend  Mick,  as  a  military  man,  should  have  overlooked  it.' 

"  '  What's  that?'  says  Mrs.  Hoggarty  of  Castle  Hoggarty. 

"  '  Madam,  he  has  been  painted  WITHOUT  HIS  SWORD-BELT  !  • 
and  he  took  up  the  cards  again  in  a  passion,  and  finished  the 
game  without  saying  a  single  word. 

"The  news  was  carried  to  Mr.  Mulcahy  the  next  day,  and 
that  unfortunate  artist  went  mad  immediately  !  He  had  set  his 
whole  reputation  upon  this  miniature,  and  declared  that  it  should 
be  faultless.  Such  was  the  effect  of  the  announcement  upon  his 
susceptible  heart !  When  Mrs.  Hoggarty  died,  your  uncle  took 
the  portrait  and  always  wore  it  himself.  His  sisters  said  it  was 
for  the  sake  of  the  diamond  ;  whereas,  ungrateful  things  !  it  was 
merely  on  account  of  their  hair,  and  his  love  for  the  fine  arts. 
As  for  the  poor  artist,  my  dear,  some  people  said  it  was  the 
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profuse  use  of  spirit    that   lirought  on  delirium  tremens  ;   l»ut  I 

don't     helieve   it.       Take  another  glass  of  KoM.lio." 

The  telling  of  this  story  al\\a\s  put  my  aunt,  into  great  good- 
humor,  ami  she  promised  at  the  end  of  it  t<>  pay  for  tin-  new 
.'the  diamond;  desiring  me  to  take  it  on  my  arrival  in 
London  to  the  great  jeweller,  Mr.  I'olonins,  and  send  her  the 
hill.  "The  fact  is."  said  she.  "that  tin-  goold  in  which  the 
thing  is  set  is  worth  live  guineas  at  the  \.-ry  least,  and  \  on  can 
have  the  diamond  n-set  fofftWO.  Ilouever.  keep  the  remainder. 
:lear  Sam,  and  buy  yourself  what  yon  please  with  it." 

With  this  the  old  lady  hade  me  adieu.  The  clock  wa<  strik- 
ing twelve  M  1  walked  down  the  village,  for  the  st<>i\  (rf  Mul- 
cahy  a!wa\s  took  an  hour  in  tin-  telling,  and  I  went  a\\a\  not 
tjiiile  so  do\\  n-hearted  as  when  the  present  uas  iirst  made  to  me. 
"Afierall,"  thoiijiht  I.  %%  a  diamond-pin  is  a  handsome  tiling, 
and  will  ^,ive  me  a  liistitnjti,-  air.  though  m\  dntln  ^  1  c  never  -.. 
>li:ilil»v"  —  Jind  shahliy  they  \ven-  with. -nt  anyd<ml)t.  kk  Well," 
i.  "three  guineas,  which  I  shall  have  <,\,i.  \\ill  j.iiy  me  a 
cfinple  of  pail's  of  \\  hat-d\\  e-call-'ems  :  "  of  whicli.  tntrt  nous, 
I  was  in  ureat  want,  having  just  then  doi.e  i:io\\  inu.  w 
my  pantaloon-  wei'e  made  a  «jon<l  ei^htt  en  months  lu-!« 

\\"i-il,  I  walked  down  the  village,  my  hands  in   my 
pockel  ;    I    had    poor   Mary's   pursr   there.  ha\  ini;    r«n.o\«d   tho 
little  thinirs  which  she  j^.'ivi1  me  the  day  lu-l'ore.  and  placed  them 

D6V6I  mind  wlieiv  :  hut  lock  \ou.  in  tliosc  da}'8  I  had  :i 
heart,  and  a  warm  one  too.  1  had  Mary's  purse  ready  for 
m\  aunt': donation,  which  never  came,  and  with  my  own  little 
stock  of  money  besides,  that  Mr-.  I  logjam's  card-parties  had 
;ied  1,\  a  -j,o<»d  ti\  e-and-t  wenty  shillings,  I  calculated  that, 
after  ptyfag  my  fare.  I  should  get  to  town  with  a  couple  of 
seven  -shilling  pieces  in  my  pocket. 

I  walked  down  the  village  at  a  deuce  of  a  pace;  so  quick 
that,  if  tJie  tiling  had  l>een  possible,  I  should  have  oxeitaken 
ten  ..'clock  that  had  pas-ed  l»\  me  two  hours  ago,  when  I  was 
listening  to  Mrs.  11. 's  l«»n«r  stories  over  her  terrilde  Rosolio. 
The  truth  is.  at  ten  I  had  an  appointment  under  a  certain  per- 
son's window.  \\ho  was  to  have  l>een  looking  at  the  moon  ai 
that  hour,  with  her  pretty  quilled  nightcap  on,  and  her  blessed 
hair  in  papers. 

There  was  the  window  shut,  and  not  so  much  as  a  candle  in 
it  ;  and  1  hough  I  hemmed  and  hawed,  and  whistled  over  the 
garden-paling,  and  sang  a  song  of  which  Somebody  was  very 
fond,  and  even  threw  a  peM»le  at  the  window,  which  hit  it 
exactly  ut  the  opening  of  the  latt;  <•  —  '  - 
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a  great  brute  of  a  house-dog,  that  yelled,  and  howled,  and 
bounced  so  at  me  over  the  rails,  that  I  thought  every  moment 
he  would  have  had  my  nose  between  his  teeth. 

So  I  was  obliged  to  go  off  as  quickly  as  might  be  ;  and  the 
next  morning  mamma  and  my  sisters  made  breakfast  for  me  at 
four,  and  at  five  came  the  True  Blue  light  six-inside  post-coach 
to  London,  and  I  got  up  on  the  roof  without  having  seen  Mary 
Smith. 

As  we  passed  the  house,  it  did  seem  as  if  the  window-cur- 
tain in  her  room  was  drawn  aside  just  a  little  bit.  Certainly  the 
window  was  open,  and  it  had  been  shut  the  night  before :  but 
away  went  the  coach  ;  and  the  village,  cottage,  and  the  church- 
yard, and  Hicks's  hayricks,  were  soon  out  of  sight. 

"  My  hi,  what  a  pin  !  "  said  a  stable-boy,  who  was  smoking 
a  cigar,  to  the  guard,  looking  at  me  and  putting  his  finger  to 
his  nose. 

The  fact  is,  that  I  had  never  undressed  since  my  aunt's 
party ;  and  being  uneasy  in  mind  and  having  all  my  clothes  to 
pack  up,  and  thinking  of  something  else,  had  quite  forgotten 
Mrs.  Hoggarty's  brooch,  which  I  had  stuck  into  my  shirt-frill 
the  night  before. 


CHAPTER  H. 

TELLS  HOW  THE  DIAMOND  IS  BROUGHT  UP  TO  LONDON,  AND 
PRODUCES  WONDERFUL  EFFECTS  BOTH  IN  THE  CITY  AND  AT 
THE  WEST  END. 

THE  circumstances  recorded  in  this  story  took  place  some 
score  of  years  ago,  when,  as  the  reader  may  remember,  there 
was  a  great  mania  in  the  city  of  London  for  establishing 
companies  of  all  sorts ;  by  which  many  people  made  pretty 
fortunes. 

I  was  at  this  period,  as  the  truth  must  be  known,  thirteenth 
clerk  of  twenty-four  young  gents  who  did  the  immense  business 
of  the  Independent  West  Dicldlesex  Fire  and  Life  Insurance 
Company,  at  their  splendid  stone  mansion  in  Cornhill.  Mamma 
had  sunk  a  sum  of  four  hundred  pounds  in  the  purchase  of  an 
annuity  at  this  office,  which  paid  her  no  less  than  six-and- thirty 
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pounds  a  year,  when  no  other  company  in  London  woul.l 
Mf  more  tlirin  twenty  four.  Tin-  chairman  of  the  directors  was 
the  great  Mr.  Bron^h,  of  the  house  of  Bnxi'jh  and  Hot!', 
Crutehed  I'riars.  Turkey  Merchant-.  It  was  a  new  h«ui>i-.  luit 
did  a  trcnicndoiis  !>u-ine>-  in  the  tig  ami  sponge  way.  and  more 
in  the  /ante  currant  line  than  any  oilier  firm  in  the  city. 

Urolith  was  a  great  man  among  tin-    Di^enting   connection, 
and  YOU  >aw  his  name  for  hundred.-,  at  the  head   o!'  ever]   chari- 
table society  patronized   by  tho>c  good   people.      He   had    nine 
clerks  residing  at  his  oilice   in   Crutehed    Friars;    he  would   not 
take  one  without  a  certificate  I'rom  the  schoolma-ter  and  el 
man  of  his  native  place.  si  rongly  vouching   lor  his  moral  - 
doctrine;  and    the    pi;"  so    run    alter,   that    he   got   a 

premium  of  lour  or  live  hundred  pounds  with  each  young  gent. 
whom  he  made  to  slave  for  ten  hours  a  day.  and  to  whom  in 
compensation  he  taught  all  the  mysteries  of  the  Turki>h 
business,  lie  at  man  on  'Change,  too:  and  our 

young  chaps   used   to   hear  from    the   stock!  Vrks  (we 

commonly  dined  together  at  the  "Cock  and  Woolpaek."  a  re- 
spectable house,  where  you  get  a  capital  cut  of  meat,  bread, 
vegetables,  cheese,  half  a  pint  of  porter,  and  a  penny  to  the 
waiter,  for  a  shilling)  —  the  young  >tockl»rok.  :<>  tell  us 

of  immense  bargains  in  Spanish,  Creek,  and  (Oluml-ians,  that 
lirotigh  made.  I  loll'  had  nothing  to  do  with  them,  hut  stopped 
at  home,  minding  exclusively  tin-  business  of  the  house,  lie 
was  a  young  chap,  very  quiet  and  stead\  .  of  the  (Quaker  per- 
suasion, and  had  been  taken  into  partnership  by  Brough  for  a 
matter  of  thirty  thou>aiid  pounds  :  alid  a  very  good  bargain  too. 
I  was  told  in  the  strictest  confidence  that  the  house,  one 
with  another,  divided  a  good  seven  thousand  pounds;  of  which 
Brough.  had  half,  Iloif  two-sixths,  and  the  other  sixth  went  to 
old  Tudlow,  who  had  l»een  Mr.  Brough's  clerk  before  the  new 
partnership  began.  Tudlow  always  went  about  very  shabby. 
and  we  thought  him  an  old  miser.  One  of  our  gents,  Bob 
Swinney  by  name.  u-<  d  to  say  that  Tudlow's  share  was  all  non- 
sense,  and  that  Brough  had  it  all;  but  Bob  was  always 
knowing  by  half,  used  to  wear  a  green  cut-away  coat,  and  had 
his  free  admission  to  Covent  Garden  theatre.  He  was  always 
talking  down  at  the  shop,  as  we  called  it  (it  wasn't  a  shop,  but 
as  splendid  an  olfice  as  any  in  Cornhill)  — he  was  always  talking 
about  Vestris  and  3.  .  and  singing 

•"The  bramble,  the  bramble, 

The  jolly,  jolly  bramble!" 
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one  of  Charles  Kemble's  famous  songs  in  "  Maid  Marian;"  a 
play  that  was  all  the  rjige  then,  taken  from  a  famous  story-book 
by  one  Peacock,  a  clerk  in  the  India  House:  and  a  precious 
good  place  he  has  too. 

When  Uroii^h  heard  how  Master  Swinncy  abused  him,  and 
had  his  admission  to  the  theatre,  he  came  one  da}'  down  to  the 
olliee  where  we  all  were,  four-and-twenty  of  us,  and  made  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  speeches  I  ever  heard  in  my  life.  He  said 
that  for  slander  he  did  not  care,  contumely  was  the  lot  of  eveiy 
public  man  who  had  austere  principles  of  his  own,  and  acted  by 
them  austerely ;  but  what  he  did  care  for  was  the  character  of 
every  single  gentleman  forming  a  part  of  the  Independent  West 
Diddlesex  Association.  The  welfare  of  thousands  was  in  their 
keeping ;  millions  of  money  were  daily  passing  through  their 
hands ;  the  city  —  the  country  looked  upon  them  for  order, 
honesty,  and  good  example.  And  if  he  found  amongst  those 
whom  he  considered  as  his  children  —  those  whom  he  loved  as 
his  own  flesh  and  blood  —  that  that  order  was  departed  from, 
that  that  regularity  was  not  maintained,  that  that  good  example 
was  not  kept  up  (Mr.  B.  always  spoke  in  this  emphatic  way)  — 
if  he  found  his  children  departing  from  the  wholesome  rules  of 
morality,  religion,  and  decorum  —  if  he  found  in  high  or  low  — 
in  the  head  clerk  at  six  hundred  a  year  down  to  the  porter  who 
cleaned  the  steps  —  if  he  found  the  slightest  taint  of  dissipation, 
he  would  cast  the  offender  from  him  —  yea,  though  he  were  his 
own  son,  he  would  cast  him  from  him ! 

As  he  spoke  this,  Mr.  Brough  burst  into  tears ;  and  we  who 
didn't  know  what  was  confing,  looked  at  each  other  as  pale  as 
parsnips  :  all  except  Swinney,  who  was  twelfth  clerk,  and  made 
believe  to  whistle.  When  Mr.  B.  had  wiped  his  eyes  and  re- 
covered himself,  he  turned  round ;  and  oh,  how  my  heart 
thumped  as  he  looked  me  full  in  the  face  !  How  it  was  re- 
lieved, though,  when  he  shouted  out  in  a  thundering  voice,  — 

' '  Mr.  ROBERT  SWINNEY  !  " 

"  Sir  to  you,"  says  Swinney,  as  cool  as  possible,  and  some 
of  the  chaps  began  to  titter. 

"  Mr.  SWINNEY  !  "  roared  Brough,  in  a  voice  still  bigger  than 
before,  "  when  you  came  into  this  office  —  this  family,  sir,  for 
such  it  is,  as  I  am  proud  to  say  —  you  found  three-and- twenty 
as  pious  and  well-regulated  young  men  as  ever  labored  together 
—  as  ever  had  confided  to  them  the  wealth  of  this  mighty  capi- 
tal and  famous  empire.  You  found,  sir,  sobriety,  regularity, 
and  decorum ;  no  profane  songs  were  uttered  in  this  place 
to  —  to  business ;  no  slanders  were  whispered  against 
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the  heads  of  the  establishment —  lnit  over  them  I  pass:  F  can 
allbrd,  sir,  to  pa-s  them  by  -DO  Worldly  conversation  or  f"iil 
jesting  disturbed  the  attention  of  thesr  'jvntlcmrn.  or  d<--«'crat«-d 
the  peaceful  SOene  of  llieir  lal>ors.  You  found  C'hristians  und 
gentlemen,  sir!  " 

••  I  paid  for  my  plaee  like  the  rest,"  said  Swinney.  '•  Didn't 
my  govern-. r  take  sha ?" 

"Silence,  sir!  Your  worthy  father  did  take  shares  in  this 
establishment,  which  will  yield  him  one  day  an  immense  profit. 
He  did  take  shares,  sir,  or  you  never  would  have  been  here. 
I  i;|ory  in  saying  that  (  very  one  ..f  my  youn^  friends  around 
me  has  a  lather,  a  brother,  a  dear  relative  or  friend,  who  is 
connected  iu  a  similar  way  with  our  glorious  enterprise;  and 
that  not  one  of  them  is  there  but  lias  an  interest  in  procuring. 
at  a  liberal  coiumi»ion,  other  persons  to  join  the  ranks  of  our 
iation.  Hut,  sir.  I  am  its  chief.  You  will  find,  sir,  your 
appointment  signed  by  me  ;  and  iu  like  manner,  I,  .John 
Urolith,  annul  it.  Go  from  us,  sir!  —  leave  us  -quit  a  fam- 
ily that  can  no  longer  n-ceivr  you  in  its  bosom!  Mr.  Swinne}', 
1  have  wept — I  have  prayed,  sir,  before  I  came  to  this  deter- 
mination ;  I  have  taken  counsel,  sir,  and  am  resolved.  Depart 
from  out  of  ;/.v  /  " 

"  Not  without  three  months'  salary,  though,  Mr.  B.  :  that 
cock  won't  light!  " 

••  They  shall  be  paid  to  your  father,  sir." 

"  My  'father  be  hanged!  I'll  tell  you  what,  Brough,  I'm 
of  age;  and  if  you  don't  pay  me  my  salary,  I'll  arrest  you, — • 
by  Jingo,  I  will !  I'll  have  you  in  quod,  or  my  name's  not 
Bob  Swinney !  " 

11  Make  out  a  cheque,  Mr.  Roundhand,  for  the  three  months' 
salary  of  this  perverted  young  man." 

•  Twenty-one  pun'  five,  Roundhand,  and  nothing  for  the 
stamp  !  "  cried  ont  that  audacious  Swinney.  "  There  it  is,  sir, 
re-cciptcd.  You  needn't  cross  it  to  my  banker's.  And  if  an}' 
of  you  gents  like  a  glass  of  [much  this  evening  at  eight  o'clock, 
Hob  Swinney'.-,  your  man,  ami  nothing  to  pay.  If  Mr.  Brough 
would  do  me  the  honor  to  come  in  and  take  a  whack?  Come, 
don't  say  no,  if  you'd  rather  not !  " 

\\Q  couldn't  stand  this  impudence,  and  all  burst  out  laugh- 
ing  like  mad. 

"Leave  the  room!"  yelled  Mr.  Brough,  whose  face  had 
turned  quite  blue;  and  so  Hub  took  his  white  hat  off  the  pen. 
and  strolled  away  with  his  "tile,"  as  he  called  it,  very  much 
on  one  side.  >Vhen  he  was  gone,  Mr.  Brough  gave  us  another 
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lecture,  by  which  we  all  determined  to  profit ;  and  going  up  to 
Roundh.-md's  desk  put  his  arm  round  his  neck,  and  looked  over 
the  ledger. 

4 'What  money  has  been  paid  in  to-day,  Roundhand?"  he 
said,  in  a  very  kind  way. 

••  The  widow,  sir,  came  with  her  mone}7 :  nine  hundred  and 
four  ten  and  six  —  say  904£.  10s.  Qd.  Captain  Spurr,  sir,  paid 
his  shares  up ;  grumbles,  though,  and  says  he's  no  more  ;  fifty 
shares,  two  instalments  —  three  fifties,  sir." 

"  He's  alwa3rs  grumbling !  " 

"  He  says  he  has  not  a  shilling  to  bless  himself  with  until 
our  dividend  day." 

4 'Any  more?" 

Mr.  Roundhand  went  through  the  book,  and  made  it  up 
nineteen  hundred  pounds  in  all.  We  were  doing  a  famous 
business  now ;  though  when  I  came  into  the  office  we  used  to 
sit  and  laugh,  and  joke,  and  read  the  newspapers  all  da}r ; 
bustling  into  our  seats  whenever  a  stray  customer  came. 
Brough  never  cared  about  our  laughing  and  singing  then,  and 
was  hand  and  glove  with  Bob  Swinney ;  but  that  was  in  early 
times,  before  we  were  well  in  harness. 

u  Nineteen  hundred  pounds,  and  a  thousand  pounds  in 
shares.  Bravo,  Roundhand  —  bravo,  gentlemen  !  Remember, 
every  share  you  bring  in  brings  you  five  per  cent  down  on  the 
nail !  Look  to  }'our  friends  —  stick  to  your  desks  —  be  regu- 
lar—  I  hope  none  of  you  forget  church.  Who  takes  Mr.  Swin- 
ney's  place  ?  " 

"Mr.  Samuel  Titmarsh,  sir." 

"  Mr.  Titmarsh,  I  congratulate  you.  Give  me  your  hand, 
sir:  you  are  now  twelfth  clerk  of  this  Association,  and  your 
salary  is  consequently  increased  five  pounds  a  year.  How  is 
your  worthy  mother,  sir  —  your  dear  and  excellent  parent?  In 
good  health,  I  trust?  And  long  —  long,  I  fervently  pray,  may 
this  office  continue  to  pa}'  her  annuit}' !  Remember,  if  she  has 
more  money  to  lay  out,  there  is  higher  interest  than  the  last 
for  her,  for  she  is  a  year  older ;  and  five  per  cent  for  you,  my 
boy  !  Wh}T  not  }TOU  as  well  as  another?  Young  men  will  be 
young  men,  and  a  ten-pound  note  does  no  harm.  Does  it,  Mr. 
Abednego?" 

"  Oh,  no!"  says  Abednego,  who  was  third  clerk,  and  who 
was  the  chap  that  informed  against  Swinney ;  and  he  began  to 
laugh,  as  indeed  we  all  did  whenever  Mr.  Brough  made  any- 
thing like  a  joke :  not  "that  they  were  jokes ;  only  we  used  to 
know  it  by  his  face. 
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'Oh,  by-the-bv,  Koundhand."  sa\  *   ,  word   wit! 

On  busine.s>.      Mr-.  Brunch  wants  to  know  why 
never  come  down  to  Kulham." 

••  Law,    that's    very    polite:"    said    Mr.    Koimdhand.    quite 

pleai 

"Name  your  day,  my  boy!  Say  Saturday,  and  lining  your 
nightcap  witli  you." 

"YotfW  very  polite,   I'm  sir  ..;ild  I..-  delighted  be- 

yond anything,  but  —  " 

u  But  —  no  buts,  my  boy  !      !  •••» -llor  of  the 

Exchequer  dors  me  the  honor  to  dine  with  u-.  ami  I  wair 
to  see  him;   for  the  truth   is.  I   hu\<  d  about   you  to  hi* 

lonUhip  M  the  best  actuary  in  the  thn 

Koiindhand  could  not  ivfu>e  >ue!i  an  invitation  as  Mof, 
though  h.  had  told  n>  how  Mi-.  K.  and  lie  were  going  to  pass 
Saturday  and  Sunday  at  Putney:  and  \\«-  who  km  v,  what  a  lite 
the  poor  fellow  led.  were  sure  that  the  head  clerk  would  be 
.ly  scolded  by  his  lady  when  she  heard  what  was  goinir  on. 
She  disliked  Mrs.  Brou,Lrh  very  much,  that  was  the  fact;  be- 
cau-e  Mrs.  B.  kep:  lgc»  &n(i  8aid  she  didn't  know  wlu-re 

IVntonville  was,  and  couldn't  call  on  Mrs.  Koundhand. 
Though,  to  be  sure,  her  coachman  might  have  found  out  tin- 
way. 

44  And  oli,  Houndhand  !  "  continued  our  governor,  "draw  a 
cheque  for  seven  hundred,  will  you?  Come,  don't  stare,  man; 
I'm  not  •  goinji  to  run  away!  That's  ri^ht,  —  seven  hundred  — 
and  i\,  while  you're  about  it!  Our  board  meets  on 

Saturday. 'and 'never  fear  I'll  account  for  it  to  them  before  I 
drive  vou  down.  \Ve  shall  take  up  the  Chancellor  at  White- 
hall." ' 

So  sayiiiLi  Mr.  Brough. folded  up  the  cheque,  and  shaking 
hands  with  Sir.  Koundhand.  very  cordially,  got  into  his  carriage- 
and-four  (he  always  drove  four  horses  even  in  the  city,  where 
BO  ditlicult),  which  was  waiting  at  the  otlice-door  for  him. 

liol.  Swinney  used  to  say  that  he  charged  two  of  the  In- 
to the  company  ;  but  there  was  never  believing  half  of  what 
that  Bob  .said,  he  used  to  laugh  and  joke  so.  I  don't  know 
how  it  was,  but  I  and  a  gent  by  the  name  of  Hoskins  (eleventh 
clerk),  who  lived  together  with  me  in  Salisbury  Square,  Fleet 
Street— where  we  occupied  a  very  genteel  two-pair  —  found 
our  flute  duet  rather  tiresome  that  evening,  and  as  it  was  a 
very  fine  night,  strolled  out  for  a  walk  West  End  way.  \ 

-rived  opposite  "Covent   (iarden  Theatre"  we   found  oil r- 
gelves  close  U>  the  "  Cilobe  Tavern,"  and  recollected  Bob  Swin« 
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ney's  hospitable  invitation.  We  never  fancied  that  lie  had 
inrunt  tin-  invitation  in  earnest,  but  thought  we  might  as  well 
look  in :  at  any  rate  there  could  be  no  harm  in  doing  so. 

There,  to  be  sure,  in  the  back  drawing-room,  where  he  said 
he  would  be,  we  found  Bob  at  the  head  of  a  table,  and  in  the 
midst  of  a  great  smoke  of  cigars,  and  eighteen  of  our  gents  rat- 
tling and  banging  away  at  the  table  with  the  bottoms  of  their 
glasses. 

What  a  shout  they  made  as  we  came  in  !  "  Hurray  !  "  says 
Bob,  "here's  two  more!  Two  more  chairs,  Mary,  two  more 
tumblers,  two  more  hot  waters,  and  two  more  goes  of  gin ! 
Who  would  have  thought  of  seeing  Tit,  in  the  name  of  good- 
ness ?  " 

"  Wrry,"  said  I,  "we  only  came  in  by  the  merest  chance." 

At  this  word  there  was  another  tremendous  roar :  and  it  is 
a  positive  fact,  that  every  man  of  the  eighteen  had  said  he  came 
by  chance !  However,  chance  gave  us  a  very  jovial  night ; 
and  that  hospitable  Bob  Swhmey  paid  every  shilling  of  the 
score. 

"  Gentlemen  !  "  says  he,  as  he  paid  the  bill,  "  I'll  give  you 
the  health  of  John  Brough,  Esquire,  and  thanks  to  him  for  the 
present  of  217.  5s.  which  he  made  me  this  morning.  What  do 
I  say  —  2 II.  5s.  ?  That  and  a  month's  salary  that  I  should  have 
had  to  pay  —  forfeit  —  down  on  the  nail,  by  jingo  !  for  leaving 
the  shop  as  I  intended  to  do  to-morrow  morning.  I've  got  a 
place  —  a  tip-top  place,  I  tell  you.  Five  guineas  a  week,  six 
journeys  a  year,  my  own  horse  and  gig,  and  to  travel  in  the 
West  of  England  in  oil  and  spermaceti.  Here's  confusion  to 
gas,  and  the  health  of  Messrs.  Gann  &  Co.,  of  Thames  Street 
in  the  city  of  London  !  " 

I  have  been  thus  particular  in  my  account  of  the  West  Did- 
dlesex  Assurance  Office,  and  of  Mr.  Brough,  the  managing 
director,  (though  the  real  names  are  neither  given  to  the  office 
nor  to  the  chairman,  as  you  may  be  sure,)  because  the  fate  of 
me  and  my  diamond-pin  was  mysteriously  bound  up  with  both : 
as  I  am  about  to  show. 

You  must  know  that  I  was  rather  respected  among  our 
gents  at  the  West  Diddlesex,  because  I  came  of  a  better  family 
than  most  of  them  ;  had  received  a  classical  education ;  and 
especially  because  I  had  a  rich  aunt,  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  about 
whom,  as  must  be  confessed,  I  used  to  boast  a  good  deal. 
There  is  no  harm  in  being  respected  in  this  world,  as  I 
have  found  out;  and  if  you  don't  brag  a  little  for  yourself, 
depend  on  it  thfere  is  uo  person  of  your  acquaintance  who  will 
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fell  the  world  of  your  merits,  and  lake  the  trouMe  oir  your 
hands. 

•  that  when  I  came  hack  to  the  oilier  after  my  vi>it  at  home. 
and  took  my  seat  at  the  old  day-l>o,ik  opposite  the  dingy  win- 
dow that  looks  into  liin-hin  Lane.  I  pretty  soon  let  the  fellows 
know  that  Mrs.  Hoggarty.  though  she  had  not  given  me  a  large 

sum  of  money,  as  I  expected    -indeed,  i  had  promiaed  a  cl 

Of  them  tl  treat  down  the  river,  should  the  promised  riches  have 
come  to  me — I  let  them  know,  I  say,  that  though  my  aunt 
had  not  given  me  any  money,  she  had  given  me  :i  splendid 
diamond,  worth  at  least  thirty  guineas,  and  that  some  day  I 
would  sport  it  at  the  shop. 

*•  Oh,  let's  see  il  \l>ednego,  whose  father  was  a  mock- 

jewel  and  gold-l:,ce  merchant  in  Hanway  Yard  ;  and  I  promised 
that  he  should  have  a  si-_:ht  of  it  as  soon  as  it  was  set.  As  my 
pocket-nioneN  was  run  out  too,  ( by  coach-hire  to  and  from  home, 
live  shillings  to  our  maid  at  home,  ten  to  my  aunt's  maid  and 
man.  live-and-tweiity  shillings  lost  at  whist,  as  I  said,  and 
fifteen  Mud-six  paid  for  a  silver  scissors  for  the  dear  little  fingers 
of  S<>nieliod\ .  i  Uoimdhand.  who  was  very  good-natured,  asked 
me  to  dine,  and  advanced  me  71.  Is.  8rf.,  a  month's  salary.  It 
\\asat  Konndhand's  hoii-e.  Myddelton  Square,  Peutonville,  over 
a  fillet  of  veal  and  bacon  and  a  glass  of  port,  that  I  learned  and 
saw  how  his  wife  ill-treated  him  ;  as  1  have  told  before.  Poor 
fellow  !  —  we  under-clcrks  all  thought  it  was  a  fine  thing  to  sit  at 
a  desk  l»y  oneself,  and  have  :><>/.  per  month,  as  Roundhand  had  ; 
lint  I've  a  notion  that  lloskins  and  I,  blowing  duets  on  the  flute 
t«> Aether  in  our  second  floor  in  Salisbury  Square,  were  a  great 
d«-al  more  at  CMS.-  than  our  head  —  and  more  in  harmony,  too; 
though  we  made  sad  work  of  the  music,  certainly. 

One  day  (Jus  Hopkins  and  I  asked  leave  from  Roundhand  to 
I  at  three  o'clock,  as  we  had  particular  business  at  the 
WeM  Knd.  I  It*  knew  it  was  about  the  great  Hoggarty  diamond, 
and  <ia\e  us  permission  ;  so  off  we  set.  When  we  reached  St. 
Martin's  Lane.  (Uis  got  a  cigar,  to  give  himself  as  it  were  a 
t/isti'Hi/nr  air.  and  put  fed  at  it  all  the  way  up  the  Lane,  and 
through  the  alle\>  into  Coventry  Street,  where  Mr.  Polonius's 
shop  is.  as  exeryhody  knows. 

The  door  was  open,  and  n  number  of  carriages  full  of  ladies 
were  drawing  up  and  setting  down.  Gus  kept  his  hands  in  his 
poekets  tr.  .users  \vrre  worn  very  full  then,  with  large  tucks, 
and  pigeon-holes  tor  your  hoots,  <»r  Bluchers,  to  come  through 
{the  fashionables  wore  boots,  but  we  chaps  in  the  city,  on 
80/.  a  year,  contented  ourselves  with  Bluchers)  ;  and  aa  Gua 
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stretched  out  his  pantaloons  as  wide  ns  ho  could  from  his  hips, 
and  kept  blowing  away  at  his  cheroot,  and  clamping  with  the 
iron  heels  of  his  boots,  and  had  very  large  whiskers  for  so 
young  a  man,  he  really  looked  quite  the  genteel  thing,  and  was 
taken  by  everybody  to  be  a  person  of  consideration. 

He  would  not  come  into  the  shop  though,  but  stood  staring 
at  the  gold  pots  and  kettles  in  the  window  outside.  I  went  in  ; 
and  after  a  little  hemming  and  hawing  —  for  I  had  never  been 
at  such  a  fashionable  place  before  —  asked  one  of  the  gentle- 
men to  let  ine  speak  to  Mr.  Polonius. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  sir?  "  says  Mr.  Polonius,  who  was 
standing  close  by,  as  it  happened,  serving  three  ladies,  —  a  very 
old  one  and  two  young  ones,  who  were  examining  pearl-neck- 
laces very  attentively. 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  producing  my  jewel  out  of  my  coat-pocket, 
"this  jewel  has,  I  believe,  been  in  your  house  before:  it  be- 
longed to  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  of  Castle  Hoggarty."  The 
old  lady  standing  near  looked  round  as  I  spoke. 

"  I  sold  her  a  gold  neck-chain  and  repeating  watch  in  the 
year  1795,"  said  Mr.  Polonius,  who  made  it  a  point  to  recollect 
everything ;  "  and  a  silver  punch-ladle  to  the  captain.  How  is 
the  major  —  colonel  —  general  —  ay,  sir  ?  " 

"The  general,"  said  I,  "  I  am  sorry  to  say"  —  though  I 
was  quite  proud  that  this  man  of  fashion  should  address  me  so 
—  "Mr.  Hoggarty  is  —  no  more.  My  aunt  has  made  me  a 
present,  however,  of  this  —  thjs  trinket  —  which,  as  you  see, 
contains  her  husband's  portrait,  that  I  will  thank  you,  sir,  to 
preserve  for  me  very  carefully  ;  and  she  wishes  that  you  would 
set  this  diamond  neatly." 

"  Neatly  and  handsomely  of  course,  sir." 

"  Neatty,  in  the  present  fashion;  and  send  down  the  ac- 
count to  her.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  gold  about  the  trinket, 
for  which,  of  course,  you  will  make  an  allowance." 

"To  the  last  fraction  of  a  sixpence,"  says  Mr.  Polonius, 
bowing,  and  looking  at  the  jewel.  "  It's  a  wonderful  piece  of 
goods,  certainly,"  said  he  ;  "  though  the  diamond's  a  neat  little 
bit,  certainly.  Do,  my  lady,  look  at  it.  The  thing  is  of  Irish 
manufacture,  bears  the  stamp  of '95,  and  will  recall  perhaps  the 
tunes  of  your  ladyship's  earliest  youth." 

"Get  ye  out,  Mr.  Polonius!"  said  the  old  lady,  a  little 
wizen-faced  old  lady,  with  her  face  puckered  up  in  a  million  of 
wrinkles.  "  How  dar  you,  sir,  to  talk  such  nonsense  to  an  old 
woman  like  me?  Wasn't  I  fifty  years  old  in  '95,  and  a  grand- 
mother in  '96?"  She  put  out  a  pair  of  withered,  trembling 
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hands,   took    up   the    locket,    examined    it    I'm    a    inuiuU-,   and 
then   hurst  out  laughing,    "As   1   live,  ii's  tlu-  g;. 
diamond  !  " 

(iood   heaven>  :    \vli:it  was  tlu.s  talisman  t hut   had   come   into 
my  possession  ? 

"  Look,  girU,"  continued   tin-   old   lady:    "this   i.-,   tin-  jj 
jew'l  of  all    In  land.      This  red-faced  111:111  in  the  uiidd: 
Mick  ll..u'j:ii;\ .  :i  cousin  <>f  iniii.-,  \\ho  was  in  love  with  me  in 
the  year  ">l.  when    I    had  ju>t  1"-!    VO«I  p«>«>r  d«-ar  grand 
These    thirteen    sthivani'  r>   <  •!'   r»-d    hair  ITJU 
crlrl) rated   BBteri        liiddy.    Miniiy,   'I'lu-dy.    Widdy  ( 
Williainina).  Fn-ddy,  \/./.\\'\."\/.  y.  Dolly, 

NV11.    and    lirll— all    married,    all    UL'ly.    and   all  hair. 

And   of  which   arc  y«>u    tin-   BOO,  JOUDg   man?  —  though,  to  do 
yon  justice,  you're  not  like  the  family." 

Two  pretty   \onnir  ladies  turned  two  pretty  pairs  of  black 
at    me.  and  waited   for  an  an->\\  »uld  have 

had,    only    the    old    lady    lie^an  "ii    a    hundred   Stories 

nhotit  the  thirteen  ladies  al.ove  ,id  all  their  lovers,  all 

their  disappointments,    ami   all   the    duels  of    Mick    IIoirnart\. 
She  was  a  chronicle  of  lifly-yi-ni  iidal.      At  last  she  was 

interrupted    l»y  a  violent    til  'i"g:    'it  the   conelu>ion  of 

which  .Mr.  I'olonins  very  iv-pcd  I'ulK   asked  me  wi<  :iould 

send  the  pin.  .-.ml  whether  1  would  like  the  hair  kept. 

"  V  .  I.   ••  never  mind  the  1, 

u  And  the  pin.  ^ir ':  " 

1   had  felt  ashamed  a! >ont  telling  my  address :  "  But,  hang 
it!"  thought  1.   -  why  .s-/,Wr/  1?  — 

'  A  kinj:  can  make  a  lu-lu-d  knight, 
A  marquess,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 


An  lioiK-st  man's  ulnnu-  his  mi^lit  — 
liu<ic  i'aith,  lu-  caiuia  fa' 


Why  nee(l  I  care  aluuit  telling  these  ladies  where  I  live?" 

44  Sir,"  says  I,  M  liave  the  goodness  to  send  the  parcel,  when 
done,   to   Mr.  Titinaixh.    N  Itury  Square, 

near  St.  liiidc's  (  hnreh.  Fleet  Street.     King,  if  you  please,  the 
t\\o-pair  hell." 

"  What,  Bir?^  sai-l  Mr.  Tolonins. 

dirieked  the  old  lady.     ••  Mr.  Hwat?     Mau,  ma 
.  rest  imfntfinUr.     Come  along —  here's  the  carr'age?    < 
me  your  arm.  Mr.  Hwat,  and  get  inside,  and  tell  me  ah1  about 
your  thirteen  aim 

she  .-M-i/i-d  on  m\  elbow  and  hobbled  through  the  shop  as 
fast  as  possible  ;  the  voung  ladies  following  her,  laughing. 

2 
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44  Now  jump  in,  do  you  hear?"  said  she,  poking  her  sharp 
nose  out  of  the  window. 

41 1  can't,  ma'am,"  says  I ;  u  I  have  a  friend." 

44  Pooh,  pooh  !  send  'urn  to  the  juice,  and  jump  in  !  "  And 
before  almost  I  could  say  a  word,  a  great  powder'd  fellow  in 
yellow-plush  breeches  pushed  me  up  the  steps  and  banged  the 
door  to. 

I  looked  just  for  one  minute  as  the  barouche  drove  away  at 
Hoskins,  and  never  shall  forget  his  figure.  There  stood  Otis, 
his  mouth  wide  open,  his  eyes  staring,  a  smoking  cheroot  in  his 
hand,  wondering  with  all  his  might  at  the  strange  thing  that 
had  just  happened  to  me. 

44  Who  t*  that  Titmarsh?  "  says  Gus :  44  there's  a  coronet  on 
the  carriage,  by  jingo !  " 


CHAPTER  III. 

HOW    THE     POSSESSOR    OF   THE    DIAMOND     IS   WHISKED     INTO    A 
MAGNIFICENT   CHARIOT,  AND  HAS   YET  FURTHER  GOOD   LUCK. 

I  SAT  on  the  back  seat  of  the  carriage,  near  a  very  nice 
young  lady,  about  my  dear  Mary's  age  —  that  is  to  say,  seven- 
teen and  three  quarters ;  and  opposite  us  sat  the  old  countess 
and  her  other  granddaughter  —  handsome  too,  but  ten  years 
older.  I  recollect  I  had  on  that  day  my  blue  coat  and  brass 
buttons,  nankeen  trousers,  a  white  sprig  waistcoat,  and  one  of 
Dando's  silk  hats,  that  had  just  come  in  in  the  year  '22,  and 
looked  a  great  deal  more  glossj'  than  the  best  beaver. 

44  And  who  was  that  hidjns  manster"  —  that  was  the  way 
her  ladyship  pronounced,  —  44  that  ojous  vulgar  wretch,  with 
the  iron  heels  to  his  boots,  and  the  big  mouth,  and  the  imi- 
tation goold  neck-chain,  who  steered  at  us  so  as  we  got  into 
the  carr'age  ?  " 

How  she  should  have  known  that  Gus's  chain  was  mosaic  I 
can't  tell ;  but  so  it  was,  and  we  had  bought  it  for  five-and- 
twenty  and  sixpence  only  the  week  before  at  MThail's,  in  St, 
Paul's  Churchyard.  But  I  did  not  like  to  hear  my  friend 
abused,  and  so  spoke  out  for  him,  — 

44  Ma'am,"  sajTs  I,  44that  young  gentleman's  name  is  Au- 
gustus Hoskins.  We  live  together;  and  a  better  or  more 
kind-hearted  fellow  does  not  exist." 


A  CORONET,  BY  JINGO! 


AXD    THE    (illKAT    I!o<  i(  ,.\  KTY    DIAMOND  1<J 

44  You  an-  <jiiite  right  to  stand  up  lor  \oiir  fiiei, 
the    second  lad\  ;    who-M-  name,  it  appears,  wa>  Lad\   .lane,  hut 
whom  tin-  grandmamma  called  Lad\   .Inn-. 

••  Well,  upon  me  caoacienoe,  BO  in-  ii  n<>\\.  i..-i  i\  Jeoc  .  and 

I    like   sprr't    in   a  young  man.      So  hi>  name  i-  li"-kin-.  i-  it? 
I    kii'»\v,  my  dears,  all   tin-   1 1.  .--kill-.--   in    Lii'jland.      There  arc 
the    Lincolnshire    Hoskin-e-.  the    Shrop-liirr    llo-km-cv:    thej 
.say  tin1  admiral's  daughter.  lirll.  was  in  love  with  a  Mark 
man,    or    l>oaN\\  am.  or    s»me   >uch    tiling:    t>'it    the    world' 

•i.l  Doctor  IIoskin>of  I'.ath.  who  attended 

poor  dear   Drum    in    the   cjuins\  ;   ami  poor  dear  old    Fled  !!•- 
kin-,  the   polity  general:    1    rrmeinl»er  him   a>   thin   as  u  lath  in 
the  year  's  1 ,  and  as  ariivr  as  a  linrl(-(|iiin.  and  in  love  with  me 
—  oh,  how  he  was  in  love  with  mr  '.  " 

••  Von  si-rm  to  havr  had  a  host  of  admirers  in  those  days, 
grandmaninia  r  "  >aid  Lady  .lane. 

kk  Hundreds,  my  dear,  —  hundreds  of  thousands.  I  was  the 
toa-l  of  IJatli,  and  a  jrivat  hi-auty.  too:  would  you  ever  have 
thought  it  now,  upon  your  c-on>eience  and  without  flatter}', 
Mr.-a-What-d>-,-:.ll--imr" 

11  Indeed,  ma'am,  I  lu-ver  should,"  I  answered,  for  the  old 
lady  was  as  imly  as  possible;  and  at  my  >ayiiuj  this  the  two 
younir  Indies  lu-^an  si-reaming  with  laughter,  and  I  saw  the 
two  Liieat-wlii>kercd  footmen  grinning  over  the  back  of  the 
carri; 

••  I  pon  my  word,  you're  mighty  candid,  Mr.  What's-your- 
name  —  mighty  candid  indeed;  but  I  like  candor  in  young 
people.  But  a  beauty  I  was.  Just  ask  your  fYiend's  uncle  the 
geiu-ral.  lie's  one  of  the  Liiirolnshiiv  lio>kinsos  —  I  knew  he 
was  by  tin-  strong  family  likeness.  Is  he  the  eldest  son?  It's 
a  pretl\  property,  though  sadly  encnmliered  ;  for  old  Sirdeorge 
was  the  divvli>  of  a  man  —  a  t'rirnd  of  Hanbury  Williams,  and 
Lutleton,  and  those  horrid,  monstrous,  ojous  people!  How 
much  will  he  have  now.  mister,  when  the  admiral  dies?" 

•'Why.  ma'am,  I  can't  say;  but  the  admiral  is  not  my 
friend's  father." 

"Not  his  lather?  —  but  he  w,  I  tell  you,  and  I'm  never 
wrong.  Who  is  his  lather,  then?" 

4 4  Ma'am,  Gu>'s  father's  a  leather-seller,  in  Skinner  Street, 
Snow  Hill,  —  a  very  respectable  hoii>e.  ma'am.  But  Gus  is 
only  third  son,  and  so  can't  expert  a  great  -hare  in  the  prop- 
erty." 

The  two  young  ladies  smiled  at  this  —  the  old  lady  said. 
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44  I  like  you,  sir,"  Lady  Jane  said,  "  for  not  being  ashamed 
of  your  friends,  whatever  their  rank  of  life  may  be.  {Shall 
we  "have  the  pleasure  of  setting  you  down  anywhere,  Mr. 
Titmarsh?" 

u  Noways  particular,  my  lady,"  says  I.  "We  have  a  holi- 
day at  our  office  to-day  —  at  least  Roundhand  gave  me  and  Gus 
leave  ;  and  I  shall  be  very  happy,  indeed,  to  take  a  drive  in 
the  Park,  if  it's  no  offence." 

"I'm  sure  it  will  give  us  —  infinite  pleasure,"  said  Lady 
Jane ;  though  rather  in  a  grave  way. 

"Oh,  that  it  will ! "  says  Lady  Fanny,  clapping  her  hands : 
"  won't  it,  grandmamma?  And  after  we  have  been  in  the  Park, 
we  can  walk  in  Kensington  Gardens,  if  Mr.  Titmarsh  will  be 
good  enough  to  accompany  us." 

"  Indeed,  Fanny,  we  will  do  no  such  thing,"  says  Lady 
Jane. 

"  Indeed  but  we  will  though ! "  shrieked  out  Lady  Drum. 
"  Ain't  I  dying  to  know  everything  about  his  uncle  and  thirteen 
aunts?  and  you're  all  chattering  so,  you  young  women,  that  not 
a  blessed  syllable  will  you  allow  me  or  my  young  friend  here  to 


Lady  Jane  gave  a  shrug  with  her  shoulders,  and  did  not  say 
a  single  word  more.  Lady  Fann}T,  who  was  as  gay  as  a  young 
kitten  (if  I  ma}*  be  allowed  so  to  speak  of  the  aristocracy), 
laughed,  and  blushed,  and  giggled,  and  seemed  quite  to  enjoy  her 
sister's  ill  humor.  And  the  countess  began  at  once,  and  entered 
into  the  history  of  the  thirteen  Misses  Hoggarty,  which  was 
not  near  finished  when  we  entered  the  Park. 

When  there,  you  can't  think  what  hundreds  of  gents  on  horse- 
back came  to  the  carriage  and  talked  to  the  ladies.  They  had 
their  joke  for  Lady  Drum,  who  seemed  to  be  a  character  in  her 
way  ;  their  bow  for  Lady  Jane  ;  and,  the  young  ones  especially, 
their  compliment  for  Lady  Fanny. 

Though  she  bowed  and  blushed,  as  a  }'oung  lady  should, 
Lad}T  Fann}'  seemed  to  be  thinking  of  something  else  ;  for  she 
kept  her  head  out  of  the  carriage,  looking  eagerly  among  the 
horsemen,  as  if  she  expected  to  see  somebody.  Aha  !  my  Lady 
Fanny,  /  knew  what  it  meant  when  a  young,  pretty  lady  like 
you  was  absent,  and  on  the  look-out,  and  only  half  answered 
the  questions  put  to  he*.  Let  alone  Sam  Titmarsh  —  he  knows 
what  somebody  means  as  well  as  another,  I  warrant.  As  I  saw 
these  manoeuvres  going  on,  I  could  not  help  just  giving  a  wink 
to  Lady  Jane,  as  much  as  to  say  I  knew  what  was  what.  "  I 
guess  the  young  lady  is  looking  for  Somebody,"  says  I.  It  wafl 
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then  A0r  turn  to  look  qudeiv  I  •  to  blu-L. 

red  :is  scarlet  ;   btt<  I  minute.  tin-  vo,,d-naJured  little  thing 

looked  ;it  her  sister,  and  l»otli  llir  young  ladies  put   their   i 
kerchief^  up  to  their  face>.  and   Le/an   laughing  —  laughing  as 
if  I  li:i<l  said  the  funniest  tiling  in  ih«-  world. 

//  t'st   cftnrninnt,   n.frc    /  i    Lady    Jane    to    her 

grandmamma;  and  on  which  I  Lowed  and  -aid.  •• 
me  fait**  /»',n«-(»{/>  //'//<*/////•*//-.•"  for  I  knew  the  French  language, 
and  was  pleased  to  find  that  these  good  ladies  had  taken  a 
liking  to  me.  k>  I'm  a  poor  humble  lad.  ma'am,  not  \\«'<\  to 
London  society,  find  do  n-ally  (eel  it  <juite  kind  <>f  you  to  take 
me  Ly  the  hand  so.  and  gi\e  me  a  drive  in  your  tine  ean  iage." 

At  this  minute  a  LT«  nileman  on  a  Llaek  horse,  with  a  pale 
face  and  a  tuft  to  his  chin,  came  riding  up  to  the  carriage;  and 
I  knew  Ly  a  little  start  that  Lady  Fanny  gave,  and  Ly  lier 
instantly  looking  round  the  other  way,  that  Somebody  was  come 
at  last.' 

"  Lady  Drum,"  said  he.  "your  most  devoted  servant!  I 
ha\e  just  Leeii  riding  with  a  gentleman  who  almost  shot  himself 
for  love  of  the  Leautiful  Counters  of  Drum  in  the  year  —  never 
mind  the  year." 

"  Was  it  KillLla/.es?"  said  the  lady  :  "  he's  a  dear  old  man, 
and  I'm  quite  ready  to  go  oil'  with  him  this  minute.  Or  was  it 
that  delight  of  an  old  hislmp?  He's  got  a  lock  of  my  hair  now 
-  I  gave  it  him  when  he  was  papa's  chaplain;  and  let  me  tell 
von  it  would  be  a  hard  matter  to  find  another  now  in  the  same 
place." 

•-  Law.  my  lad\  !  "  gftya  I.  ••  you  don't  say  so?" 

u  Hut  indeed  I  do.  my  gnod  sir."  s&ys  she;  "for  between 
ourselves,  my  head'-  fta  Laro  as  a  cannon-ball  —  ask  Fanny  if 
it  Un't.  Such  a  fright  as  the  poor  thing  got  when  she  was  a 
babby.  and  came  upon  me  suddenly  in  my  dressing-room  with- 
out my  w 

••  1  hop»-  Lady  Fanny  has  recovered  from  the  shock,"  said 
••  Somebody."  looking  first  at  her.  and  then  at  me  as  if  he  had 
a  mind  to  swallow  me.  And  would  you  behove  it?  all  that 
Lady  Fann\  could  Bay  wa-.  M  Pivtly  well.  I  thank  you,  my 
lord;"  and  she  -aid  tin-  \\ith  as  much  Muttering  and  blushing 
as  we  used  to  say  our  Virgil  at  school  —  when  we  hadn't 
learned  it. 

My  lord  still  kept  on  looking  very  fiercely  at  me,  and  muttered 
something  about  having  hoped  to  find  a  seat  in  Lady  Drum's 
carriage,  as  he  was  tired  of  riding  :  on  which  Lady  Fanny  mut 
tered  something,  too,  about  ua  friend  of  grandmamma's." 
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"  You  should  say  a  friend  of  yours,  Fanny,"  says  Lady  Jane : 
"I  am  sure  we  should  never  have  come  to  the  Park  if  Fanny 
had  not  insisted  upon  bringing  Mr.  Titmarsh  hither.  Let  me 
introduce  the  Earl  of  Tiptoff  to  Mr.  Titmarsh."  But,  instead 
of  taking  off  his  hat,  as  I  did  mine,  his  lordship  growled  out 
that  he  hoped  for  another  opportunity,  and  galloped  off  again 
on  his  black  horse.  Why  the  deuce  /should  have  offended  him 
I  never  could  understand. 

But  it  seemed  as  if  I  was  destined  to  offend  all  the  men  that 
day ;  for  who  should  presently  come  up  but  the  Right  Hon. 
Edmund  Preston,  one  of  His  Majesty's  Secretaries  of  State  (as 
I  knew  very  well  by  the  almanac  in  our  office)  and  the  husband 
of  Lady  Jane. 

The  Right  Hon.  Edmund  was  riding  a  gra}-  cob,  and  was  a 
fat  pale-faced  man,  who  looked  as  if  he  never  went  into  the 
open  air.  "  Who  the  devil's  that?  "  said  he  to  his  wife,  looking 
surlily  both  at  me  and  her. 

"  Oh,  it's  a  friend  of  grandmamma's  and  Jane's,"  said  Lady 
Fanny  at  once,  looking  like  a  sly  rogue  as  she  was,  quite  archly 
at  her  sister  —  who  in  her  turn  appeared  quite  frightened,  and 
looked  imploringly  at  her  sister,  and  never  dared  to  breathe  a 
syllable.  "Yes,  indeed,"  continued  Lady  Fanny,  "Mr.  Tit- 
marsh  is  a  cousin  of  grandmamma's  by  the  mother's  side :  by 
the  Hoggarty  side.  Didn't  you  know  the  Hoggarties  when  you 
were  in  Ireland,  Edmund,  with  Lord  Bagwig?  Let  me  intro- 
duce 3'ou  to  grandmamma's  cousin,  Mr.  Titmarsh ;  Mr.  Tit- 
marsh,  my  brother,  Mr.  Edmund  Preston." 

There  was  Lady  Jane  all  the  time  treading  upon  her  sister's 
foot  as  hard  as  possible,  and  the  little  wicked  thing  would  take 
no  notice  ;  and  I,  who  had  never  heard  of  the  cousinship,  feel- 
ing as  confounded  as  could  be.  But  I  did  not  know  the  Coun- 
tess of  Drum  near  so  well  as  that  sly  minx  her  granddaughter 
did  ;  for  the  old  lady,  who  had  just  before  called  poor  Gus 
Hoskins  her  cousin,  had,  it  appeared,  the  mania  of  fancying  all 
the  world  related  to  her,  and  said,  — 

"  Yes,  we're  cousins,  and  not  very  far  removed.  Mick  Hog- 
garty's  grandmother  was  Millicent  Brady,  and  she  and  my  aunt 
Towzer  were  related,  as  all  the  world  knows ;  for  Decimus 
Brady,  of  Ballybrady,  married  an  own  cousin  of  aunt  Towzer's 
mother,  Bell  Swift — that  was  no  relation  of  the  Dean's,  my 
love,  who  came  but  of  a  so-so  family —  and  isn't  that  clear?" 

"Oh,  perfectly,  grandmamma,"  said  Lady  Jane,  laughing, 
while  the  right  honorable  gent  still  rode  by  us,  looking  sour  and 
•urly. 
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And  sure  you  knew  the  Ilo.jgartie-..  Kdmund?       tin-  thir- 
red-haired  girls       tin-  nine  :tn<l  four  OTWT, 

Uanboy  used  t<>  <-;ill   them.      I'.x.r   Clan!  —a    e,,ii-in   of  yours 
:ui<l  mine,  Mr.  Titmarsh.  and  -adly  in  love  with  me  he  wa 
Not  remember  them '/// now,  Kdmiind?       not  remember?    -not 
remember  Biddy  and  Minny.  and  Tln-dy  and  Widdy.  and  My-ie 
and  Grizzy,  and  Tolly  and  Dolly  and  tin-  r.  I 
"D the  Mi—  Hoggarties,  ma'am,"  said  the  right  hoaotm- 

hie  gent ;   and  In-  said  it  with  such  energy,  tint    hi-   gra\   t 

nVC   a  sudden  lash   out    tin!  wllui^li    >cnt    turnover  lii>  ln-.-ul. 

Lady  Jane  screamed;    Lady  Kanny  lanuln-d  ;  old    Lady    Drum 

looked  as  if  she  did   not  caiv  t\\  UJH-IKV.  and   >aid.   lt  SeiTC  you 

riijht  for  swearin«r.  \'<>u  ojons  man  \<»u  !  " 

**  Hadn't  you  better  conn-  into  the  earriaur«-,  Kdmund  —  Mr. 
I'restun?"  cried  out  the  lady,  anxiously. 

u  Oh,  Fm  sure  I'll  sli|»  o'.it.  ma'am,"  saya  I. 

u  Pooh  —  pooh!  don't  stir,"  -:iid  Lady  Drum  :  "it's  my 
•  •an-ia^e  ;  and  if  Mr.  Proton  chooses  to  swear  at  a  lady  of 
my  years  in  that  ojons  vnlnar  way  -  in  that  OJOUS  vulgar  way, 
I  repeat  —  I  don't  see  why  my  friends  >honld  l»e  inconvenienced 
for  him.  Let  him  sit  on  the  dicky  if  he  likes,  or  come  in  and 
lide  bodkin."  It  was  <|iiite  clear  that  my  Lady  Drum  hated  her 
«rr:indson-in-hiw  heartily  :  and  I've  remark. -d  somehow  in  fami- 
lies that  this  kind  of  hatred  is  by  no  means  uncommon. 

Mr.  Preston,  one  of  his  Maj.  <f  state,  was, 

to  tell  the  truth,  in  a  irreat  fright  upon  his  horse,  and  vta.* 
to  get  away  from  the  Uieki>i^.  plunijin^  brute.  His  paleface 
looked  still  paler  than  before,  a, id  his  hands  and  legs  trembled. 
as  he  dismounted  from  the  cob  and  jrave  the  reins  to  his  ser- 
vant. I  disliked  the  looks  of  the  chap — of  the  master,  I 
mean  —  at  the  lirst  moment  he  came  up,  when  he  spoke  rudely 
to  that  nice  gentle  wit' -of  his;  and  I  thought  he  was  a  cowardly 
fellow,  as  the  adventure  of  the  cob  showed  him  to  be.  Heaven 
bless  you  !  a  baby  could  have  ridden  it;  and  here  was  the  man 
with  his  soul  in  his  mouth  at  the  very  lirst  kick. 

"  Oh,  quick!  do  come  in,  Edmund,"  said  Lady  Fanny, 
laughing  ;  and  the  carriage  steps  being  let  down,  and  giving  me 
a  great  scowl  as  he  came  in,  he  was  going  to  place  himself  in 
Lady  Fanny's  corner  (I  warrant  you  I  wouldn't  budge  from 
mine),  when  the  little  rogue  cried  out,  4*  Oh,  no!  by  no  means, 
Mr.  Preston.  Shut  the  door,  Thomas.  And  oh!  what  fun  it 
will  be  to  show  all  the  world  a  Secretary  of  State  riding  bod- 
kin ! " 

And  pretty  glum  the  Secretary  of  State  looked,  I  assure  you  J 
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44  Take  my  place,  Edmund,  and  don't  mind  Fanny's  folly," 
said  Lady  Jane,  timidly. 

kk  Oh,  no  !  —  pray,  madam,  don't  stir  !  I'm  comfortable,  very 
comfortable  ;  and  so  I  hope  is  this  Mr.  —  this  gentleman." 

44  Perfectly,  I  assure  you,"  says  I.  u  I  was  going  to  offer  to 
ride  your  horse  home  for  3*011,  as  you  seemed  to  be  rather 
frightened  at  it ;  but  the  fact  was,  I  was  so  comfortable  here 
that  realty  I  couldn't  move." 

Such  a  grin  as  old  Lady  Drum  gave  when  I  said  that !  —  how 
her  little  eyes  twinkled,  and  her  little  sly  mouth  puckered  up ! 
I  couldn't  help  speaking,  for,  look  you,  my  blood  was  up. 

"  We  shall  always  be  happy  of  your  company,  cousin  Tit- 
marsh,"  says  she  ;  and  handed  me  a  gold  snuff-box,  out  of 
which  I  took  a  pinch,  and  sneezed  with  the  air  of  a  lord. 

4 'As  you  have  invited  this  gentleman  into  your  carriage, 
Lady  Jane  Preston,  hadn't  you  better  invite  him  home  to  din- 
ner?" says  Mr.  Preston,  quite  blue  with  rage. 

"  I  invited  him  into  my  carr'age,"  says  the  old  lad}r ;  u  and 
as  we  are  going  to  dine  at  your  house,  and  you  press  it,  I'm 
sure  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  see  him  there." 

44  I'm  very  sorry  I'm  engaged,"  said  I. 

44  Oh,  indeed,  what  a  pity  !  "  says  Right  Honorable  Ned,  still 
glowering  at  his  wife.  44  What  a  pity  that  this  gentleman  — 
I  forget  his  name  — that  your  friend,  Lady  Jane,  is  engaged  ! 
I  am  sure  you  would  have  had  such  gratification  in  meeting 
your  relation  in  Whitehall." 

Lady  Drum  was  over-fond  of  finding  out  relations  to  be  sure  ; 
but  this  speech  of  Right  Honorable  Ned's  was  rather  too  much. 
44  Now,  Sam,"  says  I,  "  be  a  man  and  show  your  spirit !  "  So 
I  spoke  up  at  once,  and  said,  4'  Why,  ladies,  as  the  right  hon- 
orable gent  is  so  very  pressing,  I'll  give  up  my  engagement,  and 
shall  have  sincere  pleasure  in  cutting  mutton  with  him.  What's 
your  hour,  sir?" 

He  didn't  condescend  to  answer,  and  for  me  I  did  not  care  ; 
for,  you  see,  I  did  not  intend  to  dine  with  the  man,  but  only  to 
give  him  a  lesson  of  manners.  For,  though  I  am  but  a  poor 
fellow,  and  hear  people  cry  out  how  vulgar  it  is  to  eat  pease 
with  a  knife,  or  ask  three  times  for  cheese,  and  such  like  points 
of  ceremony,  there's  something,  I  think,  much  more  vulgar  than 
all  this,  and  that  is,  insolence  to  one's  inferiors.  I  hate  the 
chap  that  uses  it,  as  I  scorn  him  of  humble  rank  that  affects 
to  be  of  the  fashion  ;  and  so  I  determined  to  let  Mr.  Preston 
know  a  piece  of  my  mind. 

When  the  carriage  drove  up  to  his  house,  I  handed  out  the 
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ladies  as  politely  as  possible,  and  walked  into  tin-  hull,  and  then 
takin:'  hold  of  Mr.  1'ivMon's  button  at  tlu-  door.  1  said,  before 
tin-  Indies  and  the  two  bi<_:  M-r\ant.s —  upon  my  word.  I  did  — 
"  Sir.  :  •'  this  kind  old  lady  a-ked  m,-  into  h,-r  ,  an 

and  1  rode  in  it  to  please  her,  not  myself.  When  you  cam.  up 
and  asked  who  the  devil  I  was,  1  thought  you  nii^lit  have  put 
the  (juestion  in  a  more  polite  manner  :  but  it  wasn't  my 

to  speak.  When.  by  way  of  a  j<>k<  .  \oii  invited  me  to 
dinner.  I  thought  I  would  answer  in  a  joke  tOO,  and  here  I  am. 
Hut  don't  l>e  frightened:  I'm  i  MI:  to  dine  with  \ou: 

only  if  you  play  the  same  juke  upon  other  parties  —  on  some  of 
the  chaps  in  our  ollice.  lor  example —  I  recommend  you  to  have 
a  care,  or  they  will  Ink?  >/»"  »'  y<>«r  iron/." 

-•  Is  that  all.  sir.">aid  Mr.  l'n->ton,  still  in  a  nvjy  :  M  if  you 
hav  done,  will  you  leave  thN  house.  «.r  >hall  my  servants  turn 
you  out?  Turn  out  this  fellow1,  do  you  hear  me?"  and  he 
broke  away  from  me.  and  Hunt:  into  his  >tudy  in  a  n 

••  He's  an  ojoiis.  horrid  inoiisther  of  a  man,  that  husl»and  of 
voiirs!"  said  Lady  Drum.  sei/.iuur  hold  of  her  elder  grand- 
dauixhter's  arm.  M  and  1  aate  him  :  and  so  come  away,  for  the 
dinner'll  !>c  ^•'ttin.ir  <§'»ld  :  "  and  she  wa-  for  hurrvin^  away  Lady 
.Jane  without  nioie  ado.  lint  that  kind  lady,  coming  forv. 
looking  v»'ry  pale  am'  lreml>linjr.  said,  *  Mr.  Titmar>h.  I  do 
hope  you'lliiot  he  un^i-y  —  that  is.  that  you'll  forget  what  has 
happ'-ned.  tor.  l»-lieve  me,  it  has  oiveii  me  very  great  — 

Verv  uri  at  what,  I  never  could  say,  for  here  the  poor  thing's 
ii'l.-d  wit!,  tears;  and  Lady  Drum  crying  out  "Tut.  tut: 
none  of  this  nonsense."  pulled  her  away  l»y  the  sleeve,  and 
tvcnt  up  Btairs.  Hut  little  Lady  Fanny  walked  boldly  up  to  me, 
and  held  me  out  her  little  hand,  and  .nave  mine  such  a  squeeze 
/i ud  said,  "(lood-liy.  my  dear  Mr.  Titmarsh,"  so  very  kindly, 
dial  I'm  l>lest  if  f  did 'not  blush  up  to  the  ears,  and  all  the 
Mood  in  niv  body  he^an  to  tingle. 

So,  whi'-n  she  was  -OIK^.  I  clapped  my  hat  on  my  head,  and 
walked  out  of  the  ball  door,  feeling  as  proud  as  a  peacock  and 
as  brave  as  a  lion  :  and  all  I  wished  for  was  that  one  of  those 
saucy,  irrinniniz;  footmen  should  say  or  do  something  to  me  that 
WM  the  least  uncivil,  so  that  I  mi^ht  have  the  pleasure  of 
knocking  him  down  with  my  best  compliments  to  his  master. 
Hut  neither  of  them  did  me  any  such  favor',  and  I  went  ; 
and  dinod  at  home  otf  boiled  mutton  and  turnips  with  (Jus  Hos- 
kins  quite  peacefully. 

I  did  not  think  it  was  proper  to  tell  (ins  (who,  between  our- 
selves, is  rather  curious,  and  inclu«cu  to  tittle-tattle),  ail  th« 
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particulars  of  the  family  quarrel  of  which  I  had  been  the  cause 
and  witness,  and  so  just  said  that  the  old  lady  —  ("  They  were 
the  Drum  arms,"  says  Gus  ;  "  for  I  went  and  looked  them  out 
that  minute  in  the  *  Peerage'")  —  that  the  old  lady  turned  out 
to  be  a  cousin  of  mine,  and  that  she  had  taken  me  to  drive  in 
the  Park.  Next  day  we  went  to  the  office  as  usual,  when  you 
may  be  sure  that  Hoskins  told  everything  of  what  had  happened, 
and  a  great  deal  more  ;  and  somehow,  though  I  did  not  pretend 
to  care  sixpence  about  the  matter,  I  must  confess  that  I  was 
rather  pleased  that  the  gents  in  our  office  should  hear  of  a  part 
of  my  adventure. 

But  fancy  my  surprise,  on  coming  home  in  the  evening,  to 
find  Mrs.  Stokes  the  landlady,  Miss  Selina  Stokes  her  daugh- 
ter, and  Master  Bob  Stokes  her  son  (an  idle  young  vagabond 
that  was  always  playing  marbles  on  St.  Bride's  steps  and  in 
Salisbury  Square) ,  —  when  I  found  them  all  bustling  and  tum- 
bling up  the  steps  before  me  to  our  rooms  on  the  second  floor, 
and  there,  on  the  table,  between  our  two  flutes  on  one  side,  my 
album,  Gus's  "Don  Juan"  and  "Peerage "on  the  other,  I 
saw  as  follows  :  — 

1.  A  basket  of  great  red  peaches,  looking  like  the  cheeks  of 
my  dear  Mary  Smith. 

2.  A  ditto  of  large,  fat,  luscious,  heavy-looking  grapes. 

3.  An  enormous  piece  of  raw  mutton,  as  I  thought  it  wus  ; 
but  Mrs.  Stokes  said  it  was  the  primest  haunch  of  venison  that 
ever  she  saw. 

And  three  cards  ;  viz. 

DOWAGER   COUNTESS   OF   DRUM. 
LADY   FANNY    RAKES. 

MR.    PRESTON. 
LADY    JANE   PRESTON. 

EARL  OF   TIPTOFF. 

"  Sich  a  carriage  !  "  says  Mrs.  Stokes  (for  that  was  the  w?,y 
the  poor  thing  spoke).  "  Sich  a  carriage  —  all  over  coronites  ! 
sich  liveries  —  two  great  footmen,  with  red  whiskers  and  3*el- 
low-plush  small-clothes  ;  and  inside,  a  very  old  lady  in  a  white 
poke  bonnet,  and  a  young  one  with  a  great  leghorn  hat  and 
blue  ribbons,  and  a  great  tall  pale  gentleman  with  a  tuft  on 
his  chin. 

"'Pray,  madam,  does  Mr.  Titmarsh  live  here?'  says  the 
young  lady,  with  her  clear  voice. 
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,  my  l;i«l\.'  Ntyl  I  ,   '  lull  ln-'s  nt  tin-  office  —  the  West 
l-n«-  and  Lit'.-  Olliee.  Cornhill.' 

(  'harle>.    get    "Ul    th.'    thii:.  -   the   gentleman,  (juke 

•oleum* 

.     my    IMP  I.'    >a\  9    (  'harlo  ;     :iii<l    !•!  the 

hamieh  in  a  ne\\spap«r.  ;ui«l   on    tin-   chany  di>li   .is    \--ii   I6C    il. 
and  tin-  two  l>a>k«  t.-  «>t'  fruit   b68J 

"  •  l!a\e  the  kindlier,  madam.'  MTfl  IHN   l"i«l.  '  to  1ak«-  tli«-i- 
(n    .Mr.    Titmar^li'-    n»..m^.    willi    our,    with    Ladv 
i's   complimfiil-.    and  "I"  tin-in  ;' 

and  thru  In-  pulled  mil  tlu-  card>  <.u    \uiir  taMr,  and  this  l.-tt.-r. 
scalrd  with  his  lordship's  o\.n  CTOWD. 

And   hnvwith    Mrs.  St«»ki--s  i:a\f  mr  a  1-  itcr,  which  mv  N\i!'r 
ki-rps  to  this  da\,  !iv  tin-  wa\.  aid  whi«-h  nm>  tlm-  : 

"Tin-  Karl  of  TiptotT  li:is  IK.-II  .•uiiuui>sioiH-.l   by  Lady  .Jam-  Preston  to 
rxptvss   IHT  .-iucrn-   n-i^n  t   and   disappointment  that  sin-  was  not  aM* 
tcr-lay  to  «-njoy  tin-   J.I.-JI-IMV  «.|'    Mr.  Tituiai-.-li's  i-mii|iaiiy.      L:nly  .Jatu-   iP 
aliout  to  Iravi-  town  ininnMliatoly  :   ^ht-  will   tlu-ivl'oiv  \><-  unal)lc   to   i 
tin-  trii  mis   in  \Vliiti-hall   1'lacr  •  lint    Lord  TiptotT  trusts  that 

Mr.  Ti;niai>li  will  have  tin-  kimliu  >-  utm-  of  tin-  piodur.-  ,,(   IKT 

ladyship's   ijardfii  and   park;   with  wliidi,  prrliajis.  In-  \\  ill  entertain 
of  thosr  frifiuls  in  \\hoM-  favor  he  kno\\>  >«>  well  how  to  speak." 


with    this    VfM    a    litllv    not,-,    containing    the    \\< 
"Lady  Drum  at   honn-.      Friday  r\  -t-niii^.  .luiu-    17."      And  all 
this  came   to   im-    l>»-rausf    my   aunt    llo-garty  had  given   me  a 
diamon<l-pin  ! 

I  tlid  n<»t  send  !>aek  the  venison:  as  why  should  I?  (.us 
WM  l«»r  sendiiiLr  it  at  oner  to  Hi-ou^h.  our  director;  and  the 
grapes  and  peaches  to  my  aunt  in  Somerset  -hire. 

••  Uut  no,"  says  I:  "we'll  a-k  liol.  ^  •  inney  and  half  a 
do/i'ii  more  of  our  gents;  and  we'll  have  a  iin-n-y  night  of  it 
on  Saturday."  And  a  merry  niuht  we  had  loo;  and  us  we  had 
no  \\iue  in  the  enphoard.  we  had  plenty  of  ale.  and  gin-punch 
afterwards.  Ami  <  HIS  sat  at  the  fo..t  of  the  taMe.  and  I  at  th" 
lu-ad:  and  we  sanir  soii^s.  both  comic  and  sentimental,  and 
drank  toasts  ;  and  1  made  a  speech  that  there  is  no  possibility 
of  mentioning  here,  l»eeau>e.  mti'r  n»ns.  I  had  ijuiti-  forgot  1  1  u 
in  the  morning  every  thing  that  Lad  taken  place  alter  a  certain 
period  011  the  ni^ht  before. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HOW  THE   HAPPY   DIAMOND- WEARER   DINES    AT   PENTONVTLLK. 

I  DID  not  go  to  the  office  till  half  an  hour  after  opening  time 
on  Monday.  If  the  truth  must  be  told,  I  was  not  sorr}-  to  let 
Hoskins  have  the  start  of  me,  and  tell  the  chaps  what  had 
taken  place,  — for  we  all  have  our  little  vanities,  and  I  liked  to 
be  thought  well  of  b}T  my  companions. 

When  I  came  in,  I  saw  my  business  had  been  done,  by  the 
way  in  which  the  chaps  looked  at  me;  especially  Abedne.^o, 
who  offered  me  a  pinch  out  of  his  gold  snuff-box  the  very  iirst 
thing.  Roundhand  shook  me,  too,  warmly  by  the  hand,  when 
he  came  round  to  look  over  my  day-book,  said  I  wrote  a  capital 
hand  (and  indeed  I  believe  I  do,  without  any  sort  of  flattery), 
and  invited  me  for  dinner  next  Sunday,  in  Myddclton  Square. 
"You  won't  have,"  said  he,  "quite  such  a  grand  turn-out  as 
with  your  friends  at  the  West  End"  —  he  said  this  with  a  par- 
ticular accent —  "but  Amelia  and  I  are  always  happy  to  see 
a  friend  in  our  plain  way,  —  pale  sherry,  old  port,  and  cut  and 
come  again.  Hey?" 

I  said  I  would  come,  and  bring  Hoskins  too. 

He  answered  that  I  was  very  polite,  and  that  he  should  be 
very  happy  to  see  Hoskins ;  and  we  went  accordingly  at  the 
appointed  day  and  hour ;  but  though  Gus  was  eleventh  clerk 
and  I  twelfth,  I  remarked  that  at  dinner  I  was  helped  first  and 
best.  I  had  twice  as  man}'  forced-meat,  balls  as  Hoskins  in 
my  mock-turtle,  arid  pretty  nearly  all  the  oysters  out  of  the 
sauce-boat.  Once,  Roundhand  was  going  to  help  Gus  before 
me ;  when  his  wife,  who  was  seated  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
looking  very  big  and  fierce  in  red  crape  and  a  turban,  shouted 
out.  "ANTONY!"  and  poor  R.  dropped  the  plate,  and  blushed 
as  red  as  anything.  How  Mrs.  R.  did  talk  to  me  about  the 
West  End  to  be  sure  !  She  had  a  "  Peerage,"  as  you  may  be 
certain,  and  knew  everything  about  the  Drum  family  in  a  man- 
ner that  quite  astonished  me.  She  asked  me  how  much  Lord 
Drum  had  a  3Tear ;  whether  I  thought  he  had  twenty,  thirty, 
forty,  or  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  a  year ;  whether  I  was 
invited  to  Drum  Castle ;  what  the  }*oung  ladies  wore,  and  if 
they  had  those  odious  gigot  sleeves  which  were  just  coming  io 
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then;  and  here  Mrs.  R.  looked  at  ;i  pair  of  l:ir<_£e  mottled  arm* 
that  she  was  very  proud  of. 

iv  I  sa\ ,  Sam  my  hoy  !  "  cried,  in  tin-  midM  of  our  talk.  Mr. 
Roundhand.  wlu>  li:ul  liecn  pa--iu;.:  tin-  port-wine  round  pretty 
(Vrrlv.  '•  I  hope  von  looked  to  tin-  main  <-liancc.  and  put  in  a 
few  share-  of  the  West  Diddle.-ex,  li. 

"Mr.  Roundhand.  have  you  put  up  the  decanters  down 
stairs?"  cries  the  lady,  quite  anirn  .  and  wi>hin;j;  to  stop  the 
conversation. 

"  NO.   Milly.   I've  MrtWttB,"  -ays  R. 

"  Don't  Millv  me.  sir  !  and  have  tin-  irood ness  to  jr«*  down 
and  tdl  Lancy  my  maid"  (n  l»<>k  at  me)  "to  make  the  tea  in 
the  studv.  We  have  a  gentleman  here  who  7  to  I'cn- 

,le    \va\s"   (tninfhrr  Innk )  :    "but   lie    won't    mind   the  ways 
of fricmls."      And   here  Mr-.  Roundhand  heaved  her  \ 
chest,  and   -.rave   me  a  third   look  tliat  was  BO  severe,  that  I 
declare  to  ^oodnos  it  made  me  look  quite  foolish.      As  to  ( 
she   nexer  10   much    as    -poke   to   him   all   the  evening;   but  he 
consoled    himself  with   a   «_rreat    M  «>f  miitlins,  and   sat    RM 
the  evening  (it  was  ;i  crnel   hot  summer)  whistling  and   talking 
with    Uoiindhand    on    the   veranda.       1    think    I    should   like  to 
have  heen  with  them.  —  for  it  was  very  close  in   the   room  with 
that  lireat,   IHLI;   Mrs.  Roundhand  squeezing  close  up  to  one  on 
>fa. 

44  Do  you  recollect  what  a  jolly  ni^lit  we  had  hero  last  sum- 
mer?" I  heard  Ilo-kins  -ay.  who  was  leaning  over  the  balcony, 
and  oLrlin.u  the  irirls  coming  home  from  church.  '4  You  and  me 
with  our  coats  oif.  plenty  of  cold  rnm-and-water,  Mrs.  Bound- 
hand  at  Margate,  and  a  whole  IK>X  of  Manillas?" 

"Hush!"  said  Koundhand,  (juite*  eagerly;  "Milly  will 
hear." 

Hut  Milly  didn't  hear:  for  she  was  occupied  in  telling  me 
an  immense  IOIILJ:  story  ahout  her  walt/in-j;  with  the  Count  de 
Schloppen/.ollern  at  the  City  l>all  to  the  Allied  Sovereigns;  and 
how  the  count  had  izreat  lar^e  white  moustaches;  and  how  odd 
she  thought  it  to  ^o  whirling:  round  the  room  with  nan's 

arm  round  your  waist.  M  Mr.  Houndhand  has  never  allowed  it 
since  our  marriage  —  never;  but  in  the  year  'fourteen  it  was 
considered  a  proper  compliment,  you  know,  to  pay  the  sover- 
eigns. So  twenty-nine  youn«r  ladies,  of  the  best  families  in  the 
city  of  London.  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Tilmar<h  — there  was  the 
Lord  Mayor's  own  daughters;  Alderman  Dohbins's  gals;  .sir 
Charles  Hopper's  three,  who  have  the  utvat  house  in  Maker 
Street ;  and  your  humble  servant,  who  was  rather  slimmer  in 
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those  days  —  twenty-nine  of  us  had  a  dancing-master  on  pur- 
pose, and  practised  waltzing  in  a  room  over  the  Egyptian  Hall 
at  the  Mansion  House.  He  was  a  splendid  man,  that  Count 
Schloppenzollern  ! " 

"  I  am  sure,  ma'am,"  says  I,  "he  had  a  splendid  partner !  " 
and  blushed  up  to  my  eyes  when  I  said  it. 

"  Get  away,  you  naughty  creature  !  "  says  Mrs.  Boundhand. 
giving  me  a  great  slap-  "you're  all  the  same,  you  men  in 
the  West  End  -  all  deceivers.  The  count  was  just  like  you. 
lleighoi  Before  you  many,  it's  all  honey  and  compliments; 
when  you  win  us,  it's  all  coldness  and  indifference.  Look  al 
Roundhand,  the  great  baby,  trying  to  beat  down  a  butterfly 
with  his  yellow  bandanna!  Can  a  man  like  that  comprehend 
me?  can  he  fill  the  void  in  my  heart?"  (She  pronounced  it 
without  the  h;  but  that  there  should  be  no  mistake,  laid  her 
hand  upon  the  place  meant.)  "  Ah,  no  !  Will  you  be  so  neg- 
lectful when  you  marry,  Mr.  Titmarsh  ?  " 

As  she  spoke,  the  bells  were  just  tolling  the  people  out  of 
church,  and  I  fell  a-thinking  of  my  dear,  dear  Mary  Smith  in 
the  countr}?,  walking  home  to  her  grandmother's,  in  her  modest 
gray  cloak,  as  the  bells  were  chiming  and  the  air  full  of  the 
sweet  smell  of  the  hay,  and  the  river  shining  in  the  sun,  all 
crimson,  purple,  gold,  and  silver.  There  was  m}T  dear  Mary 
a  hundred  and  twenty  miles  off,  in  Somersetshire,  walking 
home  from  church  along  with  Mr.  Snorter's  f amity,  with  which 
she  came  and  went ;  and  I  was  listening  to  the  talk  of  this 
great  leering,  vulgar  woman. 

I  could  not  help  feeling  for  a  certain  half  of  a  sixpence  that 
you  have  heard  me  speak  of;  and  putting  my  hand  mechani- 
cally upon  my  chest,  Ptore  my  fingers  with  the  point  of  my 
new  DIAMOND-PIN.  Mr.  Polonius  had  sent  it  home  the  night 
before,  and  I  sported  it  for  the  first  time  at  Roundhand's  to 
dinner. 

"It's  a  beautiful  diamond,"  said  Mrs.  Ronndhand.  "I 
have  been  looking  at  it  all  dinner-time.  How  rich  3-011  must 
be  to  wear  such  splendid  things  !  and  how  can  you  remain  in 
a  vulgar  office  in  the  citv,  — 3*011  who  have  such  great  acquaint- 
ances at  the  West  End?" 

The  woman  had  somehow  put  me  in  such  a  passion  that  I 
bounced  off  the  sofa,  and  made  for  the  balcony  without  answer- 
ing a  word, — ay,  and  half  broke  my  head  n gainst  the  sash. 
too,  as  I  went  out  to  the  gents  in  the  open  air.  "  Ous,"  says 
I,  "  I  feel  very  unwell :  I  wish  you'd  come  home  with  me." 
And  Gus  did  not  desire  anything  better ;  for  he  had  ogled  the 


MR.  BROUGH'S  BALL. 
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girl    out  of  the    last    church.  :u;d    the    night  u  a.^    In- 
to fall. 

"What    !     already'"     said    M '    .     !'.      i.diiand  ;     "then-    is    a 
r  coming  up. — a  trilling  re!Ye>hm  what   he'n  ac- 

I  am    tony  to   -ay  I  nearly  said,   kk  D—  !"  M 

Koundhand  went  and  whimpered  to  her  that   I  wa  .  ill. 

••  A\."  said  (ius,  junking  very  knowing.      M  ReOoHei  '     M1    - 

U  .  that   he  was  .//   tin-   \V,st    End  on    Thi.;  >,da\  .  a   k»-.|    \»   dine, 
ma'am,  \\itli  the  tip-top  n< .  b>.      (hap-«.  (be    \\  «  -t 

Knd    for    nothing,    do    they,    R.  ?      Jf  you    play    at   bon-h.    \mi 


; 


••  You  must  look  out  for  ru!>1-  I  limindhand,  as  (|iiiek 

thought. 

Not  in  my  house  of  a  Sunday."  >aid  Mr>.  K..  looking  very 

erce  and  angry.    ".Not  a  card  shall  be  toiiehed  here.     Are  we 

a  I'rnteMant  land,  sir?   in  a  (  hii-,ian  conn! 
41  My  deai\  you  don't  understand.      \Ve  \\eiv  not   talking  of 
rubbers  of  whi  >l ." 

kt  There  .shall  be  ,tn  game  at  all  iii  the  house  of  a  Sabbath 
eve."  said  .Mrs.  Uoundhand  :  and  mil  she  flotince.l  from  the 
room,  without  e\er  so  much  as  wishing  us  good-night. 

••  Do  sta\  ,"  said  the  husband,  looking  very  much  frightened, 
••do  stay.     She  won't  come  back  while  you're  here;  and  I 
do  wi>h  you'd  stay 

I>ut  we  wouldn't:  and  when  we  reached  Salisbury  Square,  J 
"Uis  a  lecture  about  spending  his  Sundays  idly:   and  read 
t  one  of  Blair's  s< -rmons  before  we  went  to  bed.     As  I  turned 
ver  in  bed.  I  could  not   help  thinking  about  the  luck   the  pin 
I  brought  me  ;   and  it  was  not  over  jret,  as  you  will  see  in 
e  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  V. 

IOW    THE    DIAMOND    INTRODUCES    HIM    TO     A    STILL    MORE     FASH- 
IONABLE   PLACE. 

To  tell  the  truth,  though,  about   the  pin,  although  I  men- 

1  it  almost  the  last  thin«r  in  the  previous  chapter,  I  assure 

,'ou  it  was  by  no  means  the  last  tiling  in  my  thoughts.      It   had 

>me  home  from  Mr.  Polonius's,  as  I  said,  on  Saturday  night; 
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and  Gns  and  I  happened  to  be  out  enjoying  ourselves,  half-price, 
at  Sadler's  Wells  ;  and  perhaps  we  took  a  little  refreshment  on 
our  way  back  :  but  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  my  story. 

On  the  table,  however,  was  the  little  box  from  the  jeweller's  ; 
and  when  I  took  it  out,  —  my,  how  the  diamond  did  twinkle  and 
glitter  by  the  light  of  our  one  candle  I 

"I'm  sure  it  would  light  up  the  room  of  itself,"  says  Gus. 
"  I've  read  they  do  in  —  in  history." 

It  was  in  the  history  of  Cogia  Hassan  Alhabbal,  in  the 
"  Arabian  Nights,"  as  I  knew  very  well.  But  we  put  the  can- 
dle out,  nevertheless,  to  try. 

"Well,  I  declare  to  goodness  it  does  illuminate  the  old 
place  !  "  says  Gus  ;  but  the  fact  was,  that  there  was  a  gas-lamp 
opposite  our  window,  and  I  believe  that  was  the  reason  why  we 
could  see  pretty  well.  At  least  in  my  bedroom,  to  which  I  was 
obliged  to  go  without  a  candle,  and  of  which  the  window  looked 
out  on  a  dead  wall,  I  could  not  see  a  wink,  in  spite  of  the 
Hoggarty  diamond,  and  was  obliged  to  grope  about  in  the  dark 
for  a  pincushion  which  Somebody  gave  me  (I  don't  mind  own- 
ing it  was  Mary  Smith) ,  and  in  which  I  stuck  it  for  the  night. 
But,  somehow,  I  did  not  sleep  much  for  thinking  of  it,  and  woke 
very  early  in  the  morning  ;  and,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  stuck 
it  in  my  night-gown,  like  a  fool,  and  admired  myself  very  much 
in  the  glass. 

Gus  admired  it  as  much  as  I  did  ;  for  since  my  return,  and 
especially  since  my  venison  dinner  and  drive  with  Lady  Drum, 
he  thought  I  was  the  finest  fellow  in  the  world,  and  boasted 
about  his  "  West  End  friend  "  everywhere. 

As  we  were  going  to  dine  at  Roundhand's,  and  I  had  no 
black  satin  stock  to  set  it  off,  I  was  obliged  to  place  it  in  the 
frill  of  my  best  shirt,  which  tore  the  muslin  sadly,  by  the  wa>'. 
However,  the  diamond  had  its  effect  on  my  entertainers,  as  we 
have  seen  ;  rather  too  much  perhaps  on  one  of  them  ;  and  next 
day  I  wore  it  down  at  the  office,  as  Gus  would  make  me  do ; 
though  it  did  not  look  near  so  well  in  the  second  day's  shirt  as 
on  the  first  day,  when  the  linen  was  quite  clear  and  bright  with 
Somersetshire  washing. 

The  chaps  at  the  West  Diddlesex  all  admired  it  hugely, 
except  that  snarling  Scotchman  McWhirter,  fourth  clerk,  — out 
of  envy  because  I  did  not  think  much  of  a  great  yellow  stone, 
named  a  carum-gorum,  or  some  such  thing,  which  he  had  in  a 
snuff-mull,  as  he  called  it,  —  all  except  M'Whirter,  I  say,  were 
delighted  with  it ;  and  Abednego  himself,  who  ought  to  know, 
as  his  father  was  in  the  line,  told  me  the  jewel  was  worth  at 
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least  ten  pom  Mi,  and  that  his  governor  would  give  me  as 
much  l'<>r  it. 

"That's  a  proof."  says  Roundhand.  kithat  Tit's  diamond  is 
worth  :it  least  thirty."  And  we  :ill  laughed,  and  agn-«-d  if  \\.-i-. 

Now  !  must,  confess  that  .-ill  these  prafaM,  and  tin-  respect 
that  was  paid  me,  turned  my  lie:i«l  a  litlle  ;  and  as  all  the  chaps 
said  1  nm\f  have  a  Mark  sal  in  stork  to  srt.  tin-  stone  off,  I  was 
fool  enough  to  buy  n  stock  that  ro  .  -and-t\venty  shil- 

lings, at  Ludlam's  in  Piccadilly:  foMiii^  -:i;d  I  niuM  go  to  the 
best  place,  to  be  Mire,  and  have  none  of  our  cheap  and  common 
Kasl  Kiul  stutf.  I  might  have  had  one  for  sixteen  and  sj\  in 
Cheapvide.  every  whit  as  «jr,MH|  ;  hnt  when  a  \«»mi'_r  lad  become* 
vain,  and  wants  to  be  fashionable,  you  see  he  can't  help  being 

ia\ agant . 

Our  director,  Mr.  trough,  did  not  fail  to  hear  of  the  haunch 
of  venlflon  business,  and  my  relation-hip  with  Lady  Drum  and 
the  Right  linn.  Kdniund  Pre-ton  :  only  Abedne-jo.  who  told 
him,  said  I  was  her  ladyship's  first  cousin  ;  and  this  made 
Uiough  think  more  of  me,  and  no  worse  than  bel«. 

Mi'.  1>.  was,  as  everybody  know-.  Member  of  Parliament  for 
Rottenhurg;  and  being  ron-ideivd  one  of  the  rirhest  men  in 
the  city  of  London,  used  to  receive  all  the  great  people  of  tin- 
land  at  his  villa  at  Fulham  ;  and  we  often  read  in  the  papers  of 
the  rarr  doings  going  on  there. 

Well,  the  pin  certainly  worked  w or, dors :  for  not  content 
merely  with  making  me  a  present  of  a  ride  in  a  countess's  car- 
riage, of  a  haunch  of  veni>on  and  two  baskets  of  fruit,  and  the 
dinner  at  Roundhand's  above  described,  my  diamond  had  other 
honors  in  >tore  for  me.  and  procured  me  the  honor  of  an  invi- 
i  to  the  house  of  our  director.  Mr.  lirough. 

Once  a  year,  in  .June,  that  honorable  gent  gave  a  grand  ball 

his  house  at  Fulham  ;  and  by  the  accounts  of  the  entertain- 
ment brought  back  by  one  or  two  of  our  chaps  who  had  been 
invited,  it  was  one  of  the  most  magnificent  things  to  be  seen 

Put  London.  You  saw  Members  of  Parliament  there  as  thick 
>eas  in  July,  lord*  and  ladies  without  end.  There  was  every- 
thing and  everybody  of  the  tiptop  sort;  and  I  have  heard  that 
Mr.  (Minter.  of  Berkeley  Square,  supplied  the  ice-.,  supper,  and 
footmen,  —  though  of  the  latter  lirough  kept  a.  plenty,  but  not 
enough  to  serve  the  ho-t  of  people  who  came  to  him.  The 
rty,  it  must  be  remembered,  was  Mrs.  Hrough's  party,  not 
gentleman's.  —  he  bring  in  the  Dissenting  way.  would 
-auction  any  entertainments  of  the  kind:  but  he  told 
s  City  friends  that  his  lady  governed  him  in  everything  ;  and 


fK^, 
., 
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it  was  general!}'  observed  that  most  of  them  would  allow  their 
daughters  to  go  to  the  ball  if  asked,  on  account  of  the  immense 
number  of  the  nobility  which  our  director  assembled  together: 
Mrs.  Roundhand.  1  know,  for  one,  would  have  given  one  of  IK  : 
ears  to  go;  but,  as  1  have  said  before,  nothing  would  induce 
Brough  to  ask  her. 

Roundhaud  himself,  and  Gutch,  nineteenth  clerk,  son  of  the 
brother  of  an  East  Indian  director,  were  the  only  two  of  our 
gents  invited,  as  we  knew  very  well :  for  they  had  received  their 
invitations  many  weeks  before,  and  bragged  about  them  not  a 
little.  But  two  days  before  the  ball,  and  after  my  diamond-pin 
had  had  its  due  effect  upon  the  gents  at  the  office,  Abedncgo, 
who  had  been  in  the  director's  room,  came  to  my  desk  with  a 
great  smirk,  and  said,  "  Tit,  Mr.  B.  saj'S  that  he  expects  you 
will  come  down  with  Roundhand  to  the  ball  on  Thursday."  I 
thought  Moses  was  joking,  —  at  an}*  rate,  that  Mr.  B.'s  message 
was  a  queer  one ;  for  people  don't  usually  send  invitations  in 
that  abrupt,  peremptory  sort  of  wa}T ;  but,  sure  enough,  he 
presently  carne  down  himself  and  confirmed  it,  saying,  as  he 
was  going  out  of  the  office,  "Mr.  Titmarsh,  you  will  come 
down  on  Thursday  to  Mrs.  Brough's  party,  where  you  will  see 
some  relations  of  }rours." 

"West  End  again!  "  says  that  Gus  Hoskins ;  and  accord- 
ingly down  I  went,  taking  a  place  in  a  cab  which  Koundhand 
hired  for  himself,  Gutch,  and  me,  and  for  which  he  very  gener- 
ously paid  eight  shillings. 

There  is  no  use  to  describe  the  grand  gala,  nor  the  number  of 
lamps  in  the  lodge  and  in  the  garden,  nor  the  crowd  of  carriages 
that  came  in  at  the  gates,  nor  the  troops  of  curious  people  out- 
side ;  nor  the  ices,  fiddlers,  wreaths  of  flowers,  and  cold  sup- 
per within.  The  whole  description  was  beautifully  given  in  a 
fashionable  paper,  by  a  reporter  who  observed  the  same  from  the 
"  Yellow  Lion"  over  the  way,  and  told  it  in  his  journal  in  the 
most  accurate  manner ;  getting  an  account  of  the  dresses  of 
the  great  people  from  their  footmen  and  coachmen,  when  they 
came  to  the  ale-house  for  their  porter.  As  for  the  names  of 
the  guests,  the}*,  you  ma}*  be  sure,  found  their  way  to  the  same 
newspaper :  and  a  great  laugh  was  had  at  my  expense,  because 
among  the  titles  of  the  great  people  mentioned  my  name  ap- 
peared in  the  list  of  the  "  Honorables."  Next  day,  Brough 
advertised  "  a  hundred  and  fifty  guineas  reward  for  an  emerald 
necklace  lost  at  the  party  of  John  Brough,  Esq.,  at  Fulham  ;  " 
though  some  of  our  people  said  that  no  such  thing  was  lost  at 
all,  and  that  Brough  only  wanted  to  advertise  the  magnificence 
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of  his    society;    but  this   doubt  .  d   1»\   person*    not   in- 

vited, :uul  envious  no  doubt. 

Well.  I  won-   my  diamond,  its  you  may  imagine,  :in«l    IT 
niy-elf  in  my  best  elothes,  \\y..  my  Mm-  rout,  and  brass  In; 
before  mentioned,  nankeen   trousers  and  lilkstock  .vhitc 

waMcoat.  and  a  pair  of  white  ulove,  bought  for  tin-  DOCOMO  O, 
lint  inv  eoat  was  of  country  make,  very  hi:fh  in  the  wai^t  and 
short  in  flic-  sleeves,  and  1  suppose  mu>t  have  looked  rather 
odd  t.»  BOm€  (»f  tin-  -real  pcoplr  a— «-ni!.K'd,  lor  they  stuivd  at 
me  a  irn-nt  dral.  and  a  v.liolr  crowd  I'nnnrd  :  dance  — 

which  I  did  to  tin-  In-st  <»f  my  power,  pci  i-  .nninir  all  the  -tcps 
:icciiratcl\'  and  \\itli  u'ri-uL  ability,  as  1  had  been  taught  by  our 
danfinii'-inastcr  in  the  conntry. 

And  with  whom  do  you  think  I  had  the  honor  to  dance? 
With  no  less  a  person  than  Lady. Fane  rivst«,n  :  who.  it  ap- 
peal's, had  not  pme  out  of  town,  and  who  >hook  me  most 
kindlv  l»v  the  hand  when  i  me  to  dance 

with  her.  We  had  my  Lord  Tiptolf  and  Lady  Fanny  Rakes 
for  onr  \U-a- 

Voii  should  have  seen  how  the  people  crowded  to  look  at  us, 
and  admired  my  dancinLT  boo,  l'»r  I  cut  the  very  best  of  caper-, 
quite  different  to  the  rest  of  the  irents  (my  lord  ainon<r  the 
nnmlier),  who  walked  tliroiiuli  the  i|ii.idrille  as  if  they  thought 
it  a  trouble,  and  stared  at  my  activity  with  all  their  n 
lint  when  I  have  a  dance  I  like  to  enjoy  my-elf:  and  Mary 
Smith  often  said  I  was  the  very  be  t  partner  at  our  a--- •ernbhe;. 
While  we  were  dancing.  I  t«»!d  Lady  Jane  how  Ronndhand, 
(iutch,  and  I,  had  come  down  three  in  a  cab.  besides  the 
driver;  and  my  account  of  onr  adventures  made  her  lady- 
ship laii^h,  I  warrant  yon.  Lucky  it  was  forme  that  I  didn't 
$jo  back  in  the  same  vehicle  ;  for  the  drivel'  went  and  intoxi- 
cated himself  at  the  "  Yellow  Lion,"  threw  out  <  intch  and  our 
head  clerk  as  he  was  driving  them  back,  and  actually  foujrht 
dutch  afterwanls  and  Marked  his  eye.  because  he  said  that 
(Jllteh's  red  Velvet  WaUtroat  lViurhtelled  the  horse. 

Lady  Jane,    hov.  i    me    such    an    uncomfortable 

ride    home:    for    -lie    -:iid    >he    had    a    fourth    place    in    he: 
riau'c.  and  asked   me   if  I  would   accept    it:   and   po-itiv'.  ly,   at 
two  o\  lock  in  the  morniiiL!.'.  there  was  I.  after  setting  the  ! 
and   my   lord    down,   drivi-u    to    Salisbury    Square    in    a    j 
thundering  carriage,  wilh  flaming  lamps  and  two  tall  footmen, 
who  nearly  knocked  the  door  and  the  whole  little  street  down 
with  the  noise  they  made  at  the  rapper.     You  should  have 
Qas's   head   peeping  out  of  window  in  his  white  night- 
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cap !  He  kept  me  up  the  whole  night  telling  him  about  th« 
ball,  and  the  great  people  I  had  seen  there  ;  arid  the  next  day 
he  told  at  the  office  my  stories,  with  his  own  usual  embroideries 
upon  them. 

"  Mr.  Titmarsh,"  said  Lady  Fanny,  laughing  to  me,  "  who 
is  that  great  fat,  curious  man,  the  master  of  the  house?  Do 
you  know  he  asked  me  if  you  were  not  related  to  us  ?  and  I 
said,  '  Oh,  yes,  you  were.'  " 

"  Fanny  !  "  sa}*s  Lad}7  Jane. 

"Well,"  answered  the  other,  "did  not  grandmamma  say 
Mr.  Titmarsh  was  her  cousin  ?  " 

"  But  3'ou  know  that  grandmamma's  memor}7  is  not  very 
good." 

"Indeed,  you're  wrong,  Lady  Jane,"  says  my  lord;  "I 
think  it's  prodigious." 

"  Yes,  but  not  very  —  not  very  accurate." 

"  No,  my  lady,"  says  I ;  "  for  her  ladyship,  the  Countess  of 
Drum,  said,  if  you  remember,  that  my  friend  Gus  Hoskins  —  " 

"  Whose  cause  you  supported  so  bravety,"  cries  Lady 
Fanm7. 

"  —  That  nry  friend  Gus  is  her  ladyship's  cousin  too,  which 
cannot  be,  for  I  know  all  his  family :  they  live  in  Skinner 
Street  and  St.  Mary  Axe,  and  are  not  —  not  quite  so  respect- 
able as  my  relatives." 

At  this  they  all  began  to  laugh ;  and  my  lord  said,  rather 
haughtily,  — 

11  Depend  upon  it,  Mr.  Titmarsh,  that  Lady  Drum  is  no 
moi-e  }*our  cousin  than  she  is  the  cousin  of  your  friend  Mr. 
Hoskinson." 

Hoskins,  my  lord  —  and  so  I  told  Gus  ;  but  you  see  he  is 
fond  of  me,  and  will  have  it  that  I  am  related  to  Lady  D.  : 
and  say  what  I  will  to  the  contrary,  tells  the  stor}7  everywhere. 
Though  to  be  sure,"  added  I,  with  a  laugh,  "  it  lias  gained  me 
no  small  good  in  my  time."  So  I  described  to  the  party  our 
dinner  at  Mrs.  Roundhand's,  which  all  came  from  my  diamond 
pin,  and  my  reputation  as  a  connection  of  the  aristocracy. 
Then  I  thanked  Lady  Jane  handsomely  for  her  magnificent 
present  of  fruit  and  venison,  and  told  her  that  it  had  enter- 
tained a  great  number  of  kind  friends  of  mine,  who  had  drunk 
her  ladyship's  health  with  the  greatest  gratitude. 

"  A  haunch  of  venison!"  cried  Lad}T  Jane  quite  astonished  ; 
"  indeed,  Mr.  Titmarsh,  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  understand 
you." 

As  we  passed  a  jra^-lamp,  I  saw  Lady  Fanny  laughing  as 
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:i.~nal,  and  turning  her  ^n-at  an-h  sparkling  black  eyes  at  Lord 

Tiptoit 

••Why,  Ladv  Jane,"  Mid  be,  "if  the  truth  must  out.  the 

haunch  of  venison  tr  neof  this  \«.!n^  ladx'sprr- 

You  must  know  that  Iha»l  reoeived  the  above-named 

haunch  from  Lord  <  .uttl«-b urv'x  park  ;  and  knowin'_r  t 
ton  U  m>t  avers.-  to  (  .  u!  t  h-bury  venison,  wa-  telling  Lady  Drum 
^in  whose  carriaLre  I  had  a  Beat  that  day,  as  Mr.  Titmar-h  was 
not  iu  the  way ',  that  I  intended  the  haunch  for  your  husband's 
table.  Whereupon  my  Lady  Fanny.  dappiiiLr  lo-ri-tlicr  IMT  little 
hands,  dcclaivd  and  vo\v<-d  that  th«-  vi-nixnn  should  nut  po  to 
l'n--ti>ii.  Imt  should  !»<•  scut  t<>  a  •r<-nli<-in:m  ahoiit  whose  adven- 
tures on  the  day  |>fe\  ioiis  we  had  just  IMM-U  taikin-r,  —  to  Mr.  Tit- 
marsh,  in  lad  :  whom  rrcstcjii.  a>  Fanny  \o\\fd,  had  used  most 
cruelly,  and  to  whom,  she  said,  a  reparation  was  due.  So  my 
Lady  Fanny  in-iMs  upon  our  dri\  in<r  si  raiirht  to  my  n.orns  in  the 
k  Albany1  (you  know  1  am  only  to  stay  in  my  bachelor's  quar- 
ters a  month  longer)  — " 

••  Nou>eii-    :  "    >;iy>  Lady  Fanny. 

44  —  Insists  upon  driviiiLr  straight  to  my  chambers  in  the 
•  Albany,'  extractinir  thence  the  above-named  haunch  —  " 

"  Cirandmammu  was  ver}'  sorry  to  part  with  it,"  cries  Lady 
Fanny. 

M — And  then  she  orders  us  to  proceed  to  Mr.  Titnmrsh's 
house  in  the  city,  when-  the  vi-ni^m  was  1,-1't.  in  company  with  a 
couple  of  baskets  of  fruit  bought  at  ( :  range's  by  Lady  Fanny 

hel-elf." 

41  And  what  was  more,"  said  Lady  Fanny,  "I  made  grand- 
mamma <n>  into  Fr into  Lord  Tiptotfs  rooms,  and  dictated 

out  of  mv  own  mouth  the  letter  which  he  wrote,  and  pinned  up 
the  haunch  of  venison  that  his  hideous  old  housekeeper  brought 
us — I  am  quite  jealous  of  her  —  1  pinned  up  the  haunch  of 
venison  iu  a  copy  of  the  Jo/in  J>t<ll  newspaper." 

It  had  OIK-  of  the  Ramshottom  letters  in  it.  I  remember, 
which  (Jus  and  1  read  on  Sunday  at  breakfast,  and  we  nearly 
killed  ourselves  with  lau^hinir.  The  ladies  laughed  too  when  I 
told  them  this:  and  irood-natured  Lady  Jane  said  she  would 
forgive  her  sister,  and  hoped  I  would  too:  which  I  promised  to 
do  as  often  as  her  ladyship  chose  U)  repeat  the  offence. 

I  never  had  any  more  veni-on  from  the  family;  but  I'll  tell 
you  u'/mt  1  had.  About  a  month  after  came  a  card  of  4'Lord 
and  Lady  Tiptolf,"  and  a  iireat  piece  of  plum-cake;  of  which,  I 
aui  *orry  to  .say,  (Jus  ate  u  great  de.ul  too  much. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

OF   THE   WEST  DIDDLESEX    ASSOCIATION   AND    OF   THE    EFFECT   THR 
DIAMOND    HAD    THERE. 

WELL,  the  magic  of  the  pin  was  not  over  yet.  Very  soon 
after  Mrs.  Brough's  grand  party,  our  director  called  me  up  to  his 
room  at  the  West  Diddlesex,  and  after  examining  my  accounts, 
and  speaking  awhile  about  business,  said,  "That's  a  very  fine 
diamond-pin,  Master  Titmarsh  "  (he  spoke  in  a  grave  patroniz- 
ing way),  "  and  I  called  you  on  purpose  to  speak  to  you  upon 
the  subject.  I  do  not  object  to  seeing  the  young  men  of  this  es- 
tablishment well  and  handsomely  dressed  ;  but  I  know  that  their 
salaries  cannot  afford  ornaments  like  those,  and  I  grieve  to  see 
you  with  a  thing  of  such  value.  You  have  paid  for  it,  sir,  —  I 
trust  you  have  paid  for  it;  for,  of  all  things,  my  dear  —  dear 
young  friend,  beware  of  debt." 

I  could  not  conceive  why  Brough  was  reading  me  this  lecture 
about  debt  and  my  having  bought  the  diamond-pin,  as  I  knew 
that  he  had  been  asking  about  it  already,  and  how  I  came  by 
it  —  Abednego  told  me  so.  "  Why,  sir,"  says  I,  u  Mr.  Abed- 
uego  told  me  that  he  had  told  you  that  I  had  told  him  —  " 

uOh,  ay — by-the-by,  now  I  recollect,  Mr.  Titmarsh  —  I  do 
recollect  —  yes  ;  though  I  suppose,  sir,  you  will  imagine  that  I 
have  other  more  important  things  to  remember." 

44  Oil,  sir,  in  course,"  says  I. 

"That  one  of  the  clerks  did  say  something  about  a  pin  — 
that  one  of  the  other  gentlemen  had  it.  And  so  your  pin  was 
given  you,  was  it?" 

44  It  was  given  me,  sir,  by  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Hoggarty  of  Castle 
Hoggarty,"  said  I,  raising  my  voice  ;  for  I  was  a  little  proud  of 
Castle  Hoggarty. 

44  She  must  be  very  rich  to  make  such  presents,  Titmarsh?" 

44  Why,  thank  }TOU,  sir,"  says  I,  "  she  is  pretty  well  off.  Four 
hundred  a  year  jointure ;  a  farm  at  Slopperton,  sir ;  three 
houses  at  Squashtail ;  and  three  thousand  two  hundred  loose 
cash  at  the  banker's,  as  I  happen  to  know,  sir,  —  that's  all" 

I  did  happen  to  know  this,  }TOU  see ;  because,  while  I  was 
down  in  Somersetshire,  Mr.  MacManus,  nry  aunt's  agent  in  Ire- 
land, wrote  to  say  that  a  mortgage  she  had  on  Lord  Bralla- 
ghan's  property  had  just  been  paid  off,  and  that  the  money  was 
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Ireland    v  a-    in    a    \<  ry   di-h; 

days;    ami  my  aunt,    wisely   determined    not  to  inve-t    In  r 
money  in  that  country  any  more,  but  to  look  out  for  some 
securiiN   in  Ku^and.      1 1<> wever.  a>  >he  had  always  rerei\. 
per  cent  in  In-laml,  *he  would   n<»t    hear  of  a  smaller  interest  ; 
and    had  warned  me,  as  I  ua-  a  commercial  man.  on   comin 
town,  to  look   out    for   -otne   mean*    by  which   .-he   could    inYQ0< 
her  ni.mey  at  that  rate  at  1< 

41  And  how  do  yon  conic  to  know  Mr<.  Ho'_r,_r:irty's  prop- 
erty so  accurately?"  >aid  Mr.  liroii-h  ;  upon  which  I  told 
him. 

"Good  heaxens.  -irl  and  do  you  mean  that  you.  a  clerk  in 
the  West  Diddlescx  Insurance  Office,  applied  to  by  a  K-pcd- 
altle  lady  as  to  the  manner  in  which  she  >h«>nld  inve-t  property, 
never  spoke  to  IHT  ahont  tl»e  i-ompany  which  you  have  the  honor 

ivc?      Do  yon    mean,    sir,    that    \<>u.  knowing  th-  • 
Itonn-  of  five  p  •!•  cent    tor  your>'-lf  upon   shares  taken,  did   not 
Mrs.  llo^:_rarty  to  join  us?" 

^ir.  '  says  I,  "  I'm  an  honest  man,  and  would  not  take  a 
bonus  tVoni  my  own  relation." 

"Honest  1  know  you  are,  my  boy  —  give  me  your  hand! 
So  am  I  honest  —  SO  is  every  man  in  this  Company  honest  ;  l.nt 
we  must  be  prudent  as  well.  We  have  five  millions  of  capital 
on  our  books,  as  you  see  —  five  bona  fnl,>  millions  of  /HHU'I  ji<lr 
•••Jons  paid  up,  sir,  —  there  is  no  di>honesty  there,  lint 
whv  >hould  we  not  have  twenty  millions  —  a  hundred  miili 
Why  should  not  this  be  ihr  uivatot  commercial  association  in 
the  World?  —  as  it  shall  be,  sir,  —  it  shall,  as  sure  as  my  name 
is  John  Urolith,  if  heaven  bless  my  honest  endeavor-  to  estab- 
li>h  it  !  lint  <lo  you  suppose  that  it  can  he  so,  unless  every  man 
amonur  u^  use  his  utmost  exertions  to  forward  the  success  of  the 
enterprise?  \.  \.-r,  sir.  —  never;  and.  forme,  I  saj' so  every- 
where. I  ulory  in  what  I  do.  Then1  is  not  a  house  in  which  I 
enter,  hut  I  leave  a  prospectus  of  the  W«  -t  Diddlesex.  There 
is  not  n  single  tradesman  1  employ,  but  ha-  -hares  in  it  to  i 
amount.  My  -er\  ants.  >ir,  —  my  very  servant*  and  grooms, 
are  bound  up  with  it.  And  the  first  question  I  ask  of  any  one 
who  applies  to  me  for  a  plac-  is,  Are  you  iu-ured  or  a  share- 
holder in  the  West  Diddle  sex?  the  M-coiid.  Have  you  a  good 
character?  And  ifthc  ;'  blOU  i- a i,-wc red  in  the  negative, 

I  say  to  the  parly  coming  to  me,  then  l*e  a  shareholder  before 
a-k   fora  place  in  my  household.      Did  you  not  see  me  — 
me.  .John    I'.roiiLiii.  \\ho-c    name  is  ^ood   for  millions  —  step  out 
of  uiy  couch-aiid-lbur  intu  this  ollkv,  with  four  pounds  nineteen, 
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which  I  paid  in  to  Mr.  Roundhand  as  the  price  of  half  a  share 
for  the  porter  at  my  l<>dgf-gate?  Did  you  remark  that  1  de- 
ducted a  shilling  from  the  five  pound?" 

44  Yes,  sir ;  it  was  the  day  you  drew  out  eight  hundred  and 
seventy-three  ten  and  six  —  Thursday  week,"  says  I. 

44  And  why  did  I  deduct  that  shilling,  sir?  Because  it  was 
my  commission  —  John  Brough's  commission  of  five  per  cent; 
honestly  earned  by  him,  and  openly  taken.  Was  there  any 
disguise  about  it?  No.  Did  I  do  it  for  the  love  of  a  shilling? 
No,"  sa}'s  B rough,  laying  his  hand  on  his  heart,  u  I  did  it 
from  principle,  —  from  that  motive  which  guides  every  one  of 
my  actions,  as  I  can  look  up  to  heaven  and  say.  I  wish  all 
my  young  men  to  see  my  example,  and  follow  it :  I  wish  —  I 
pr:iy  that  they  may.  Think  of  that  example,  sir.  That  porter 
of  mine  has  a  sick  wife  and  nine  young  children  :  he  is  himself 
a  sick  man,  and  his  tenure  of  life  is  feeble ;  he  has  earned 
money,  sir,  in  my  service  —  sixty  pounds  and  more  —  it  is  a)l 
his  children  have  to  look  to  —  all :  but  for  that,  in  the  event 
of  his  death,  they  would  be  houseless  beggars  in  the  street. 
And  what  have  I  done  for  that  family,  sir?  I  have  put  that 
money  out  of  the  reach  of  Robert  Gates,  and  placed  it  so  that 
it  shall  be  a  blessing  to  his  family  at  his  death.  Every  far- 
thing is  invested  in  shares  in  this  office  ;  and  Robert  Gates,  my 
lodge-porter,  is  a  holder  of  three  shares  in  the  West  Diddlesex 
Association,  and,  in  that  capacit}*,  your  master  and  mine. 
Do  you  think  I  want  to  cheat  Gates  ?  " 

44  Oh,  sir!"  says  I. 

44  To  cheat  that  poor  helpless  man,  and  those  tender,  inno- 
cent children  !  — you  can't  think  so,  sir  ;  I  should  be  a  disgrace 
to  human  nature  if  I  did.  But  what  boots  all  my  energy  and 
perseverance?  What  though  I  place  my  friends'  money,  my 
family's  money,  my  own  money  —  my  hopes,  wishes,  desires, 
ambitions  —  all  upon  this  enterprise?  You  3'oung  men  will  not 
do  so.  You,  whom  I  treat  with  love  and  confidence  as  my 
children,  make  no  return  to  me.  When  I  toil,  you  remain 
still ;  when  I  struggle,  }TOU  look  on.  Say  the  word  at  once,  — 
3*ou  doubt  me !  O  heavens,  that  this  should  be  the  reward  of 
all  my  care  and  love  for  you  !  " 

Here  Mr.  Brough  was  so  affected  that  he  actually  burst  into 
tears,  and  I  confess  I  saw  in  its  true  light  the  negligence  of 
which  I  had  been  guilty. 

44  Sir,"  says  I,  "  I  am  very  —  very  sorry:  it  was  a  matter 
of  delicacy,  rather  than  otherwise,  which  induced  me  not  to 
speak  to  my  aunt  about  the  West  Diddlesex." 
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>oy  —  as   ii'  tii.-i.     ,-an   be  any 

delicacy  about   making  your  aunt's    fortune:      Xay  inditl'- 
to   me,    say   ingratitude,  .say    tolly, — but    don't    say  deli<-a 

ttO,  not  delicacy.      Be  honest,  my  boy,  and  call  things  by 
their  rio-lit  names  —  alwa\s  do." 

44  It  irns   lolly  and    ingratitude,    Mr.    IJr«ni  I:    "I 

it  all  now;   and  I'll  write  to  my  aunt  this  \,  r\   p. 

"  You  had  licttrr  do  no  such  tiling."  >a\>  ltr««uirh,  bitterly: 
"the  storks  arc  at  nincjy,  and  .Mi  .  I!  _aity  can  get  three 
per  cent  for  her  money." 

»'  I  trill  write.  MP,  —upon  my  word  and  honor,  I  will  write." 

"  \Yell.  as  your  honor  is  pa-  .1    -          m   :    lor 

never  break   \our  word  —  no,  not  in  a  triile,  Titniar-h. 
me  uj>  the  letter  when  you  have  done,  and  I'll  1'rank  it  —  upon 
my   word   and    honor   I    wi'.i  .Mr.    lin-uuh,   laughing,  and 

holding  out  his  hand  to  me. 

I   took   it.  and  he  pressed  mine  very  kindly,  —  k%  You  may 
fell  Mt  down  here/'  says  he,  as  he  krpt  hold  of  it  :    "  there 
is  plenty  of  paper." 

And  so  I  sat  down  and  mended  a  beautiful  pen,  and  began 
and  wrote,  ••  Independent  \\Y>t  I)iddle.M-x  A»ociation,  June, 
."  and  "  My  dear  Aunt."  in  the  l.-.->t  manner  possiMe. 
Then  I  paused  a  little,  thinking  what  I  should  next  say:  for 
I  have  always  found  that  ditliculty  about  letters.  The  date 
and  my  dear  BO-and-90  one  \\iit.s  ,,jf  immediately  —  it  is  the 
ne\t  part  which  is  hard;  and  I  put  my  pen  *m  my  mouth,  flung 
myself  l>ack  in  my  chair,  and  l»e_ij:iu  to  think  about  it. 

"  I.ah!"  said  Hrouizh,  ''are  3*011  going  to  be  about  that 
letter  all  day.  my  ^ood  lellow?  Listen  to  me,  and  I'll  dictate 
to  you  in  a  moment."  So  he  began  :  — 

"  .M  ^  i-i  \i:  Ai  \i. — Since  my  return  from  Somersetshire,  I  am  very 
happy  iii-li-i-!  to  tell  you  tliat  I  liavr  so  plra^-d  the-  manajiint:  director  of 
our  Association  ami  the  Board,  that  they  have  been  good  enough  to  ap- 
point me  third  c-lerk  — " 

"8tel  "   says  I. 

tk  \\rite  what  I  say.  Mr.  Kotindhand.  as  has  I,,  en  agreed 
by  the  board  \esterday.  quits  the  clerk's  desk  and  takes  the 
title  of  secretary  and  actuary.  Mr.  Iliuhmore  takes  his  place; 
Mr.  Abednego  follows  him;  and  I  place  you  as  third  clerk  — 
as 

"third   clerk    (write),   with   a   salary   of   a  hundred   and   fifty   pounds  per 
annum.     This  news.  will.  I  know,  ^ratify   mv  dear  mother  ana  you,  who 

have  ln.-1'ii  a  second  mother  to  me  all  my  lite. 
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"  When  I  was  last  at  home,  I  remember  you  consulted  me  as  to  the  beet 
mode  of  laying  out  a  sum  of  money  which  was  lying  usel<-ss  in  your  bank- 
er's hands.  I  have  since  lost  no  opportunity  of  gaining  what  information 
I  could :  and  situated  here  as  I  am,  in  the  very  midst  of  affairs,  1  believe, 
although  very  young,  I  am  as  good  a  person  to  apply  to  as  many  others 
of  greater  am-  and  standing. 

"  I  frequently  thought  of  mentioning  to  you  our  Association,  but  feel- 
ings of  delicacy  prevented  me  from  doing  so.  I  did  not  wish  that  any  one 
should  suppose  that  a  shadow  of  self-interest  could  move  me  in  any  way. 

"  Hut  I  believe,  without  any  sort  of  doubt,  that  the  West  Diddlesex 
Association  oll'ers  the  best  security  that  you  can  expect  for  your  capital, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  the  highest  interest  y6u  can  anywhere  procure. 

"  The  situation  of  the  Company,  as  I  have  it  from  the  very  best  authority 
(underline  that),  is  as  follows  :  — 

"  The  subscribed  and  bonajide  capital  is  FIVE  MILLIONS  STERLING. 

"  The  body  of  directors  you  know.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  the  managing 
director  is  John  Hrough,  Esq.,  of  the  firm  of  Brough  and  Hoff,  a  Mem  her 
of  Parliament,  and  a  man  as  well  known  as  Mr.  Rothschild  in  the  city  of 
London.  His  private  fortune,  I  know  for  a  fact,  amounts  to  half  a  mil- 
lion ;  and  the  last  dividends  paid  to  the  shareholders  of  the  I.  W.  D.  Asso- 
ciation amounted  to  6£  per  cent  per  annum." 

[That  I  know  was  the  dividend  declared  by  us.] 

"Although  the  shares  in  the  market  are  at  a  very  great  premium,  it  is 
the  privilege  of  the  four  first  clerks  to  dispose  of  a  certain  number,  5,000/. 
each  at  par  ;  and  if  you,  my  dearest  aunt,  would  wish  for  2,500/.  worth,  I 
hope  you  will  allow  me  to  oblige  you  by  offering  you  so  much  of  my  new 
privileges. 

"  Let  me  hear  from  you  immediately  upon  the  subject,  as  I  have  already 
an  offer  for  the  whole  amount  of  my  shares  at  market  price." 

"  But  I  haven't,  sir,"  says  I. 

4 'You  have,  sir.  /will  take  the  shares;  but  I  want  you. 
I  want  as  many  respectable  persons  in  the  company  as  I  can 
bring.  I  want  you  because  I  like  you,  and  I  don't  mind  telling 
you  that  I  have  views  of  my  own  as  well ;  for  I  am  an  honest 
man  and  say  openly  what  I  mean,  and  I'll  tell  you  why  I  want 
you.  I  can't,  by  the  regulations  of  the  company,  have  more 
than  a  certain  number  of  votes,  but  if  your  aunt  takes  shares, 
I  expect  —  I  don't  mind  owning  it  —  that  she  will  vote  with 
me.  Now  do  you  understand  me?  My  object  is  to  be  all  in 
all  with  the  company ;  and  if  I  be,  I  will  make  it  the  most 
glorious  enterprise  that  ever  was  conducted  in  the  city  of 
London." 

So  I  signed  the  letter  and  left  it  with  Mr.  B.  to  frank. 

The  next  day  I  went  and  took  my  place  at  the  third  clerk's 
desk,  being  led  to  it  by  Mr.  B.,  who  made  a  speech  to  the 
gents,  much  to  the  annoyance  of  the  other  chaps,  who  grum- 
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hied  about  their  s.-r\  i.-i-s  .  thou-h  a-  lor  the  mutlti  <>(  that, 
our  Berrioet  \\<-iv  v«-iv  much  alike-  tin-  company  wa>  mil\ 
three  years  o|<|,  and  the  oldest  clerk  in  it  h:i<l  \\»\  MX  in<.iiths' 
more  Standing  in  it  than  1.  "  Look  out,"  said  that  en 
M'Whirter  to  inc.  ••  Have  yon  «rol  m»iie\.  or  have  any  of 
your  relations  inonr\  ?  ,ny  of  them  Lr"iii<_i  t<>  put  it  into 

tin-  concern  ?  " 

I    iliil    not    think    lit    to    :ms»v.  r   him.    but     took    a    pindi    OKI 

of  his   mull,  and    was   always   kind    to   him  .    and  he,  to  '-ay  the 

truth,  wa>   alwa\s   mo-t    ci\il  to  me.       A      for  Gu     I'"  kins,  he 

i   to   think    I    was  a  superior   lu-inir  :   :n»«l    I    must,  -ay  that 

the    rest    ol     the    chaps    I.ehaved     vei-y    kimlly    in    the     matt.  r. 

:unl    said    tliat    if  on,-    man    wen-    to    l>c    put    nvi-r    their    heads 

hel'ore    another,  they    Would    ha\c    pitched    upon    inc..    for    I    had 

never    harmed    any    of    them,    and    done    little    kindnesses    to 

;al. 

"I    know."    Baya    Ahcdnei.-o,    "how   you  got  the    place.      It 

1    who   -jot    il    you.       I    told    liroii.iili   you    u  c  re   a   coioin  of 

1'"  atOQ's,  th"  Lord  of  the  '1'rcasiiry,  had  veiii-on  fioni  him  and 

all   that  ;   and   depend    upon  it  he  expects   that   you  will  he  able 

to  do  him  -  -1  in  that  quarter." 

I   think    tiieiv    was   >oine   likelihood   in  what  AU-dnei:"  - 
because   our  «»ov.-nior.  as   we  called   him.    frequently   Bpol 
me  aho'it  my  coii-m  ;    told  me   to  pu>h  the  concern  in  the  \Ve>l 
Kml   of  the   town,  Liet   a>  many  nol>lemeii  a-  we  could  to  in-ure 
with    us,  and    so   on.      It    was    in    \.iiu    I    said   that    I    <-otikl  do 
initiiin«r  with   Mr.    Preston.      ••Ii:ih!   l>:ili!"  says  Mr.  Brough, 
''  don't  tell  me.      People  don't  send  haunches  of  venison  to  you 
for    nothing;"    and    I'm   convinced   he    thought    I    *aa    :i    \ery 
eiuitioii-.    prudent     fellow,    for    not    i  :tKoiit     my    p;reat 

family,  and  keeping  my  connection  \vith  (hem  :i  .•  c<  n-t.  To  In- 
sure he  miu;ht  have  I«-arne(l  the  truth  from  (ins,  who  lived  with 
me;  but  Gus  would  iu-i>t  that  I  was  h:ind  in  ^love  with  all 
the  nobility,  and  U>a-tcd  about  me  ten  times  us  much  u;  I  did 
m\  self. 
'  The  chaps  used  to  call  me  the  "  West  Knder." 

"  See,"  thought  I,  ••  what  I  liavi-  ^ained  by  aunt  Hoggarty 
uiving  me  :i  diamond-pin:  What  a  lucky  tiling  it  is  that  she 
did  not  i^ive  me  the  money,  as  I  hoped  she  would!  Had  I  not 
had  tlu'  pin  had  I  even  taken  it  to  any  other  per>on  hut  Mr. 
1'tilonius.  Lady  Drum  would  never  have  noticed  me;  had  Lady 
Drum  never  noticed  m».  Mr.  llmu^li  never  would,  and  I  never 
should  have  been  third  clerk  of  the  \\Y-l  Diddie- 

I  lock  heart    .!    ill  this,  and  wrote  oil  on  the  v.  r\   evening  of 
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my  appointment  torn}*  dearest  Mary  Smith,  giving  her  warning 
that  a  --  certain  event,"  for  which  one  of  us  was  longing  very 
earnestly,  might  come  off  sooner  than  we  had  expected.  And 
why  not?  Miss  S.'s  own  fortune  was  70/.  a  year,  mine  was 
150/.,  and  when  we  had  300/.,  we  always  vowed  we  would 
marry.  "  Ah  !  "  thought  I,  "  if  I  could  but  go  to  Somerset- 
shire now,  I  might  boldly  walk  up  to  old  Smith's  door  "  (he  was 
her  grandfather,  and  a  half-pay  lieutenant  of  the  navy),  "  I 
might  knock  at  the  knocker  and  see  my  beloved  Man*  in  the 
parlor,  and  not  be  obliged  to  sneak  behind  hayricks  on  the 
look-out  for  her,  or  pelt  stones  at  midnight  at  her  window." 

My  aunt,  in  a  few  da3*s,  wrote  a  pretty  gracious  reply  to  my 
letter.  She  had  not  determined,  she  said,  as  to  the  manner  in 
which  she  should  employ  her  three  thousand  pounds,  but  should 
take  my  offer  into  consideration  ;  begging  me  to  keep  my  shares 
open  for  a  little  while,  until  her  mind  was  made  up. 

What,  then,  does  Mr.  Brough  do?  I  learned  afterwards,  in 
the  year  1830,  when  he  and  the  West  Diddlesex  Association  had 
disappeared  altogether,  how  he  had  proceeded. 

"  Who  are  the  attorneys  at  Slopperton?  "  says  he  to  me  in 
a  careless  way. 

"  Mr.  Ruck,  sir,"  says  I,  "  is  the  Tory  solicitor,  and  Messrs. 
Hodge  and  Srnithers  the  Liberals."  I  knew  them  very  well, 
for  the  fact  is,  before  Mary  Smith  came  to  live  in  our  parts,  I 
was  rather  partial  to  Miss  Hodge,  and  her  great  gold-colored 
ringlets  ;  but  Mary  came  and  soon  put  her  nose  out  of  joint,  as 
the  saying  is. 

- t  And  you  are  of  what  politics  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,  we  are  Liberals."  I  was  rather  ashamed  of 
this,  for  Mr.  Brough  was  an  out-and-out  Tory  ;  but  Hodge  and 
Smithers  is  a  most  respectable  firm.  I  brought  up  a  packet 
from  them  to  Hickson,  Dixon,  Paxton  and  Jackson,  our  solici- 
tors, who  are  their  London  correspondents. 

Mr.  Brough  only  said,  "  Oh,  indeed  !  "  and  did  not  talk  any 
further  on  the  subject,  but  began  admiring  my  diamond-pin 
very  much. 

"  Titmarsh  my  dear  boy,"  says  he,  '-  I  have  a  }roung  lad}' 
at  Fulham  who  is  worth  seeing,  I  assure  3*011,  and  who  has 
heard  so  much  about  3*ou  from  her  father  (for  I  like  3*011,  my 
003*,  I  don't  care  to  own  it) ,  that  she  is  rather  anxious  to  see 
you  too.  Suppose  3*ou  come  down  to  us  for  a  week  ?  Abed- 
nego  will  do  your  work." 

--  Law,  sir !  you  are  very  kind,"  says  I. 

"  Well,  you  shall  come  down  :  and  I  hope  3'ou  will  like  my 
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rlaret.  I  Jut  lirirk  ye)  I  don't  think,  m\  dear  tVl!,,w,  you  are 
quite  smart  enough  —  quite  well  enough  dres.swd.  1).,  \  ou 
understand  n; 

*•  I've  my  1'lue  coat  and  nra^s  tuitions  at  home,  sir  " 

u  "What  !   that  tiling  with   tin-  waiM    between    \oiir  >houid«-rfl 
that  you  won-   at   .Mrs.  liniugh's  parix  :  "      (It  irus  rather  high- 
\vaisted,  l»eing   made  in  tin-   eoiintn    twoyear^    U-lor»-.; 
—  no,  that  will  IH-MT  do.      (.el   NOIC   ii»-«    clotliee,  -ir,  —  tw(j 
in-w  suits  of  doll. 

"Sir!"  Bajfl  I.  "  I'm  aln-a«ly,  it'  the  truth  must  lie  told,  very 
short  of  money  lor  this  quarter,  and  t-an't  atloid  myself  a  new 
suit  for  a  long  time  to  comr." 

••Pooh,  pooh!  dou't  li-t  that  annoy  you.  Here's  a  ten- 
pound  note  —  hut  no  (,n  second  thoii^liN.  you  ma}'  &B  well  go 
to  my  tailor's.  I'll  drive  you  down  there:  and  never  mind  the 
hill,  my  good  lad."  And  drive  me  down  he  actually  did,  in 
his  Lriaiid  eoaeh  and-1'..ur.  to  Mr.  Von  Stilt/,  in  Clitlord  S: 
who  took  my  measure,  and  sent  me  home  two  of  the  finest  coats 
9een,  a  divss-eoat  and  a  I'mek.  a  velvet  'v:ii>teoat,  a  silk 
ditto,  and  three  pairs  of  pantaloons,  of  tin-  most  beautiful  make. 
Hrotigh  told  me  to  get  some  !»oots  and  pumps,  and  silk  stock- 
ing r,,r  evenings;  so  that  when  the  lime  came  for  me  to  go 
down  to  Fulham.  I  appeared  a>  handsome  a>  any  young  noble- 
man. and  (Jus  said  that  "  1  looked.  1>\  jingo,  like  a  regular  tip- 
top swell." 

In  the  meantime  the  following  letter  had  been  sent  down  to 
Hodge  and  Smithers  :  — 

"  RAM  ALLKT,  CORNHILL,  LONDOM, 
July,  1822. 

"DBARSIR8, 

Tliis  part  being  on  private  affairs 
relative  to  tin-  ra>i-s  of 


. 
Snodgrass  r.  Kulihidgc  and  another, 

I  am  not  jHTinitU-d 
to  extract. 

"Likewise  w(>  I  >»••.;  to  hand  you  a  fi-w  more  prospectuses  of  the  Inde- 
pcnd.-ut  \\\-t  Diddletex  l-'in-  and  I.:  .:.cc  Company,  of  which  we 

have  the  honor  to  be  the  solicitors  in  London  We  wrote  to  you  last  year, 
requesting  you  to  accept  tin-  Slopprrton  and  Somerset  agency  for  the  same, 
and  have  luvii  expi-rimi:  for  soim-  tinu-  ba<-k  that  either  shares  or  assur- 
ancev  should  be  etTrctcd  by  you. 

"  The  capital  of  tbe  (\)inpany.  a>  yon  ku  -<\\  .  is  five  millions  sterling  (say 
^OOO.OOO/.),  and  we  are  in  a  situation  to  offer  more  than  the  usual  com- 
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mission  to  our  agents  of  the  legal  profession.     We  shall  bo  happy  to  give 
A  premium  of  6  per  cent  for  shares  to  the  amount  of  1,0(XV.,  f>£  per  cent 
above  a  thousand,  to  be  paid  immediately  upon  the  taking  of  the  shares- 
"  1  am,  dear  Sirs,  for  self  and  partners, 
"  Yours  most  faithfully, 

"SAMUEL  JACKSON." 

This  letter,  as  I  have  said,  came  into  my  hands  some  time 
afterwards.  I  knew  nothing  of  it  in  the  year  1822,  when, 
in  my  new  suit  of  clothes,  I  went  down  to  pass  a  week  at  the 
Rookery,  Fulham,  residence  of  John  Brough,  Esq.,  M.P. 


CHAPTER   VII. 

HOW  SAMUEL   TITMARSH    REACHED    THE    HIGHEST    POINT    OF    PROS- 
PERITY. 

IF  I  had  the  pen  of  a  George  Robins,  I  might  describe  the 
Rookery  properly :  suffice  it,  however,  to  say,  it  is  a  very 
handsome  country  place ;  with  handsome  lawns  sloping  down 
to  the  river,  handsome  shrubberies  and  conservatories,  fine 
stables,  out-houses,  kitchen-gardens,  and  everything  belonging 
to  a  first-rate  rus  in  urbe,  as  the  great  auctioneer  called  it  when 
he  hammered  it  down  some  years  after. 

I  arrived  on  a  Saturday  at  half  an  hour  before  dinner :  a 
grave  gentleman  out  of  livery  showed  me  to  my  room  ;  a  man 
in  a  chocolate  coat  and  gold  lace,  with  Brough's  crest  on  the 
buttons,  brought  me  a  silver  shaving-pot  of  hot  water  on  a 
silver  tray ;  and  a  grand  dinner  was  ready  at  six,  at  which  I 
had  the  honor  of  appearing  in  Yon  Stiltz's  dress-coat  and  my 
new  silk  stockings  and  pumps. 

Brough  took  me  b}7  the  hand  as  I  came  in,  and  presented 
me  to  his  lad}7,  a  stout,  fair-haired  woman,  in  light  blue  satin  ; 
then  to  his  daughter,  a  tall,  thin,  dark-eyed  girl,  with  beetle- 
brows,  looking  very  ill-natured,  and  about  eighteen. 

"  Belinda  my  love,"  said  her  papa,  "  this  young  gentleman 
is  one  of  my  clerks,  who  was  at  our  ball." 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  "  says  Belinda,  tossing  up  her  head. 

u  But  not  a  common  clerk.  Miss  Belinda,  —  so,  if  }*ou 
please,  we  will  have  none  of  your  aristocratic  airs  with  him. 
He  is  a  nephew  of  the  Countess  of  Drum ;  and  I  hope  he  will 
s<«on  be  very  high  in  our  establishment,  and  in  the  city  o/ 
7  w don/' 


AM)    Till.    GRE  VI     HOGG  MM  V    MAMOVD.  4" 

At  tin-  M.-I...  >f  (  'oimtess  (  I  had  :i  do/,  -n  tum^  n-  !  il'n-1  thf 
<-rror  alioiil  OUT  i  i..i  i"ii -hip).  Mi--  Helinda  made  a  low  i-urt-v. 
and  -tared  at  UK-  \  1  said  sin-  would  try  and  make 

tin-  Rookery  pleasant  i«>  an\  1'  i  i.  1  <>!'  papa's.  k<  We  ha\e  not 
Flinch  ntOfUN  to-day."  contin:,  <i  MiSfi  I'.roii^h.  ll  and  are  only  in 
l>Hif  coniif*' ;  lull  I  hope  liet'oiv  yon  leave  ii^ymi  \\ill  »-c  some 
socie'tt  tliat  will  niakr  your  .\>:jltnr  a^n-t-aMr." 

I  saw  at  Onoe  lli:it  >ln-  \v:i-  a  l':i>hi«  .na!»l«-  ^irl.  from  hrr  using 
thr  l-'n-nrh  lanmiam-  in  this  way. 

k>  Isn't  she  a  lint-  .unrl?"  said  Urnii^li,  wliispi-rin<:  to  inc,  and 
evidently  as  j»roiid  of  her  a^  a  man  could  l»e.  ••  Nn'l  -lie  a  tine 
<;iri  —  ell,  you  dogJ  Do  you  see  l.recdin-  like  that  in  Somer- 
setshire?"' 

••  N<«.  sir,  upon  my  \v«»rd  !  "  answered  1.  rat  lu-r  >lyly  ;  f'"i'  ' 
was  thinking  all  the  while  h«>\v  ••  S..niclH.d\"  wa-  a  ih"ii-aii«l 
times  more  heantii'nl.  >imple.  and  lady-like. 

II  And  what  has  my  dearest  love  IKVII  doing  all  da\  ?  "  said 
her  papa. 

"  Oh,  Pa  !  I  have  /tinrrtt  the  harp  a  little  to  C.-iptain  Fi/ui^'s 
flute.  Didn't  I,  ( 'aplain  Fi. 

(1aptain  the  lion.  Francis  l'i/.-i--  said.  "  Yes.  P.rouirh.  your 
fair  dannhter  /n'nn't/  the  harp,  and  t<,u,'llt:,l  the  piano,  and 
ti'yiu'd  the  guitar,  and  <:<;>rr/,,:>t  a  song  or  two  ;   and  we  had   tlie 
pi  •a>nri-  of  a  f>r<>int'n<t<lt>  //  I'tun*  — of  a  walk  upon  the  water." 

4t  LJIW,  captain  !"  cries  Mrs.  I'.n.n^h,  ••  walk  <m  the  water ?" 

44  Hush,  mamma,  yon  don't  understand  French  !  "  says  Mi-s 
Px-linda,  with  a  sneer. 

"  ll's   a  sad   disadvantage,   madam."  |  •  ly  ; 

44  ami  I  recommend  you  and  Uroimli  here,  who  are  coming  <>iit 
in  the  great  world,  to  have  some  les>,>ns  ;  or  at  least  get  up  a 
couple  of  dozen  phrases,  and  introduce  them  into  your  conversa- 
tion here  and  there.  I  suppose,  >ir.  yon  -p.\-ik  it  commonly  at 
the  cilice,  or  what  yon  call  ii  ''.  "  And  Mr.  Fi/.ui-j;  put  his  [ 
into  his  eye  and  looked  at  me. 

14  We  speak   Knirlish,  sir.  I.  "  knowinir  it  better  than 

French." 

11  I'.vcrylx.dy  lias  not  had  \oiir  opportunities.  Miss  Brough." 
continued  the  LTentleman.  "  l\veryl«»dy  has  not  voyage  like 
limits  HHtrrs.  hc\-y  Mnis  </>/>'  r>»//,  M  yon  must 

stick  to  vour  cursed  ledgers  and  things.  What's  the  French  ibr 
Ledger,  Mi>s  r.elinda' " 

••  ilow  can  you  ask!     Je  ><'  •//,  I'm  sure." 

u  V')ti  shoni.l  learn.  Mi<-    Bro  ,;d  her  lather.      '*The 

daughter  of  a  British  merchant  need   not  be  ashamed  of  the 
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means  by  which  her  father  gets  his  bread.  I'm  not  ashamed  — 
Tin  not  proud.  Those  who  know  John  Brough,  know  that  ten 
years  ago  he  was  a  poor  clerk  like  my  friend  Titmarsh  here,  ana 
is  now  worth  half  a  million.  Is  there  airy  man  in  the  House 
better  listened  to  than  John  Brough  ?  Is  there  any  Duke  in  the 
land  that  can  give  a  better  dinner  than  John  Brough  ;  or  a  larger 
fortune  to  his  daughter  than  John  Brough?  Why,  sir,  the 
humble  person  now  speaking  to  you  could  buy  out  man}-  a 
German  duke !  But  I'm  not  proud  —  no,  no,  not  proud. 
There's  my  daughter — look  at  her  —  when  1  die,  she  will  be 
mistress  of  my  fortune  ;  but  am  I  proud  ?  No  !  Let  him  who 
can  win  her  many  her,  that's  what  I  say.  Be  it  you,  Mr.  Fiz- 
gig, son  of  a  peer  of  the  realm  ;  or  you,  Bill  Tidd.  Be  it  a 
duke  or  a  shoeblack,  what  do  I  care,  hey?  —  what  do  I  care?" 

44  O-o-oh !  "  sighed  the  gent  who  went  by  the  name  of  Bill 
Tidd :  a  very  pale  young  man,  with  a  black  ribbon  round  his 
neck  instead  of  a  handkerchief,  and  his  collars  turned  down 
like  Lord  Byron.  He  was  leaning  against  the  mantel-piece, 
and  with  a  pair  of  great  green  e3'es  ogling  Miss  Brough  with  all 
his  might. 

44  Oh,  John  —  my  dear  John  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Brough,  seizing 
her  husband's  hand  and  kissing  it,  "  you  are  an  angel,  that  }rou 
are !  " 

"Isabella,  don't  flatter  me;  I'm  a  man, — a  plain,  down- 
right citizen  of  London,  without  a  particle  of  pride,  except  in 
you  and  my  daughter  here  —  my  two  Bells,  as  I  call  them! 
This  is  the  way  that  we  live,  Titmarsh  my  boy  :  ours  is  a  happy, 
humble,  Christian  home,  and  that's  all.  Isabella,  leave  go  my 
hand !  " 

44  Mamma,  you  mustn't  do  so  before  company  ;  it's  odious  !" 
shrieked  Miss  B.  ;  and  mamma  quietly  let  the'  hand  fall,  and 
heaved  from  her  ample  bosom  a  great  large  sigh.  I  felt  a  lik- 
ing for  that  simple  woman,  and  a  respect  for  Brough  too.  He 
couldn't  be  a  bad  man,  whose  wife  loved  him  so. 

Dinner  was  soon  announced,  and  I  had  the  honor  of  leading 
in  Miss  B.,  who  looked  back  rather  angrily,  I  thought,  at  Cap- 
tain Fizgig,  because  that  gentleman  had  offered  his  arm  to 
Mrs.  Brough.  He  sat  on  the  right  of  Mrs.  Brough,  and  Miss 
flounced  down  on  the  seat  next  to  him,  leaving  me  and  Mr. 
Tidd  to  take  our  places  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  table. 

At  dinner  there  was  turbot  and  soup  first,  and  boiled  turkey 
afterwards  of  course.  How  is  it  that  at  all  the  great  dinners 
they  have  this  perpetual  boiled  turkey?  It  was  real  turtle-soup  : 
the  first  time  I  had  ever  tasted  it;  and  I  remarked  how  Mrs 
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Ii.,  who  insisted  on  ln-lph,  ,.•  all  the  irreen  lumps  of  fat 

t<>  her  husband,  and  put  several  Blioefl  of  the  bivast  of  the  bird 
under  the  body,  until  it  came  to  his  turn  to  be  helped. 

••  I'm  a  plain  man."  -ays  John.  ••  and  eat  a  plain  dinner.     I 

hate  your  kickshaws,  though   I    keep  a   l-'icndi   c<»<>k    for   {\n>^c 

who  are  not  of  my  way  of  thinking.      I'm  no  egotist,  j,,,,^-  Vou  . 

i'\e  IK»  prejudices;    and   Mi>s  tln-iv  ha>  her  bechamels  and  fall- 

•  •ordinjj  to  her  taste.      Captain,  try  the  /••<////  /•(/////." 

\\'e  had  plenty  of  champagne  and  old  madeira  with  dinner, 
and  <^reat  silver  tankanUof  porter,  which  tho>e  ini^ht  take  win; 
ch.»e.  Urouuh  made  e-pecia!l;  "f  drinking  he.  r  :  and, 

when  the  ladi.-s  retired,  said,  ••  ( ientleineii.  Tin^ins  will  give 
you  an  unlimited  >npply  <•!' wine  :  there'.-  no  stinting  here  ;  "  and 
then  laid  himself  down  in  his  easy-chair  and  fell  asleep. 

M  lie  always  doefl  >o."  whi-peivd   Mr.  Tidd  to  mo. 

"(let  some  of  that  yellow-sealed  wine,  Ti^ins,"  says  the 
captain.  "  Tliat  other  claret  we  had  \«  >terday  is  loaded,  and 
disau'i-ees  with  me  infernally!  " 

I  inust  say  I  liked  the  yellow  seal  much  better  than  aunt 
II"Lr'.raity's  Kosolio. 

I  soon  found  out  what  .Mr.  Tidd  was,  and  what  he  was  long- 
ing for. 

••  Uu  i  -lu-  a  glorious  creature?"  says  he  to  me. 

"  Who,  sir?"  -;  ;,      I. 

u]\Ii>s  Inlinda,  to  be  sure!"  cried  Tidd.  "  Did  mortal 
ever  look  upon  c-vi-s  like  hers,  or  view  a  more  sylph-like 
figure?" 

44  She  iniirht  have  a  little  more  flesh,  Mr.  Tidd,"  says  the 
captain,  "  and  a  little  le>s  eyebrow.  They  look  vicious,  those 
scowling  eyebrows,  in  a  girl.  Qu'cn  dites-vous,  Mr.  Titmarsh, 
as  MHS  iJrouirh  would  - 

'•  I  think  it  remarkably  p>od  claret,  sir,"  says  I. 

u  Kirad,  you're  the  right  sort  of  fello\\- !  "  sa}'S  the  captain. 
k>  V»ltn  srfulfn.  eh?  You  respect  oui'  slei'pinir  host  yonder?" 

u  That  I  do.  sir.  as  the  first  man  in  the  city  of  London,  and 
my  manairinir  director." 

"A&d  SO  do  I."  says  Tidd  :  M  and  this  day  fortnight,  when 
I'm  of  am-,  I'll  prove  mv  confidence  too." 

••  Aa  bow?  "  Mjfl  I. 

'•Why.  sir,  you  inurft  know  that  I  come  into  —  ahern  —  a 
consi.ieralile  property,  sir,  on  the  1  1th  of  July,  which  m}' father 
made  —  in  business." 

-  ^  i  ,    at  once  In-  was  a  tailor,  Tidd." 

'•  He  tens  u  tailor,  sir,  —  but  what  of  that?     I've  had  a  uni- 
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versity  education,  and  have  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman ,  as 
much  —  ay,  perhaps,  and  more,  than  some  members  of  an  effete 
aristocracy." 

"  Tidd,  don't  be  severe  !  "  says  the  captain,  drinking  a  tenth 
glass. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Titmarsh,  when  of  age  I  come  into  a  consider- 
able property ;  and  Mr.  Brough  has  been  so  good  as  to  say  he 
can  get  me  twelve  hundred  a  year  for  my  twenty  thousand 
pounds,  and  I  have  promised  to  invest  them." 

"  In  the  West  Diddlesex,  sir?  "  says  I  —  "  in  our  office?  " 

"  No,  in  another  company,  of  which  Mr.  Brough  is  director, 
and  quite  as  good  a  thing.  Mr.  Brough  is  a  very  old  friend  of 
my  family,  sir,  and  he  has  .taken  a  great  liking  to  me  ;  and  he 
says  that  with  my  talents  I  ought  to  get  into  Parliament ;  and 
then  —  and  then !  after  I  have  laid  out  my  patrimony,  I  may 
look  to  matrimony,  you  see  !  " 

"Oh,  you  designing  dog!"  says  the  captain.  "When  I 
used  to  lick  you  at  school,  who  ever  would  have  thought  that 
I  was  thrashing  a  sucking  statesman?" 

"  Talk  awa}',  boys  !  "  said  Brough,  waking  out  of  his  sleep  ; 
"  I  only  sleep  with  half  an  eye,  and  hear  you  all.  Yes,  you 
shall  get  into  Parliament,  Tidd  my  man,  or  my  name's  not 
Brough !  You  shall  have  six  per  cent  for  your  money,  or  never 
believe  me !  But  as  for  my  daughter  —  ask  her  and  not  me. 
You,  or  the  captain,  or  Titmarsh,  may  have  her,  if  you  can  get 
her.  All  I  ask  in  a  son-in-law  is,  that  he  should  be,  as  every 
one  of  you  is,  an  honorable  and  high-minded  man  !  " 

Tidd  at  this  looked  very  knowing ;  and  as  our  host  sank  off 
to  sleep  again,  pointed  archly  at  his  ej^ebrows,  and  wagged  his 
head  at  the  captain. 

"  Bah  !  "  says  the  captain.  "  I  say  what  I  think  ;  and  you 
may  tell  Miss  Brongh  if  you  like."  And  so  presently  this  con- 
versation ended,  and  we  were  summoned  in  to  coffee.  After 
which  the  captain  sang  songs  with  Miss  Brough ;  Tidd  looked 
at  her  and  said  nothing;  I  looked  at  prints,  and  Mrs.  Brough 
sat  knitting  stockings  for  the  poor.  The  captain  was  sneering 
openly  at  Miss  Brough  and  her  affected  ways  and  talk  ;  but  in 
spite  of  his  bullying  contemptuous  wa}^,  I  thought  she  seemed 
to  have  a  great  regard  for  him,  and  to  bear  his  scorn  very  rneekl}*. 

At  twelve  Captain  Fizgig  went  off  to  his  barracks  at  Knights- 
bridge,  and  Tidd  and  I  to  our  rooms.  Next  day  being  Sunda3T, 
r,  great  bell  woke  us  at  eight,  and  at  nine  we  all  assembled  in 
the  breakfast- room,  where  Mr.  Brough  read  prayers,  a  chapter, 
and  made  an  exhortation  afterwards,  to  us  and  all  the  members 
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of  the   household  ;    e\cepl    the    I'' I'.'!). -I  |  co.  >k.    Mull  •.'u-l  I!"   Noligtnlig- 

j»!iw,  whom   I    could   Me,    IV" m    my  chair.  walkm1.-    about    in   the 
Blirnbberiefl  in  his  white  nightcap.  >mokmg  a  ci^ar. 

Kvery  morning  <»n  week-days,  punct  uall\  a»  eight,  Mr. 
Urolith  went  through  the  vain-1  «•«  remony,  and  had  his  family 
t<>  pra\ers;  but  though  this  man  was  a  hypocrite,  as  I  found 
afterwards.  I'm  not  going  to  lau-jh  at  the  familv  |ira\.  i 
say  lie  was  a  hypocrite  /»"•,///.«•  he  had  them.  There  are  many 
l>a»!  and  good  men  who  don't  go  through  the  ceremony  at  all  ; 
l»ut  I  am  sure  the  good  men  would  lie  the  heller  for  it,  and  am 
not  called  upon  to  settle  the  question  with  respect  to  the  had 
ones;  and  therefore  I  have  pofcaed  OV6T  •  Lrreat  deal  of  the  re- 
ligious part  of  Mr.  Broiiirlfs  Ix-havior  :  Milliceit,  that  religion 
\\a-;  alwa\s  <.n  his  lij»s  :  that  he  went  t«>  church  thrice  every 
Sunday,  when  he  had  not  a  party  ;  and  it'  he  did  n<>t  talk  re- 
ligion with  us  when  we  were  alone,  had  a  urrcat  deal  to  say  upon 
the  subject  upon  occasions.  MX  !  t'oiind  (»ne  da\  when  we  had  a 
Quaker  and  Dissmtcr  party  to  dine,  and  when  his  talk  was  as 
i^rave  as  that  of  any  minister  piv.xeiit.  Tidd  wa-  not  there  that 
day,  —  for  nothing  could  make  him  forsake  his  liyron  ri1 
or  refrain  from  wearin*.'  his  collars  turned  down  ;  so  Tidd  waa 
sent  with  the  buii^y  to  A^lley's.  M  And  hark  ye.  Titmar>ii  my 
boy."  said  he,  "  leave  your  diamond-pin  up  >tairs:  our  friend- 
to-duy  don't  like  such  ^« -\\  :aw-  :  ami  tlioiigli  for  my  i>art  I  am 
no  enemy  to  harmless  ornaments,  yet  I  would  not  shock  the 
feeling  of  those  who  have  Menu  r  opinions.  You  will  see  that 
my  wife  and  Miss  Bron^h  consult  my  wisln^s  in  this  respeet." 
And  so  they  did,  —  for  they  both  came  down  to  dinner  in  black 
p>wns  and  tippets;  wherea-  Mi-s  IJ.  had  commonly  her  dress 
half  oil'  her  »lioulde|-x. 

The  captain  rode  over  several  times  to  see  us;  and  Miss 
Urolith  seemed  always  delighted  to  see  him.  One  day  I  met 
him  as  1  was  walking  out  alone  by  the  river,  and  we  had  a  long 
talk  together. 

^  Mr.  Titmai'sli."  says  he,  "  from  what  little  I  hav»«  seen  ol 
you,  you  seem  to  be  an  honest  straight-minded  young  fellow; 
and  I  want  some  information  that  you  can  give.  Tell  me,  in 
the  first  place,  if  you  will  —  and  upon  my  honor  it  shall  go  no 
farther — about  this  Insurance  Company  of  JOtin?  You  are 
in  the  city,  and  see  how  al!'  oinu  .  .n  Js  your  concern 

a  stable  one?" 

"Sir."  said  I.  "frankly  then,  and  upon  my  honor  too,  I 
believe  it  is.  It  has  been  set  up  only  four  years,  it  is  true; 
but  Mr.  Brough  had  a  great  name  when  iblished,  and 
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a  vast  connection.  Every  clerk  in  the  office  lias,  to  be  sure,  in 
a  manner,  paid  for  his  place,  cither  by  taking  shares  himself, 
or  by  his  relations  taking  them.  I  got  mine  because  my 
mother,  who  is  very  poor,  devoted  a  small  sum  of  money  that 
came  to  us  to  the  purchase  of  an  annuity  for  herself  and  a 
provision  for  me.  The  matter  was  debated  by  the  family  and 
our  attorneys,  Messrs.  Hodge  and  Smithers,  who  are  very  well 
known  in  our  part  of  the  country;  and  it  was  agreed  on  all 
hands  that  my  mother  could  not  do  better  with  her  money  for 
all  of  us  than  invest  it  in  this  way.  Brough  alone  is  worth 
half  a  million  of  money,  and  his  name  is  a  host  in  itself.  Nay, 
more :  I  wrote  the  other  day  to  an  aunt  of  mine,  who  has  a 
considerable  sum  of  money  in  loose  cash,  and  who  had  con- 
sulted me  as  to  the  disposal  of  it,  to  invest  it  in  our  office. 
Can  I  give  }~ou  any  better  proof  of  my  opinion  of  its  solvency  ?  " 

"  Did  Brough  persuade  you  in  any  way?" 

' '  Yes,  he  certainly  spoke  to  me  ;  but  he  very  honestly  told 
me  his  motives,  and  tells  them  to  us  all  as  honestly.  He  says, 
4  Gentlemen,  it  is  my  object  to  increase  the  connection  of  the 
office  as  much  as  possible.  I  want  to  crush  all  the  other  offices 
in  London.  Our  terms  are  lower  than  any  office,  and  we  can 
bear  to  have  them  lower,  and  a  great  business  will  come  to  us 
that  way.  But  we  must  work  ourselves  as  well.  Every  single 
shareholder  and  officer  of  the  establishment  must  exert  himself, 
and  bring  us  customers,  —  no  matter  for  how  little  they  are 
engaged  —  engage  them  :  that  is  the  great  point.'  And  accord- 
ingly our  director  makes  all  his  friends  and  servants  share- 
holders :  his  very  lodge-porter  yonder  is  a  shareholder ;  and  he 
thus  endeavors  to  fasten  upon  all  whom  he  comes  near.  I, 
for  instance,  have  just  been  appointed  over  the  heads  of  our 
gents,  to  a  much  better  place  than  I  held.  I  am  asked  down 
here,  and  entertained  royally  ;  and  why  ?  Because  my  aunt  has 
three  thousand  pounds  which  Mr.  Brough  wants  her  to  invest 
with  us." 

"  That  looks  awkward,  Mr.  Titmarsh." 

"Not  a  whit,  sir:  he  makes  no  disguise  of  the  matter. 
When  the  question  is  settled  one  way  or  the  other,  I  don't 
believe  Mr.  Brough  will  take  any  further  notice  of  me.  But 
he  wants  me  now.  This  place  happened  to  fall  in  just  at  the 
very  moment  when  he  had  need  of  me  ;  and  he  hopes  to  gain 
over  my  family  through  me.  He  told  me  as  much  as  we  drove 
down.  '  You  are  a  man  of  the  world,  Titmarsh,'  said  he ; 
1  you  know  that  I  don't  give  you  this  place  because  you  are  an 
honest  fellow,  and  write  a  good  hand.  If  I  had  had  a  lesser 
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bribe  to  Dii; -r  you  at    tin-  moment,  I  >hould  only  1 

that  :    bill     I    had  no    choice,    ami    gav«-     \mi    wliat    \v;i>    in   n,y 

power. 

••    Tiiat'-  lair  enough  ;    but,  what  can  make    1  so  eager 

•u-li  a  small  sum  as  three  thousand  pound-?" 

M  IT  it  had  been  ten,  sir,  In-  would  have  been  not  a  bit  imnv 
eai_r'T.  You  ilon't  know  the  city  <•!'  London,  and  ti.e  passion 
which  our  irreat  men  in  the  share-market  h:.\e  for  inen 

their  connection.     Mr.  liroiiLrh.  sir,  woold  canvass  and  wb 

a  chimney-sweep  in   the    \\a\     of    biiMiie^.      See,    h«  i 
Tidd  and  his  twentv  thousand  pounds.      Our  din  • 

--ion  of  him  just  in  tli  He  wants  all  tin- 

ital  he  can  lay  his  hand-;  on." 

M  Vcs.  and  -uppose  he  run*  otl' with  the  capital?" 

"Mr.  lironirh.  of  the  linn  of  lin»:i-li  and  Ib-!]'.  -:;  :  Suppose 
the  I.aiik  of  |-;iiLrland  runs  oil' I  are  at  the  lodgc- 

«:at«i.       Let's  ask  (Jates,    another   of  Mr.    trough's   victims." 
And  we  went  in  and  spoke  to  ol 

••  \\dl.  Mr.  Gtatea,"  laya  I.  I"  'jinniir_r  the  inntti-r  cleverly, 
k>  you  are  one  of  my  ma-teis,  you  know,  at  the  Wot  Diddle- 
sc\  \oini 

••  Zees,  sure,"  says  old  dates,  prinninj;.  He  was  a  retin  d 
sn  \ant,  with  a  lar^e  family  come  to  him  in  his  old  a<_re.. 

"May  1  ask  you  what  your  wanes  are.  Mr.  (.ates,  that  you 
can  lav  l»v  >o  much  monev.  and  purchase  shares  in  our  com- 
pany?" 

Gates  told  us  his  wages;  and  when  we  inquired  whether 
they  were  paid  regularly,  swore  that  his  master  was  the  kindest 
gentleman  in  the  world ;  that  he  had  put  two  of  his  daughters 
into  service,  two  of  his  sons  to  charity-schools,  made  one  ap- 
prentice, and  narrated  a  hundred  other  benefits  that  he  had 
received  from  the  family.  Mrs.  llrough  clothed  half  the  chil- 
dren ;  master  i^ave  them  blankets  and  coats  in  winter,  and  soup 
and  meat  all  the  year  round.  There  never  was  such  a  generous 
family,  sure,  since  the  world  began. 

••Well,  sir,"  said  1  to  the  captain,  "does  that  satisfy  you? 
Mr.  Hrouirh  irives  to  these  people  fifty  times  as  much  as  he 
.iraiii.  from  them  ;  and  yet  he  makes  Mr.  Gates  take  shares  in 
our  company." 

Mr.  Titmar>h."  says  the  captain,  "you  are  an  honest 
fellow;  and  I  confess  your  argument  sounds  well.  Now  tell 
me,  do  von  know  anything  about  Miss  Brough  and  her  for- 
tune?" 

"  Brongh  will  leave  her  everything  —  or  says  so."     But  J 
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suppose   the    captain    saw  some   particular  expression  in   my 
countenance,  for  he  laughed  and  said, — 

fctl  suppose,  my  dear  fellow,  you  think  she's  dear  at  the 
price.  Well,  I  don't  know  that  you  are  far  wrong." 

"Why  then,  if  I  may  make  so  bold,  Captain  Fizgig,  are 
3*011  always  at  her  heels  ?  " 

u  Mr.  Titmarsh,"  says  the  captain,  lt  I  owe  twenty  thousand 
pounds  ;  "  and  he  went  back  to  the  house  directly,  and  proposed 
for  her. 

I  thought  this  rather  cruel  and  unprincipled  conduct  on  the 
gentleman's  part;  for  he  had  been  introduced  to  the  family 
by  Mr.  Tidd,  with  whom  he  had  been  at  school,  and  had  sup- 
planted Tidd  entirely  in  the  great  heiress's  affections.  Brough 
stormed,  and  actually  swore  at  his  daughter  (as  the  captain 
told  me  afterwards),  when  he  heard  that  the  latter  had  accepted 
Mr.  Fizgig;  and  at  last,  seeing  the  captain,  made  him  give  his 
word  that  the  engagement  should  be  kept  secret  for  a  i\:w 
months.  And  Captain  F.  only  made  a  confidant  of  me,  and 
the  mess,  as  he  said  :  but  this  was  after  Tidd  had  paid  his 
twenty  thousand  pounds  over  to  our  governor,  which  he  did 
punctually  when  he  came  of  age.  The  same  day,  too,  he  pro- 
posed for  the  young,  lady,  and  I  need  not  say  was  rejected. 
Presently  the  captain's  engagement  began  to  be  whispered 
about :  all  his  great  relations,  the  Duke  of  Doncaster,  the  Earl 
of  Cinqbars,  the  Earl  of  Crabs,  &c.,  came  and  visited  the 
Brough  family;  the  lion.  Henry  Ringwood  became  a  share- 
holder in  our  company,  and  the  Earl  of  Crabs  offered  to  be. 
Our  shares  rose  to  a  premium  ;  our  director,  his  lady,  and 
daughter  were  presented  at  Court ;  and  the  great  West  Diddle? 
sex  Association  bid  fair  to  be  the  first  assurance  office  in  the 
kingdom. 

A  very  short  time  after  my  visit  to  Fulham,  my  dear  aur.t 
wrote  to  me  to  say  that  she  had  consulted  with  her  attorneys, 
Messrs.  Hodge  and  Smithers,  who  strongly  recommended  that 
she  should  invest  the  sum  as  I  advised.  She  had  the  sum  in- 
vested, too,  in  my  name,  paying  me  many  compliments  upon 
in}' honesty  and  talent;  of  which,  she  said,  Mr.  Hrono-h  had 
given  her  the  most  flattering  account.  And  at  the  same  time 
my  aunt  informed  me  that  at  her  death  the  shares  should  be  my 
own.  This  gave  me  a  great  weight  in  the  company,  as  you 
may  imagine.  At  our  next  annual  meeting,  I  attended  in  my 
capacity  as  a  shareholder,  and  had  great  pleasure  in  hearing 
Mr.  Brough,  in  a  magnificent  speech,  declare  a  dividend  of  six 
per  cent,  that  we  all  received  over  the  counter. 
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"You   lucky  yoiin-j;  s«  oundr.  -I  ;  "  SMid   j;  ;  "  do 

VOll   kl)o\V   What  made   me  LTive    \oii    \olii    |.! 

"  Why,  my  aunt's  money,  to  !..•  sure,   -i'-"  -aid  I. 
"  No   sudi  thinir.      Do  you    fan  '\     I    cared    for   those   paltr\ 
three  thousand  pounds?      I   was  told   you  irere  nephew  of  ! 

Drum;  and  Lady  Drum  Is  grandmother  of  Lady  Jam  lYe 

and    .Mr.   1'ivston  is   a  man  do   us  a  world  of  Lr<>od.      I 

knew  that  they  had  sent  you  vi-ui-mi.  and  tin1  d<-iice  knows 
\\liMt  ;  and  when  I  >aw  Lady  .lam-  at  my  |>arlv  .-hake  \ou  l>\ 
tin-  hand,  and  Bpeolf  to  you  K)  kindly,  I  took  all  Ai.rdi, 
I'tlr^  lor  gospel.  '/'//'//  was  the  iv:i  ,on  you  <_r(,t  the  plan-,  mark 
\oii,  and  not  on  areoiinl  «•!'  your  mlaer&Sle  three  tlioii  and 
pounds.  Well,  sir,  a  lort ni^ht  al'ter  \ou  W.MS  with  us  at  Ful- 
liain,  I  met  I'rcstou  in  the  House,  and  made  a  merit  of'liavin^ 
U'iven  the  place  to  his  cousin .  •  (  •«nii;nnnl  tile  insolent  s.-..un- 
drel  !  '  .-<ai<l  he;  •  ///'  my  eoiisin  !  I  >nppos.-  \.-ii  take  all  old 
Drum's  stories  lor  true?  Why.  man,  it's  ln-r  mania  :  she  never 
is  introduced  to  a  man  hut  she  linds  out  a  cnu-siuship.  and 
would  not  fail  of  course  with  that  cur  of  a  Titmarsh  !  '  -Well.' 
said  I,  lauirhiui;.  •  that  cur  lias  •  I  place  ii  ,  iDCC, 

.ind  the  matter  can't    In-  nidid-'d.'      So    \  .-out  iuue<l  our 

director,  "  tliat  you  were  indehted  Ibr  your  place,  not  to  your 
aunt's  money,  but 

11  Hut,  to  MY  AIM'-  PI  \MOM.-PIN  !  " 

11  Lucky  rascal ! "  said   Umiiirh,  j)okiu^  me  in   the  side  and 
out  ol'the  way.     And  lucky,  in  faith,  I  thought  I  was. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

RELATES   THE    1I.MMMI>T    DAT    OF   SAMUEL   TTTMARSH's    LIFE. 


know  how  it  was  that  in  the  course  of  the  next  six 
months  Mr.  Roundhand.  the  actuary,  who  had  been  such  a 
profound  admirer  of  Mr.  r.rouuh  and  the  West  Diddlesex  Asso- 
ciation. suddenly  quarrelled  with  both,  and  taking  hi*  money 
out  of  the  concern,  he  di.-poscd  of  his  f>,000/.  worth  of  shares 
to  a  pretty  good  profit,  and  went  away,  speaking  everything 
that  was  evil  both  of  the  company  and  the  director. 

Mr.    Highmore    now   beeainw    secretary   and    actuary,    Mr. 
Abedneiro    WHS    first     clerk,    and    ycur    humble    servant    was 
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second  in  the  office  at  a  salary  of  200£,  a  year.  How  un- 
founded were  Mr.  Roundhand's  aspersions  of  the  West  Diddle- 
sex  appeared  quite  clearly  at  our  meeting  in  January,  1823, 
when  our  chief  director,  in  one  of  the  most  brilliant  speeches 
ever  heard,  declared  that  the  half-yearly  dividend  was  41.  per 
cent,  at  the  rate  of  8/.  per  cent  per  annum  ;  and  I  sent  to  my 
aunt  120/.  sterling  as  the  amount  of  the  interest  of  the  stock  in 
my  name. 

My  excellent  aunt,  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  delighted  beyond  measure, 
sent  me  back  10/.  for  my  own  pocket,  and  asked  me  if  she  had 
not  better  sell  Slopperton  and  Squashtail,  and  invest  all  her 
mone}^  in  this  admirable  concern. 

On  this  point  I  could  not  surely  do  better  than  ask  the 
opinion  of  Mr.  Brough.  Mr.  B.  told  me  that  shares  could  not 
be  had  but  at  a  premium ;  but  on  my  representing  that  I  knew 
of  5,000/.  worth  in  the  market  at  par,  he  said,  —  "  Well,  if  so, 
he  would  like  a  fair  price  for  his,  and  would  not  mind  disposing 
of  5,000/.  worth,  as  he  had  rather  a  glut  of  West  Diddlesex 
shares,  and  his  other  concerns  wanted  feeding  with  ready 
money."  At  the  end  of  our  conversation,  of  which  I  promised 
to  report  the  purport  to  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  the  director  was  so 
kind  as  to  say  that  he  had  determined  on  creating  a  place  of 
private  secretary  to  the  managing  director,  and  that  I  should 
hold  that  office  with  an  additional  salary  of  150/. 

I  had  250/.  a  year,  Miss  Smith  had  70/.  per  annum  to  her 
fortune.  What  had  I  said  should  be  my  line  of  conduct  when- 
ever I  could  realize  300/.  a  year? 

Gus  of  course,  and  all  the  gents  in  our  office  through  him, 
knew  of  my  engagement  with  Mary  Smith.  Her  father  had 
been  a  commander  in  the  navy  and  a  verj7  distinguished  officer  ; 
and  though  Mary,  as  I  have  said,  only  brought  me  a  fortune 
of  70/.  a  year,  and  I,  as  everybody  said,  in  my  present  posi- 
tion in  the  office  and  the  city  of  London,  might  have  reasonably 
looked  out  for  a  lady  with  much  more  money,  3*et  my  friends 
agreed  that  the  connection  was  very  respectable,  and  I  was 
content :  as  who  would  not  have  been  with  such  a  darling  as 
Mary?  I  am  sure,  for  my  part,  I  would  not  have  taken  the 
Lord  Ma}<or's  own  daughter  in  place  of  Marjr,  even  with  a 
plum  to  her  fortune. 

Mr.  Brough  of  course  was  made  aware  of  my  approaching 
marriage,  as  of  everything  else  relating  to  every  clerk  in  the 
office ;  and  I  do  believe  Abednego  told  him  what  we  had  for 
dinner  every  day.  Indeed,  his  knowledge  of  our  affairs  was 
wonderful. 
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lie  asked  me  how  Marv'>   inoii*  \    was   invented.      It  was   iii 
the  three  |M-r  cent  consols        •_'..  -'/. 

••  Ucmrmhi  i  :ie,  "  my  lad.  Mr-.  Sam  Yitmar-h   that 

i-    to   l»e   niav    have  seven   p.-r   criil    for  her   money  at    tin 
I,.;,.-!,  and  on  I.ei  !er  se.-urity  tli.-m    tin-  Bank  of  Finland:    l 
not  a    (  ompany  of  which  John  Bnmgli    is  tin-  head    better  than 
aiiv  other  Company  in    Fn-jland  •  'ire    I  thought 

he' was  not    far  wrong,  and   promised!"  Mary's   j 

<lian>  on   the   sul'ject    before  our  ma:  Lieutenant  Smith, 

i-aiidtathrr.  liad  l>«-('ii  at  tin-  first  very  much  AT«T8€  to  our 
union.  <  1  must  contr->  tliat,  OIM-  day  tindinu  uu-  alone  with 
lirr.  and  ki^sin«r.  I  l>rli.-vc.  the  tips  of  her  little  lini!vr<.  I"'  had 
taken  mo  l.y  the  collar  and  turned  nir  out  ofdoOMl)  I'>ut 
Titmarsh,  with  a  salary  of  L'."»«I/.  a  yrar.  a  promi-rd  fortune  o| 
1. "><>/.  more,  and  the  riLrht-hand  man  of  Mr.  John  Broii^li  <>t 
London.  \\:i>  a  \<-ry  dillerent  man  from  Sam  t!i«-  poor  clerk, 
and  the  poor  eleiyx  man's  widow's  >«.n  ;  and  tin-  old  urntleman 
wi-ote  me  a  kind  1* •!  tcr  enough,  an.  I  DM  to  .ire t  him  six 

pairs  of  lamlt's-wool  stocking  and  1'oiir  ditto  waistcoats  IVom 
Komani.s',  and  accepted  them  too  as  a  present  frmn  me  when 
I  went  down  in  June  —  in  happy  June  ..f  !*_':; — to  fetch  my 
ilear  M:iry  away. 

Mr.  Brougfa  was  likewise  kindly  anxious  about  my  an. 
Slopperton  an«l  S(mashtail  propi-rty.  which  she  had  not  as  yet 
sold,  as  she  talked  of  doinur ;  and,  as  Mr.  B.  represented,  it 
was  a  sin  and  a  shame  that  any  person  in  whom  he  took  sin -h 
interest,  as  he  did  in  all  the  relatives-  of  his  dear  yoim<_r  frit-mi, 
should  only  have  three  pc  r  cent  for  her  money,  when  she  could 
lia\e  eie;ht  elsewhere,  lie  alway-  called  me  Sam  now,  praised 
me  to  the  other  yoiinir  men  (\\lm  Brought  the  praises  regularly 
to  me).  s:«id  there  was  a  cover  always  laid  for  me  at  Fulham, 
and  repeatedly  took  me  thither.  There  was  but  little  company 
when  I  went  :  and  M'Whirter  used  to  say  he  only  asked  me  on 
days  when  he  had  his  vulgar  acquaintances.  But  I  did  not 
care  for  the  great  people,  not  being  born  in  their  sphere ;  and 
indeed  did  not  mudi  care  forgoing  to  the  house  at  all.  Miss 
Belinda  was  not  at  all  to  my  likii,  incut 

with  Captain  Fi/gig.  and  after  Mr.  Tidd  had  paid  his  20,000f. 
and  Fi/gig' <  great  relations  had  joined  in  some  of  our  director's 
companies,  Mr.  B  rough  declared  he  believed  that  Captain  Fiz- 
gig's views  were  mercenary,  and  put  him  to  the  proof  at  once, 
iving  that  he  must  take  >:  :_rh  without  a  farthing, 

or  not  have  her  at  all.  Whereupon  (  .iptain  Fizgig  got  an  ap- 
pointment in  the  colonie<.  and  Rfisa  Trough  became  more  ill- 
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humored  than  ever.  But  I  could  not  help  thinking  she  was  rid 
of  a  bad  bargain,  and  pitying  poor  Tidd,  who  came  back  to  the 
charge  again  more  love-sick  than  ever,  arid  was  rebutted  piti- 
lessly by  Miss  Belinda.  Her  lather  plainly  told  Tidd,  too,  lhat 
liis  visits  were  disagreeable  to  Belinda,  and  though  he  must 
always  love  and  value  him,  he  begged  him  to  discontinue  his 
calls" at  the  Rookery.  Poor  fellow!  he  had  paid  his  20,000/. 
away  for  nothing !  for  what  was  six  per  cent  to  him  compared 
to  six  per  cent  and  the  hand  of  Miss  Belinda  Brough  ? 

Well,  Mr.  Brough  pitied  the  poor  love-sick  swain,  as  he 
called  me,  so  much,  and  felt  such  a  warm  sympathy  in  my  well- 
being,  that  he  insisted  on  my  going  down  to  Somersetshire  with 
a  couple  of  months'  leave :  and  away  I  went,  as  happy  as  a 
lark,  with  a  couple  of  bran-new  suits  from  Von  Stiltz's  in  my 
trunk  (I  had  them  made,  looking  forward  to  a  certain  event;, 
and  inside  the  trunk  Lieutenant  Smith's  fleecy  hosiery ;  wrap- 
ping up  a  parcel  of  our  prospectuses  and  two  letters  from  John 
Brough,  Esq. ,  to  my  mother  our  worthy  annuitant,  and  to  Mrs- 
Hoggarty  our  excellent  shareholder.  Mr.  Brough  said  I  was 
all  that  the  fondest  father  could  wish,  that  he  considered  me  as 
his  own  boy,  and  that  he  earnestly  begged  Mrs.  Hoggarty  not 
to  dela}*  the  sale  of  her  little  landed  property,  as  land  was  high 
now  and  must  fall ;  whereas  the  West  Diddlesex  Association 
shares  were  (comparatively)  low,  and  must  inevitably,  in  the 
course  of  a  year  or  two,  double,  treble,  quadruple  their  present 
value. 

In  this  waj'  I  was  prepared,  and  in  this  way  I  took  leave  of 
in}'  dear  Gus.  As  wre  parted  in  the  yard  of  the  Bolt-in-Tun, 
Fleet  Street,  I  felt  that  I  never  should  go  back  to  Salisbury 
Square  again,  and  had  made  my  little  present  to  the  landlady's 
family  accordingly.  She  said  I  was  the  respectablest  gentle- 
man she  had  ever  had  in  her  house  :  nor  was  that  ^vying  much, 
for  Bell  Lane  is  in  the  rules  of  the  Fleet,  and  her  lodgers  used 
commonly  to  be  prisoners  on  Rule  from  that  place.  As  for 
Gus,  the  poor  fellow  cried  and  blubbered  so  that  he  could  not 
eat  a  morsel  of  the  muffins  and  grilled  ham  with  which  J  treated 
him  for  breakfast  in  the  Bolt-in-Tun  coffee- house  ;  and  when  1 
went  away  was  waving  his  hat  and  his  handkerchief  so  in  the 
archway  of  the  coach-office,  that  I  do  believe  the  wheels  of  the 
True  Blue  went  over  his  toes,  for  I  heard  him  roaring  as  we 
passed  through  the  arch.  Ah  !  how  different  were  my  feelings 
as  I  sat  proudly  there  on  the  box  by  the  side  of  Jim  Ward,  the 
coachman,  to  those  I  had  the  last  time  1  mounted  that  coach, 
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parting  from  my  dear  Mary  au-l  coining  to   Lond«n   with   mv 

1>I  \M"NI>-IMN  I 

When  arrived  near  home  (at  (irumpley.  three  miles  from 
xilla^f,  uhcre  the  True  Him-   generally  stop.,  t..  take  a  glass  of 
ale  at  the  I'opplcton  Arm-)  it   \\a-  U  il'  <>nr  Member.  Mr.   l'«.p- 
pleton    himself,   was   come   into   tin-   country,    so  the 

concourse  ,,r  prop].-  assembled  round  the  inn.  And  there  was 
the  landlord  o|'  the  inn  and  all  the  people  of  the  villa-jv.  Then 
there  was  Tom  Wheeler,  the  po^t-bo\  .  IVom  Mis.  Um, 
in<r-hotel  in  our  town;  he  was  riding  <>n  the  old  l»ay  posters, 
and  they,  heaven  hle-s  08 !  WOK  drawing  my  aunt's  yellow 
chariot,  in  which  she  never  went  out  hut  tliriee  in  a  year,  and 
in  which  she  now  sat  in  her  splendid  cashmere  >hawl  and  a  new 
hat  and  I'ealli<-r.  She  wavetl  a  white  handkerchief  out  ol  the 
window,  and  Tmn  Whe.-ler  -lnuited  out  ••  \\\\/..  did  a 

nnmlieroi'  the  little  l»laekuruar«l  l.oy^of  (iriimpley  :  who.  to  he 
sure,  would  \\\\/./.\\.  for  an\  tiling-  What  a  change  on  'i  "in 
Wheeler'-,  part,  iiowever  !  I  remeinl»ered  only  a  lew  years  be- 
fore how  he  had  whipped  me  from  the  box  of  the  chai-e,  as  I 
iiaii'^inu  on  for  a  ride  behind. 

Next  to  my  aunt's  carriage  came  the  four-wheeled  chaise  of 
Lieiitinant  Smith,  R.N.,  who  W8S  driving  hlft  old  fat  pony  with 
his  lady  l»y  his  side.  I  looked  in  the  ba<  k  -e:il  of  the  ehais,-. 
and  felt  a  little  sad  at  scrip-  that  Somebody  was  not  there, 
lint,  ()  silly  fellow!  there  was  Somebody  in  the  yellow  chariot 
with  my  aunt,  blushing  like  a  peony.  I  declare,  and  looking  so 
happy!  — oh,  so  happy  and  pretty!  She  had  a  white  «1 
and  a  li^ht  Mm-  and  yellow  >carf.  which  my  aunt  said  were  the 
arty  colors  ;  though  what  the  !  V.  had  to  do  with 

liii'lit  blur  and  yellow.   1  don't    know  to  this  day. 

Well,  the  True  lilue  iruard  made  a  <_rreat  bellowing  on  his 
horn  as  his  four  horses  dashed  away  :  the  boys  .shouted  airain  ; 
1  was  placed  bodkin  hrtwreii  Mis.  Ho^L-arty  and  Ma. 
\\  heeler  cut  into  his  bays  ;  the  lieutenant  (  who  had  shaken  me 
cordially  by  the  hand,  and  whose  bi-_r  dog  did  not  make  the 
slightest  attempt  at  l»itin«r  me  this  time)  bi-at  his  pony  till  its 
fat  sidt-s  lathered  auain  ;  and  thus  in  this,  1  may  say,  unex- 
ampled proces>i,,n.  I  arrived  in  triumph  at  our  vil 

My  dear  mother  and  the  i^irls.  heaven  bless  them!  —  nine 
of  them  in  their  nankeen  spencers  (I  hail  something  pretty  in 
my  trunk  for  each  of  them)  —  could  not  afford  a  carriage,  but 
had  posted  themselves  on  the  road  near  the  village  :  and  \ 

i<h  a  wavinir  of  hands  and  handkerchiefs  :  and  though  m\ 
aunt  did  not  much  notice  them,  exeept  by  a  majestic  toss  oi 
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the  head,  which  is  pardonable  in  a  woman  of  her  property,  yet 
Mary  Smith  did  even  more  than  I,  and  waved  her  hands  as 
much  as  the  whole  nine.  Ah  !  how  my  dear  mother  cried  and 
Messed  me  when  we  met,  and  called  me  her  soul's  comfort  :u,.l 
her  darling  boy,  and  looked  at  me  as  if  i  were  a  paragon  of 
virtue  and  genius :  whereas  I  was  only  a  very  lucky  young 
fellow,  that  by  the  aid  of  kind  friends  had  stepped  rapidly  into 
a  very  pretty  property. 

I  was  not  to  stay  with  my  mother,  —  that  had  been  arranged 
beforehand ;  for  though  she  and  Mrs.  Hoggarty  were  not  re- 
markably good  friends,  yet  mother  said  it  was  for  1113'  benefit 
that  I  should  stay  with  my  aunt,  and  so  gave  up  the  pleasure  of 
having  me  with  her :  and  though  hers  was  much  the  humbler 
house  of  the  two,  I  need  not  say  I  preferred  it  far  to  Mrs. 
Hoggarty's  more  splendid  one ;  let  alone  the  horrible  Rosolio, 
of  which  I  was  obliged  now  to  drink  gallons. 

It  was  to  Mrs.  H.'s  then  we  were  driven  ;  she  had  prepared 
a  great  dinner  that  evening,  and  hired  an  extra  waiter,  and  on 
getting  out  of  the  carriage,  she  gave  a  sixpence  to  Tom  Wheeler, 
saying  that  was  for  himself,  and  that  she  would  settle  with 
Mrs.  Rincer  for  the  horses  afterwards.  At  which  Tom  flung 
the  sixpence  upon  the  ground,  swore  most  violently,  and  was 
very  justly  called  by  my  aunt  an  "  impertinent  fellow." 

She  had  taken  such  a  liking  to  me  that  she  would  hardly 
bear  me  out  of  her  sight.  We  used  to  sit  for  morning  after 
morning  over  her  accounts,  debating  for  hours  together  the 
propriety  of  selling  the  Slopperton  property  ;  but  no  arrange- 
ment was  come  to  yet  about  it,  for  Hodge  and  Smithers  could 
not  get  the  price  she  wanted.  And,  moreover,  she  vowed  that 
at  her  decease  she  would  leave  every  shilling  to  me. 

Hodge  and  Smithers,  too,  gave  a  grand  party,  and  treated 
me  with  marked  consideration ;  as  did  every  single  person  of 
the  village.  Those  who  could  not  afford  to  give  dinners  gave 
teas,  and  all  drank  the  health  of  the  young  couple  ;  and  many 
a  time  after  dinner  or  supper  was  my  Mary  made  to  blush  by 
the  allusions  to  the  change  in  her  condition. 

The  happy  day  for  that  ceremony  was  now  fixed,  and  the 
24th  July,  1823,  saw  me  the  happiest  husband  of  the  prettiest 
girl  in  Somersetshire.  We  were  married  from  my  mother's 
house,  who  would  insist  upon  that  at  an}'  rate,  and  the  nine 
girls  acted  as  bridesmaids ;  ay !  and  Gus  Hoskins  came  from 
town  express  to  be  my  groomsman,  and  had  my  old  room  at 
my  mother's,  and  stayed  with  her  for  a  week,  and  cast  a 
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vheep's-eye  upon  Mi>s  "VVinny  Titmaish  tun,  my  dear  fourth 
.siMer,  as  I  after  \\ards  learned. 

My  aunt  \v:ix  very  kind  upon  tin-  111:11  riaur«'  ceremony ,  iii<i 
Sin-   had   desired    nir   some  wei-ks   piv\  i.  m>  to  <  >r<  i.-r  t  In  <•<•  mag- 
nificent ill-'  Mary  from  the  eeld-raied  Madame  Mantalini 
of  I, <»inl«>ii,  and  >ome  elegant  trinket-  and  embroidered  po.-k.-t- 
handkerchief-  iVorn  Howdl  and  .Janir-'>.     Tli.  .-nt  d..\\  n 
to  inr.  and  ut-rc  tn  !»•  /////  prc-cnt  t<>  tin-  l»ri«le  :    l>nt   Mi'-,   i 
flirty  Lra\f  in«-  to  nndri^taml    that    I    m-rd   IM-VIT  tmuMf  IM 
ahout    tin-    |>a\  nn-iit  <>t'  the  lull,  and  1  thought    her  conduct  vei  \ 
Lrenei-oii->.      AUo  she  lent  u^  hei-  chariot  to]-  the  weddin'_r-ioiirne\  , 
and  made  with  her  own  hand-  a  Lcantifiil  crin                   D  reticule 
lor    Mrs.    Samuel    Titmar>h.    II«T    d»-:ir    niece.       It    contained    a 
huswife   c<Mii|ilet»-ly  Burnished  with   iiri-dlcs.  cVe..  fur  she   hoped 
Mrs.  Titni:ir>li    would    Dever   neglect    her    ne,-dl«-  ;    and    a    juirsr 
eoi)taininur    sonu-    silver    peiinio,    and    a    very    cnrioii<    |iocket- 
••  As  IOM-J;  a-  \«>n  keep  tliese.  my  dear,"  said  Mf-.  I !<><_:- 

ty.  ••  yon  will  never  wan!  ;  and  fervently  —  fervently  do  I 
pray  that  yon  will  keep  them."  In  the  earri:.  t  we 

(bUDd  :i  paper  of  luM-niK  and  a  Kottle  of  Ko>.olio.  We  laughed 
at  this,  and  made  it  over  to  Tom  Wheeler  —  who,  however,  did 
not  seem  to  like  it  much  better  than 

1  need  not  say  I  was  married  in  Mr.  Von  Stiltz's  coat  (the 
third  and  fourth  coats,  heaven  help  us:  in  a  year),  and  that  1 
wore  sparkling  in  my  bosom  the  C.KKAI  H.MM.AKTY  DIAMOND. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

BRINGS   BACK    SAM,    HIS   WIFE.    AUNT,    AND   DIAMOND  TO 


WE  plea-ed  oiir-clves  durinLr  the  honeymoon  with  forming 
plans  for  our  life  in  London,  and  a  pretty  paradi>e  did  we  build 
for  ourselvo  '.  Well,  we  were  but  forty  \cars  old  between  us  ; 
and.  for  my  part,  I  never  found  any  harm  come  of  castle-build- 
ing. but  a  iireat  deal  of  pleasure. 

r.cf.-re  1  left  London  1  had.  to  say  the  truth,  looked  round 
me  lor  a  proper  plarr.  befitting  per>on>  of  our  small  iiu-ome  ; 
and  (ius  Hoskins  and  I,  who  hunted  after  otlice-hours  in 
euuplos,  had  iixed  un  a  very  Miny:  little  eottage  in  Camdeo 
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Town,  where  tin  TO  was  a  garden  that  certain  small  people  might 
play  in  when  they  came :  a  horse  and  gig-house,  if  ever  we 
kept  one,  —  and  why  not,  in  a  few  years?  —  and  a  fine  healthy 
air,  at  a  reasonable  distance  from  'Change  ;  all  for  30/.  a  year. 
I  had  described  this  little  spot  to  Mary  as  enthusiastically  as 
Sancho  describes  Lizias  to  Don  Quixote  ;  and  my  dear  wife  was 
delighted  with  the  prospect  of  housekeeping  there,  vowed  she 
would  cook  all  the  best  dishes  herself  (especially  jam-pudding, 
of  which  I  confess  I  am  very  fond),  and  promised  Gus  that  he 
should  dine  with  us  at  Clematis  Bower  every  Sunday  :  only  he 
must  not  smoke  those  horrid  cigars.  As  for  Gus,  he  vowed 
he  would  have  a  room  in  the  neighborhood  too,  for  he  could  not 
bear  to  go  back  to  Bell  Lane,  where  we  two  had  been  so  happy 
together ;  and  so  good-natured  Mary  said  she  would  ask  my  sis- 
ter Winny  to  come  and  keep  her  company.  At  which  Hoskins 
blushed,  and  said,  "Pooh!  nonsense  now." 

But  all  our  hopes  of  a  happy,  snug  Clematis  Lodge  were 
dashed  to  the  ground  on  our  return  from  our  little  honeymoon 
excursion  ;  when  Mrs.  Hoggarty  informed  us  that  she  was  sick 
of  the  country,  and  was  determined  to  go  to  London  with  her 
dear  nephew  and  niece,  and  keep  house  for  them,  and  introduce 
them  to  her  friends  in  the  metropolis. 

What  could  we  do?  We  wished  her  at  —  Bath,  certainly 
not  in  London.  But  there  was  no  help  for  it ;  and  we  were 
obliged  to  bring  her :  for,  as  my  mother  said,  if  we  offended 
her,  her  fortune  would  go  out  of  our  family  ;  and  were  we  two 
young  people  not  likely  to  want  it  ? 

So  we  came  to  town  rather  dismally  in  the  carriage,  post- 
ing the  whole  way :  for  the  carriage  must  be  brought,  and  a 
person  of  my  aunt's  rank  in  life  Could  not  travel  by  the  stage. 
And  I  had  to  pay  141.  for  the  posters,  which  pretty  nearly  ex- 
hausted all  my  little  hoard  of  cash. 

First  we  went  into  lodgings  —  into  three  sets  in  three  weeks. 
We  quarrelled  with  the  first  landlady,  because  my  aunt  vowed 
that  she  cut  a  slice  off  the  leg  of  mutton  which  was  served  for  our 
dinner;  from  the  second  lodgings  we  went  because  aunt  vowed 
the  maid  would  steal  the  candles ;  from  the  third  we  went  be- 
cause aunt  Hoggarty  came  down  to  breakfast  the  morning  after 
our  arrival  with  her  face  shockingly  swelled  and  bitten  by  — 
never  mind  what.  To  cut  a  long  tale  short,  I  was  half  mad 
with  the  continual  choppings  and  changings,  and  the  long 
stories  and  scoldings  of  my  aunt.  As  for  her  great  acquaint- 
ances, none  of  them  were  in  London  ;  and  she  made  it  a  mat- 
ter of  quarrel  with  me  that  I  had  not  introduced  her  to  John 
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Brough,    K.si|iiirc,    M.I'.,    and   to    Lord  ami    Lady   TiptotI    lu-r 
relatives 

Mr.  BroiiLrh  was  at  Brighton  win n  we  arrive. I  in  town;  and 
on  Ills  return  I  did  not  ran-  at  !ir>t  U)  tell  OUF  director  thai  I  had 

hronuht  my  aunt  with  me,  or  mention  my  eml»arra»ments  i',.r 
mone\.  lit-  looked  lather  >eriou>  when  perforce  1  >p<>kr  <. I' tin- 
latter  to  him  and  asked  fur  an  adxanrr:  l.nt  when  In-  heard 
that  mv  lack  ol'  money  had  lirm  Mi-caponed  hy  the  l»rii 
of  my  annl  to  London,  hi*  tone  in^tanth  changed.  "That.  m\ 
deal'  hoy,  alters  the  qnc.stion  ;  Mr-.  I  i«»^ai  t  \  la  of  an  age 
when  all  things  must  IK-  \ieldedtolnr.  ll«i«  aie  a  liiiiidn •<! 
pounds;  and  I  he-  \  on  to  draw  upon  me  whenever  \ou  are 
in  the  least  in  want  of  inone\  ."  Thi>  '_ia\e  me  hrealhinu-time 
until  she  should  pay  her  share  of  the  hoiix-hold  expenses.  And 
tin1  very  next  day  Mr.  and  Mr>.  .lohn  Brunch,  in  their  splendid 
Carriage-and-four,  Called  upon  .Mrs.  Iloi^arty  and  my  \\iieat 
our  lodiriniis  in  Lamh's  Conduit  Street. 

It  was  on  tin-  very  day  when  my  pool  aunt  appeared  with 
her  iaee  in  that  sad  condition;  and  >he  did  in»t  Tail  to  inform 
Mrs.  Lionel  of  the  cause,  and  to  state  that  at  Castle  Iloggarty, 
or  at  her  i-ouutry  place  in  S<unerset>lure,  >he  had  n«-v«-r  h.-anl 
or  thoimh!  of  such  vile,  odious  thin. 

k*(iraeious  heavens  !"  shoute<l  .John  Hroujji.  K-ijuire,  u  a 
Jad\-  of  \our  rank  to  sutler  in  this  way  !  -—  the  excellent  relative 
of  my  dear  hoy,  Titmursh!  Never,  madam  —  never  let  it  be 
said  that  Mrs.  Hoo^arty  of  Castle  Ilo^irarty  should  l>e  suhject 
to  >ueh  horriltle  humiliation,  while  John  Brou<:h  has  a  home  to 
oiler  her.  — •  huml.le,  happy.  Christian  home,  madam;  thoii-h 
unlike,  perhaps,  the  splendor  to  which  you  have  heeii  0 
tomed  in  the  conr>e  of  your  distinguished  career.  ls:il,,-!la  my 
'  -Belinda!  s|>eak  to  Mrs.  Hn^arty.  'Fell  h'-i  thai  John 
Urolith's  house  is  hers  from  garret  to  cellar.  I  repeat  it. 
madam,  from  garret  to  cellar.  I  desire  —  I  in-i-;  —  I  order, 
that  Mrs.  Ho^-arty  of  Castle  Hoggarty's  trunks  should  In- 
placed  this  instant  in  in  ^e !  Have  the  | 
to  look  to  them  yourself,  Mrs.  Titmarsh,  and  see  that  your 
>lear  aunt's  comforts  are  better  provided  for  than  Uiev 
been." 

Marv  went  away  rather  wondering  at  this  order.     But,  to 
he  Mire.  Mr.  Brouiih  was  ;t  ^ivat    man.  and   her  Samm  1's  ! 
factor;   and  thonirh  the  silly   child   absolutely  lu-jjan  to  ci 
she  packed   and   toiled   at    aunt's  enormous  v.-.  -.he  [>er- 

formed  the   work,  and   came   down  with  a  smiling   fare  to   m\ 
aunt,  who  was  entertaining   Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brough  with  a  long 
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and  particular  account  of  the  balls  at  the  Castle,  in  Dublin,  in 
Lord  Charleville's  time. 

"I  have  parked  the  trunks,  aunt,  but  I  am  not  strong 
enough  to  bring  them  down,'1  said  Mary. 

"Certainty  not,  certainly  not,"  said  John  Brough,  perhaps 
a  little  ashamed.  "Hallo!  George,  Frederic,  Augustus,  come 
up  stairs  this  instant,  and  bring  down  the  trunks  of  Mrs.  Hog- 
garty  of  Castle  Hoggarty,  which  this  young  lady  will  show 
you." 

Nay,  so  great  was  Mr.  Brough's  condescension,  that  when 
.some  of  his  fashionable  servants  refused  to  meddle  with  the 
trunks,  he  himself  seized  a  pair  of  them  with  both  hands,  car- 
ried them  to  the  carriage,  and  shouted  loud  enough  for  all 
Lamb's  Conduit  Street  to  hear,  "  John  Brough  is  not  proud  — 
no,  no ;  and  if  his  footmen  are  too  high  and  mighty,  he'll  show 
them  a  lesson  of  humility." 

Mrs.  Brough  was  for  running  down  stairs  too,  and  taking  the 
trunks  from  her  husband ;  but  they  were  too  heavy  for  her,  so 
she  contented  herself  with  sitting  on  one,  and  asking  all  per- 
sons who  passed  her,  whether  John  Brough  was  not  an  angel 
of  a  man  ? 

In  this  way  it  was  that  my  aunt  left  us.  I  was  not  aware  of 
her  departure,  for  I  was  at  the  office  at  the  time  ;  and  strolling 
back  at  five  with  Gus,  saw  my  dear  Mary  smiling  and  bobbing 
from  the  window,  and  beckoning  to  us  both  to  come  up.  This 
I  thought  was  very  strange,  because  Mrs.  Hoggarty  could  not 
abide  Hoskins,  and  indeed  had  told  me  repeatedly  that  either 
she  or  he  must  quit  the  house.  Well,  we  went  up  stairs,  and 
there  was  Man^,  who  had  dried  her  tears  and  received  us  with 
the  most  smiling  of  faces,  and  laughed  and  clapped  her  hands, 
and  danced,  and  shook  Gus's  hand.  And  what  do  you  think 
the  little  rogue  proposed  ?  I  am  blest  if  she  did  not  say  she 
would  like  to  go  to  Vauxhall ! 

As  dinner  was  laid  for  three  persons  only,  Gus  took  his 
seat  with  fear  and  trembling ;  and  then  Mrs.  Sam  Titmarsh 
related  the  circumstances  which  had  occurred,  and  how  Mrs. 
Hoggarty  had  been  whisked  away  to  Fulham  in  Mr.  Brough's 
splendid  carriage-and-four.  "  Let  her  go,"  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
said  I ;  and  indeed  we  relished  our  veal-cutlets  and  jam-pudding 
a  great  deal  more  than  Mrs.  Hoggarty  did  her  dinner  off  plate 
at  the  Rookery. 

We  had  a  very  merry  party  to  Vauxhall,  Gus  insisting  on 
standing  treat ;  and  you  ma}r  be  certain  that  my  aunt,  whose 
absence  was  prolonged  for  three  weeks,  was  heartily  welcome 
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,y.  t'.»r  we  were  much  in.-rrier  and  moro  comfort- 
aide  without  her.  My  linle  Mary  u-ed  t,>  make  my  breakfast 
before  1  went  to  ollice  of  in<>!:  ,d  oil  lMmda\  >  \\  r  had 

a   holiday,    ami   saw    the    dear  dittle    children    cat    their    Lulled 
heef  ami    potatoes    at    the    Foini< Hm-_r.   and    h-ard    the  beautiful 
music  :    hut,    beautiful    a^    it    [g,    I    tliink    the    children    \\  < 
more  beautiful  si^ht  still,  and  the  ln->k  ol'  their  innocent    happy 

was    better   than   the    be-l    -.  rinon.      On    wrek-da\> 
Titmarsh  \Tould   take  a  walk  about   :  -k    in   the  evening, 

on    the  A'/Miand    side  of   Liinib's    ConduJ  _CO  to 

Holl.orn)  —  ay,  and  soineiinie.  pursue  II.T  \\alu  Bfl  1'ar  a-  >now 
Hill,  when   two  yoiinir  Licnts   from    the  I.   \V.   1).  Fin-  and 
were    pretty   ^ni'e    to   meet    her  ;    and    t!ien    how    happily  we    all 
trudged  Ou  to  dinner!      Once  v.  tip   a^   a   inon-l.  r  .)!'  a 

man.  with  hi^h  heeU  and  a  ^old-hea  led  Cane,  and  whi-kers  all 
was  m-iiinin^  under  Mary^  l>onnet.  aid  chatter- 
iiiLT  to  her,  dose  to  I  )a\  and  Martin's  Blacking  Manui'uctor}* 
(not  near  Mich  a  handx.nie  tiling  then  a-  it  \S  no\\  ) — there 
wa-  the  man  chatteriir  iin_;  hi-  best,  wiirn  who  should 

come  up  l.ut  (.us  and  Ir     And  in  the twinkMag of  a  pegpost, 

as  Lord  l)ul>erley  says,  my  ircntleinan  was  ^ei/ed  by  the  collar 
of  his  coat  and  found  him>elf  sprawling  under  a  stand  of 
hackney-eoacho  ;  where  all  tin-  watermen  were  grinning  at  him. 

The  best  of  it  was.  In-  left  his  h>'<i'l  »f'  //<//'/•  nn<l  tr/n's/^-rs  ill  HIV 
hand  :  but  Mary  >aid,  "  Don't  be  hard  upon  him,  Samuel;  it's 
only  a  Krenehman."  And  so  we  gave  him  his  wig  back,  which 
one  of  the  ^rinnm^  stable-boys  put  on  and  carried  to  him  as  he 
lay  in  the  straw. 

lie  shrieked  out  something  about  ••  arretez," and  " Francais," 
and  ••  chanip-d'honneiir  ;  "  but.  \\e  walked  on,  Gus  putting  his 
thumb  to  his  nose  and  stretching  out  his  linger  at  Master 
Frenchman.  This  made  everybody  laugh ;  and  so  the  adven- 
ture ended. 

About  ten  days  after  my  aunt's  departure  came  a  letter 
from  her,  of  which  I  ;_i'ive  a  copy:  — 

••  M  v  DI.  vu  Nri •III.NV,  —  It  was  my  earnest  wish  e'er  this  to  have  re- 
turnnl  to  London,  \\ln-iv  I  ;un  sun-  you  and  my  ni«vt>  Titmarsh  iniss  me 
very  much,  ;md  wlirn-  she.  poor  thiiii:,  (juitf  inexperieiio-d  in  the  ways  of 
'  tli--  ure;it  nn'tropuliK.'  in  ;i.-oii;iiuy.  and  indeed  in  evi-ry  quality  rcquasit 
in  a  .nid  the  ii  an  hardly  maui'lp 

'.  without  UK-. 

••  Tell  her  ox  '/'>  W  "i>,(  to  pay  nn.iv  than  r>H.  for  the  prime  piect-s,  4|<f 
»r  soup  meat;  and  that   tl.e  ^  I-nnd.ui  l»uttiT  is  to  be  had  £01 

\d. ,    -f  cDiir-  -  and  the  kite! ••  ploy  a  commoner  sort 

ly    ran1..-  ke-1  liy  M  :  -a,  and  the  hasp  of  the  port- 

's 
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mantyou-lock  has  gone1  through  ray  yellow  satn.  I  have  darned  it,  and 
woar  it  already  twice,  at  two  ellygant  (though  quiat)  evening-parties  given 
by  my  hospatabU  host;  and  my  pegrcen  velvet  on  Saturday  at  a  grand 
dinner,  when  Lord  Scaramouch  handed  me  to  table.  Everything  was  in 
the  most  sitm/>ti<>/is  style..  Soup  top  and  bottom  (white  and  brown),  removed 
by  turbit  and  sammon  with  tminenxe  holes  of  lobster-sauce.  Lobsters  alone 
cost  15s.  Turbit,  three  guineas.  The  hole  sammon,  weighing,  I'm  sure, 
151bs.,  and  never  seen  at  table  again;  not  a  bittof  pickled  sammon  the  hole 
weak  afterwards.  This  kind  of  extravigance  would  just  suit  Mrs.  Sam 
Titmarsh,  who,  as  I  always  say,  burns  l/ie  candle  at  liot/t  ends.  Well,  young 
people,  it  is  lucky  for  you  you  have  an  old  aunt  who  knows  better,  and 
has  a  long  purse :  without  witch,  I  dare  say,  some  folks  would  be  glad  to 
see  her  out  of  doors.  I  don't  mean  you,  Samuel,  who  have,  I  must  say, 
been  a  dutiful  nephew  to  me.  Well,  I  dare  say  I  shan't  live  long,  and 
some  folks  won't  be  sorry  to  have  me  in  my  grave. 

"  Indeed,  on  Sunday  I  was  taken  in  my  stomiek  very  ill,  and  thought  it 
might  have  been  the  lobster-sauce:  but  Doctor  Blogg,  who  was  called  in, 
said  it  was,  he  very  much  feared,  cumsumptive ;  but  gave  me  some  pills  and 
a  draft  wh  made  me  better.  Please  call  upon  him  —  he  lives  at  Pimlico, 
and  you  can  walk  out  there  after  office  hours  —  and  present  him  with 
11.  Is.,  with  my  compliments.  I  have  no  money  here  but  a  Wl.  note,  the 
rest  being  locked  up  in  my  box  at  Lamb's  Cundit  Street. 

"Although  the  flesh  is  not  neglected  in  Mr.  B/s  sumptious  establish- 
ment, I  can  assure  you  the  sperrit  is  likewise  cared  for.  Mr.  B.  reads  and 
igspounds  every  morning;  and  o  but  his  exorcises  refresh  the  hungry  sole 
before  breakfast !  Everything  is  in  the  handsomest  style,  —  silver  and 
goold  plate  at  breakfast,  lunch,  and  dinner;  and  his  crest  and  motty,  a 
behive,  with  the  Latn  word  Industria,  meaning  industry,  on  everything  — 
even  on  the  chany  juggs  and  things  in  my  beddroom.  On  Sunday  we 
were  favored  by  a  special  outpouring  from  the  Rev.  Grimes  Wapshot,  of 
the  Amabaptist  Congrigation  here,  and  who  egshorted  for  3  hours  in  the 
afternoon  in  Mr.  B.'s  private  chapel.  As  the  widow  of  a  Hoggarty,  I 
have  always  been  a  staunch  supporter  of  the  established  Church  of  Eng- 
land and  Ireland;  but  I  must  say  Mr.  Wapshot's  stirring  way  was  1'ar 
superior  to  that  of  the  Rev.  Bland  Blenkinsop  of  the  Establishment,  who 
lifted  up  his  voice  after  dinner  for  a  short  discourse  of  two  hours. 

"  Mrs.  Brough  is,  between  ourselves,  a  poor  creature,  and  has  no  sperrit 
of  her  own.  As  for  Miss  B.,  she  is  so  saucy  that  once  I  promised  to  box  her 
years;  and  would  have  left  the  house,  had  not  Mr.  B.  taken  my  part,  and 
Miss  made  me  a  suitable  apology. 

"I  don't  know  when  I  shall  return  to  town,  being  made  really  so  wel- 
come here.  Doctor  Blogg  says  the  air  of  Full) am  is  the  best  in  the  world 
for  my  simtums;  and  as  the  ladies  of  the  house  do  not  choose  to  walk  out 
with  me,  the  Rev.  Grimes  Wapshot  has  often  been  kind  enough  to  lend  me 
his  arm,  and  'tis  sweet  with  such  a  guide  to  wander  both  to  Putney  and 
Waddsworth,  and  igsamin  the  wonderful  works  of  nature.  I  have  spoke  to 
him  about  the  Slopperton  property,  and  he  is  not  of  Mr.  B..'s  opinion  thai 
I  should  sell  it ;  but  on  this  point  I  shall  follow  my  own  counsel. 

"  Meantime  you  must  gett  into  more  comfortable  lodgimgs,  and  lett  my 
bedd  be  warmed  every  night,  and  of  rainy  days  have  a  fire  in  the  grate ; 
and  let  Mrs.  Titmarsh  look  up  rny  blue  silk  dress,  and  turn  it  against  I 
come ;  and  there  is  my  purple  spencer  she  can  have  for  herself ;  and  I  hope 
she  does  not  wear  those  three  splendid  gowns  you  gave  her,  but  keep  them 
until  better  times.  I  shall  soon  introduse  her  to  my  friend  Mr.  Brough,  and 
others  of  my  acquaintances;  and  am  always  Your  loving  AUNT. 
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"  I  ha  v0  ordered  a  eheit  of  ti;  from  ^  >nu  T>»M«.iiir«. 

\Vlicii   it   OOfnet.   pi-  .1  li:ilt"  down   In  i.  id,-  riirri.i^ 

).      "1'will  IK-  :ui  ;irc,-j>tal>!.-  pivx-nt  t.»  iu\    k:u  1  ,  nvi  urn-  r,  M. 


This  Idler  was  brought  to  me  l>y  Mr.  I>roiiLrh  himself  at  the 

ollice.     \\lio     :i|i<  >1<  »«li/r<  1     to     lllc     for    having     broken    tlir    seal    1)\ 

inadvertence;  for  tin-  letter  had  been  minirled  with  some  more 
of  liis  nun,  ami  he  opened  it  without  looking  at  the  superscrip- 
tion. Of  course  In-  had  not  read  it,  and  I  uas  <jlad  of  that  ; 
for  1  should  not  have  liked  him  to  see  my  aunt'-,  opinion  of  hi^ 
daughter  and  lady. 

The  next  da  \  .  a  n<  ntlein:in  at  •  *  Tom's  (  ol!ee-li  orn- 

hill,  sent  me  \vord  ai  the  olliee  that  he  wanted  partieularly  to 
speak  to  me:  and  I  stepped  thither,  and  found  my  old  friend 
Smithers.  of  the  house  of  IIodu«'  and  Smithers,  just  off  the 
coaeli.  with  his  «-ai-p«-t-lia;.r  l>et\\een  his  1. 

••Sam  my  lioy."  sai-1  he,  "you  are  \oiir  aunt's  heir,  and  I 
liavt-  a  piece  of  new;  for  ymi  r«-Lr«rdinir  her  property  uhicli  you 
MiiLi'lit  to  know.  She  wrote  n-  <lown  a  letter  for  a  chest  of  that 
home-made  wine  ofhorswfaicb  ^ln-  calls  Kosolio.  and  which  lies 
in  our  warehouse  alonur  with  In  r  furnitr 

••  \\"(  11,"  says  I.  smiliuu.  "  >lu-  may  part  with  as  mudi 
Rosolio  as  she  likes  for  me.  I  cede  all  my  ri^ht." 

••  T-lia  :  "  |ayt  Smithers,  "it?S  not  that:  though  her  fur- 
niture j>uts  ns  to  a  d.'iiced  incoiiNcnieiice.  to  Ix;  sure  —  it's  not 
that  :  luit.  in  the  postscript  of  her  letter,  shr  orders  US  to  ad- 
verti-e  the  Sloppertoit  and  Squashtail  estates  for  immediate 

sale.    OS   ^lie    purposes   plaeinjr  her  capital   cNcwllere." 

I  knew  that  the  Sloppcrton  and  Sijua»htail  property  had 
)>een  tin-  source  of  a  very  pretty  income  to  Messrs.  Hodge  and 
Smithers.  for  aunt  was  always  at  law  with  IUT  tenants,  and  paid 
dearly  for  her  litinioii->  spirit  ;  so  that  Mr.  Smit  here's  coixvrii 
'din^-  the  sale  of  it  did  not  seem  to  me  to  be  quite  dis- 
interested. 

44  And  did  you  come  to  London.  Mr.  Smithers,  expressly  to 
acquaint  me  with  this  fact?  It  MeftM  to  me  you  had  much 
lietter  have  obeyed  my  aunt's  instructions  at  once,  or  go  to  her 
at  Kulham,  and  consult  with  her  <>n  this  subject." 

Srlratli,  Mr.  Titmarsh  !  don't   you   see  that  if  she  makes 
a  sale  of  her  property,  she  will  hand  over  the  mon<>y  t»  l'»i- 
and  if  P,,«uiirh  o,.|S  the  money  lie  — 

41  Will  e;ive  hei-  seven  per  cent  for  it  instead  of  three,  — 
tin-re's  no  harm  in  that." 

"  IJut  there's  such  a  thing  as  security,  look  you.     I!'.?  is  a 


68  THE   HISTORY   OF   SAMUEL   TITMARSH 

warm  man,  certainly  —  very  warm  —  quite  respectable  — 
undoubted!}'  respectable.  But  who  knows?  A  panic  may  take 
place ;  and  then  these  five  hundred  companies  in  which  he  is 
engaged  ma}'  bring  him  to  ruin.  There's  the  Ginger  Beer 
Company,  of  which  Brough  is  a  director :  awkward  reports  are 
abroad  concerning  it.  The  Consolidated  Baffin's  Bay  Muff  and 
Tippet  Company  —  the  shares  are  down  very  low,  and  Brough 
is  a  director  there.  The  Patent  Pump  Company  —  shares  at 
65,  and  a  fresh  call,  which  nobody  will  pay." 

u  Nonsense,  Mr.  Smithers  !  Has  not  Mr.  Brough  five  hun- 
dred thousand  pounds'  worth  of  shares  in  the  INDEPENDENT 
WEST  DIDDLESEX,  and  is  THAT  at  a  discount?  Who  recom- 
mended my  aunt  to  invest  her  money  in  that  speculation,  I 
should  like  to  know?"  I  had  him  there. 

"  Well,  well,  it  is  a  very  good  speculation,  certainly,  and 
has  brought  you  three  hundred  a  year,  Sam  my  boy ;  and  you 
may  thank  us  for  the  interest  we  took  in  you  (indeed,  we  loved 
you  as  a  son,  and  Miss  Hodge  has  not  recovered  a  certain 
marriage  yet).  You  don't  intend  to  rebuke  us  for  making  your 
fortune,  do  you  ?  " 

"No,  hang  it,  no!"  says  I,  and  shook  hands  with  him, 
and  accepted  a  glass  of  sherry  and  biscuits,  which  he  ordered 
forthwith. 

Smithers  returned,  however,  to  the  charge.  —  "Sam,"  he 
said,  "mark  my  words,  and  take  your  aunt  away  from  the 
Rookery.  She  wrote  to  Mrs.  S.  a  long  account  of  a  reverend 
gent  with  whom  she  walks  out  there,  —  the  Rev.  Grimes 
Wapshot.  That  man  has  an  eye  upon  her.  He  was  tried 
at  Lancaster  in  the  year  '14  for  forgery,  and  narrowly  escaped 
with  his  neck.  Have  a  care  of  him  —  he  has  an  eye  to  her 
money." 

"Nay,"  said  I,  taking  out  Mrs.  Hoggarty's  letter:  "read 
for  yourself." 

He  read  it  over  very  carefully,  seemed  to  be  amused  by  it ; 
and  as  he  returned  it  to  me,  "Well,  Sam,"  he  said,  "I  have 
only  two  favors  to  ask  of  you :  one  is,  not  to  mention  that  I 
am  in  town  to  any  living  soul ;  and  the  other  is  to  give  me  a 
dinner  in  Lamb's  Conduit  Street  with  your  pretty  wife." 

"I  promise  you  both  gladly,"  I  said,  laughing.  "But  if 
you  dine  with  us,  your  arrival  in  town  must  be  known,  for  my 
friend  Gus  Hoskins  dines  with  us  likewise  ;  and  has  done  so 
nearly  every  day  since  my  aunt  went." 

He  laughed  too,  and  said,  "  We  must  swear  Gus  to  secrecy 
over  a  bottle."  And  so  we  parted  till  dinner-time. 
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I'hc    indefatigable    la\\\er   ptir-ned    hi*   attack    atVr   dinm  i 
:in.l  u:is  supported    by  (in*  and    by  my  wit'.-  too;    \\lio  certainly 
was  di-intere>trd    in   tlu-   matter  —more  than  disinterested,  for 
she  would  ha\e   ui\en  a  meat  deal  t"  be  >paivd  my  aunt's  com- 
pany.      Hut  >he  said  she  saw  the    foivr  of  Me.  Smlthei 
iin-nts.    ami    1    admitted    their  juMicr    \\itli    a    si^h.      IIo\\. 
1  rode  m\   hi-li  hoi-M-.  ami  vowed  that    my  aunt  should  do  what 
slit-    liked    with    her    iiioin-N  ;    and    that    I    \\a>    not    the    man  WUO 
would  inlliu-ncc  lu-r  in  any  way  in  tlir  «li>p«»>al  of  it. 

Al'ti-r  tea.  the  two  o-,  nt>  \\alki-d  auay  l«  >-»•!  IMT.  ami  Gus  told 
MIC  that  Smitlu-rs  had  a-ki-il  him  a  thousand  <|iie8tion3  about 
the  ollice.  ahout  liroiiuh,  al.out  inv  and  my  wife,  and  r\crythin«4 
conci-rnmL;-  us.  "  You  aic  a  lucky  fellow.  .Mr.  llo->kins.  aii«l 
seem  to  he  th«,  Ir'end  of  this  chaniiiiiLj:  VOUHL:  <-oii: 
Smithei's;  and  <«u>  con!r--rd  he  was.  and  ^aid  he  had  dined 
with  us  lit'teen  time>  ii,  :x->.  and  that  a  lietter  and  moi'e 

hospital>le  fellow  tliaii  I  did  not  exist.  This  I  state  not  to 
trumpet  my  own  |»i-ai>es.  —  no.  no;  l»ut  1  MM  a  use  these  questions 
of  Smithers's  had  a  ptod  deal  to  do  witli  ttye  subsequent  events 
narrated  in  this  little  history. 

l'>eiiiLr  seated  at  dinner  the  next  d.-iy  oil'  the  cold  leg  of  mut- 
ton that  Smithers  had  admii'ed  so  the  day  before,  and  (ins  as 
usual  having  his  leirs  under  our  mahogany,  a  liackney-coach 
drove  up  to  the  door,  which  we  did  not  much  heed;  a  step  was 
heard  <»n  the  Moor,  which  we  hoped  mi-lit  be  for  the  two- pair 
lodirer.  when  who  should  burst  into  the  room  but  Mr-.  H<>--arty 
hers.-If!  (.us.  who  was  blowing  the  froth  off  a  pot  of  porter  pre- 
paratory to  :i  delicious  drink  of  the  beverage,  and  had  been 
making  us  die  of  lauiihin^  with  his  stories  and  jokes,  laid  down 
the  pewter  pot  as  Mi-.  11.  came  in.  and  looked  quite  sick  and 

pah-.       Indeed  we  all  felt  a  little  tine:i-y. 

.My  aunt  looked  haughtily  in  Ma  .  then  tiereely  at 

(ins.  an-!  -a\iiiLr.  "  It  is  too  true —  my  poor  boy  —  already!" 
IluiiLT  herself  hysterically  into  my  arms,  and  >wore,  almost  chok- 
iiiii'.  that  she  would  never.  ne\er  leave  me. 

1  could  not  understand  the  meaning  of  this  extraordinaiy 
agitation  on  Mis.  llo--arty'>  part,  nor  could  any  of  us.  She 
refused  Mary's  hand  when  the  poor  thinir  rather  nervously 
otfere<{  it  ;  and  when  ( ius  timidly  said.  "  1  think.  Sam.  I'm  rather 
in  the  way  here,  and  perhaps  —  had  better  no,"  Mrs.  II.  looked 
him  full  in  the  face,  pointed  to  the  door  majestically  with  her 
foretiiiLrer.  ami  said,  "  1  think,  sir.  you  f«i<l  better  go." 

kt  I  hope  Mr.  11.. -kins  will  stay  as  long  as  he  pleases,"  said 
my  wile,  with  spirit. 
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u  Of  'course  you  hope  so,  madam,"  answered  Mrs.  Hoggarty^ 
very  sarcastic.  But  Mary's  speech  and  my  aunt's  were  quite 
lost  ui)on  Gus  ;  lor  lie  had  instantly  run  to  his  hat,  and  1  heard 
him  tumbling  down  stairs. 

The  quarrel  ended  as  usual,  by  Mary's  bursting  into  a  fit  of 
tears,  and  by  my  aunt's  repeating  the  assertion  that  it  was  not 
too  late,  she  trusted  ;  and  from  that  day  forth  she  would  never, 
never  leave  me. 

"What  could  have  made  aunt  return  and  be  so  angry?" 
s:iid  I  to  Mary  that  night,  as  we  were  in  our  own  room;  but 
1113'  wife  protested  she  did  "not  know :  and  it  was  only  some 
time  after  that  I  found  out  the  reason  of  this  quarrel,  and  of 
Mrs.  II. 's  sudden  reappearance. 

The  horrible,  fat,  coarse  little  Smithers  told  me  the  matter 
as  a  very  good  joke  only  the  other  year,  when  he  showed  me 
the  letter  of  Hickson,  Dixon,  Paxton,  and  Jackson,  which  has 
before  been  quoted  in  my  Memoirs. 

"Sam  my  boy,"  said  he,  "you  were  determined  to  leave 
Mrs.  Iloggarty  in  B rough's  clutches  at  the  Rookery,  and  I  was 
determined  to  have  'her  away.  I  resolved  to  kill  two  of  your 
mortal  enemies  with  one  stone  as  it  were.  It  was  quite  clear  to 
me  that  the  Rev.  Grimes  Wapshot  had  an  eye  to  your  aunt's 
fortune  ;  and  that  Mr.  Brough  had  similar  predatory  intentions 
regarding  her.  Predator}'  is  a  mild  word,  Sam  ;  if  I  had  said 
robbery  at  once,  I  should  express  my  meaning  clearer. 

"  Well,  I  took  the  Fulham  stage,  and,  arriving,  made 
straight  for  the  lodgings  of  the  reverend  gentleman.  '  Sir,' 
said  I,  on  finding  that  worthy  gent,  —  he  was  drinking  warm 
brandy-and-water,  Sam,  at  two  o'clock  in  the  day,  or  at  least 
the  room  smelt  very  strongty  of  that  beverage  —  '  Sir, '  says 
I,  4  you  were  tried  for  forgery  in  the  year  '14,  at  Lancaster 
assizes.' 

"  '  And  acquitted,  sir.  My  innocence  was  by  Providence 
made  clear,'  said  Wapshot. 

"  '  But  you  wera  not  acquitted  of  embezzlement  in  '16,  sir,' 
says  I,  '  and  passed  two  years  in  York  gaol  in  consequence.' 
I  knew  the  fellow's  history,  for  I  had  a  writ  out  against  him 
when  he  was  a  preacher  at  Clifton.  I  followed  up  my  blow. 
'  Mr.  Wapshot,'  said  I,  '  you  are  making  love  to  an  excellent 
lady  now  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Brough  ;  if  you  do  not  promise  to 
give  up  all  pursuit  of  her,  I  will  expose  you.' 

"  '  I  have  promised,'  said  Wapshot,  rather  surprised,  and 
looking  more  easy.  4 1  have  given  my  solemn  promise  to  Mr. 
Brough,  who  was  with  me  this  very  morning,  storming,  and 
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scolding.  Mini  s\\<-arinLr       <Hi.  -ir.  it  would   have  1 

to  hear  :i  Christian  babe  like  tiiiu  swear  a*.  he  did.' 

41  k  Mr.   liiough  been  |HM«  I.  rather  a-tuni-hed. 

>•  •  Yes;  I  suppose  you  an-  both  here  on  the  same  scent,' 
MJI  Wapshot.  '  Yon  \\ant  !<»  marry  the  wi< low  with  tin-  Slop- 
perton  ami  Si|iia<iitail  estate,  do  \onv  Well.  well.  have  your 
way.  I'\e  promised  not  to  ha\v  an;,  tiling  more  to  do  with  tin- 
widow,  and  a  Wapshot '>  honor  is  >a;-r«-il.' 

M  •  I  sti|i|>o>c,  sir,'  >a\  s  I.  •  Mr.  liiou-Ii  has  thrcatrm-d  to 
kick  you  out  of  doors  i!'  you  call  u^uin.' 

M  •  y,,ii  /inn'  Itccii  with   him.   I  nd  .i^cnt, 

with  a  slmiir:  tlu-n  I  rcincinltcivd  what  you  ha  1  tol<l  nu-  of  the 
broken  sra!  of  your  letter,  and  have  not  tin-  .sli^liU^L  d«»uht 
that  r.roiiuh  opeiud  and  read  every  word  of  it. 

"Well,  the    lir>t    bird  was  bailed  :    both  I  and    linm^li  liad 
had  a  shot  at  him.      Now  I  had    to    tire   at  the  whole    lio« 
and  oil'  1  went,  primed  and  loaded.  Mr,  — [•rimed  and  loaded. 

-  It  was  pa-t  ei^lit  when  I  arrived.  ;md  I  .saw  after  I 
pa-sed  the  lod-«---a!cs.  a  figure  that  I  knew,  walking  in  the 
shrubbery  —  that  of  your  n-sp»-ct»-d  aunt,  ^ir  :  but  1  \\i-iicd  to 
meet  the  amiable  ladies  of  the  house  before  I  saw  her  :  beotUM 
look,  friend  Tit  marsh.  I  saw  by  Mrs.  Hoggarty's  letter,  that 
she  and  they  were  at  daggers  drawn,  and  hoped  to  get  her  out 
of  the  hoiix-  at  once  by  means  of  a  quarrel  with  them." 

I  laughed,  and  owned  that    Mr.  Smithers  was  a  very  cun- 
ninii'  fellow. 

A>  lu<  k  would  have  it,"  continued  he,  "  Miss  Brough  was 
in  the  drawing-room  t wangling  on  a  guitar,  and  sinu. 
atrociously  out  of  tune;  but  as  I  entered  at  the  door.  I  cried 
•  Hush!'  to  the  footman,  as  loud  as  possible,  stood  stock-still. 
and  then  walked  forward  on  tiptoe  lightly.  Miss  B.  could  see 
in  the  irlass  every  movement  that  I  made;  she  pretended  not 
<•.  howe\er.  and  finished  the  song  with  a  regular  roiil. 

II  -dracious  heaven!'  said  I,  4  do,   madam,    pardon  me   f.u 
interrupting    that    delicious    harmony. — for    coming    nnawar. 
upon  it,  for  daring  uninvited  to  listen  to  it.' 

44  4  Do  you  come  for  mamma,  sir?'  said  Miss  Brough,  with 
as  much  graeioiisness  as  her  ph\siognom\  could  command.  4  I 
am  Miss  llrongh.  sir.' 

•••1  wish,  madam,  you  would  let  me  not  breathe  awor.i 
regarding  my  business  until  \<.u  have  snug  another  ehai  mm^ 
strain.' 

11  She  did  not  sing,  but  looked  pleaded,  and  said,  4  La !  sir. 
what  is  your  business?' 
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"  '  My  business  is  with  a  lady,  your  respected  father's  guest 
in  this  house.' 

44  k  Oh,  Mrs.  Hoggarty!'  says  Miss  Brough,  flouncing  to- 
wards the  bell,  and  ringing  it.  *  John,  send  to  Mrs.  Hoggarty, 
in  the  shrubbery  ;  here  is  a  gentleman  who  wants  to  see  her.' 

44  4  I  know,'  continued  I,  k  Mrs.  Hoggarty's  peculiarities  as 
well  as  any  one,  madam ;  and  aware  that  those  and  her  edu- 
cation are  not  such  as  to  make  her  a  fit  companion  for  you,  I 
know  you  do  not  like  her :  she  lias  written  to  us  in  Somer- 
setshire that  you  do  not  like  her.' 

"  '  What !  she  has  been  abusing  us  to  her  friends,  has  she?' 
cried  Miss  Brough  (it  was  the  very  point  I  wished  to  insinuate). 
4  If  she  does  not  like  us,  why  does  she  not  leave  us? ' 

44  4  She  has  made  rather  a  long  visit,'  said  I;  'and  I  am 
sure  that  her  nephew  and  niece  are  longing  for  her  return. 
Pray,  madam,  do  not  move,  for  you  may  aid  me  in  the  object 
for  which  I  come.' 

44  The  object  for  which  I  came,  sir,  was  to  establish  a  reg- 
ular battle-royal  between  the  two  ladies :  at  the  end  of  which 
I  intended  to  appeal  to  Mrs.  Hoggart}r,  and  say  that  she  ought 
realty  no  longer  to  stay  in  a  house  with  the  members  of  which 
she  had  such  unhappy  differences.  Well,  sir,  the  battle-royal 
was  fought,  —  Miss  Belinda  opening  the  fire,  by  saying  she 
understood  Mrs.  Hoggarty  had  been  calumniating  her  to  her 
friends.  But  though  at  the  end  of  it  Miss  rushed  out  of  the 
room  in  a  rage,  and  vowed  she  would  leave  her  home  unless 
that  odious  woman  left  it,  your  dear  aunt  said,  4  Ha,  ha!  I 
know  the  minx's  vile  stratagems  ;  but  thank  heaven  !  I  have  a 
good  heart,  and  my  religion  enables  me  to  forgive  her.  I  shall 
not  leave  her  excellent  papa's  house,  or  vex  by  my  departure 
that  worthy,  admirable  man.' 

44 1  then  tried  Mrs.  H.  on  the  score  of  compassion.  4  Your 
niece,'  said  I,  4  Mrs.  Titmarsh,  madam,  has  been  of  late,  Sam 
says,  rather  poorly, —  qualmish  of  mornings,  madam,  —  a  lit- 
tle nervous,  and  low  in  spirits,  — sj^mptoms,  madam,  that  are 
scarcely  to  be  mistaken  in  a  young  married  person.' 

44  Mrs.  Hoggaity  said  she  had  an  admirable  cordial  that  she 
would  send  Mrs.  Samuel  Titmarsh,  and  she  was  perfectly  cer- 
tain it  would  do  her  good. 

4  4  With  very  great  unwillingness  I  was  obliged  now  to  bring 
my  last  reserve  into  the  field,  and  may  tell  you  what  that  was, 
Sam  my  boy,  now  that  the  matter  is  so  long  passed.  4  Madam,' 
said  I,  4  there's  a  matter  about  which  I  must  speak,  though  in- 
deed I  scarcely  dare.  I  dined  with  your  nephew  yesterday, 
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and  met  :it  his  table  a  \onnu:  man  a  \onnir  man  of  low  man- 
Md's.  but  evidenllv  <»ir-  who  has  blinded  \«>ur  nephew,  and  I 
tx)o  much  Tear  ha-  siicrrt  ded  in  making  an  impression  upon 
\oiirniece.  IlisnaiiK'  is  ll(»kin>,  madam;  ami  \\ln-n  I  Mate 
that  he  who  was  never  in  the  IIMIIM-  during  \onr  piv-enee  there, 
has  dined  with  your  t MM  emil'idin^  nephev.  ;ime>  in  three 

weeks,  1  may  leave  \on  to  imagine  what  I  dale  u..t  -  dare  not 
imagine  m\  sell'.' 

The  .shot  told.  Your  aunt  bounced  up  at  once,  and  in 
ten  minutes  more  was  in  my  carriage,  on  onr  w  a\  l«a--k  to  Lon- 
don. 'I'hciv.  sir.  was  not  tlmt  i^-nrraUi. 

14  And  \ou  played  this  pn-lty  trick  oil1  at  my  wife's  e \pnise, 
Mr.  Smilhers."  -aid  I. 

u  At  your  wile's  e\i>ense,  certainly;  l>ut  for  the  benefit  of 
both  of  you." 

"  It's  lucky,  sir,  that  you  arc  an  old  man,"  I  replied,  "and 
that  the  ullair  happened  ten  years  ago;  or,  by  the  Lord,  Mr. 
Smitlu'rs,  I  would  have  pven  you  such  a  horsewhipping  as 
you  never  heard  ol'!  " 

Bui  this  was  the  way  in  which  Mrs.  Hoggarty  was  brought 
back  to  her  relatives;  ami  this  was  the  reason  why  we  took 
that  house  in  Bernard  Street,  the  doings  at  which  must  now  be 
described. 


CHAPTER  X. 

OP   SAM'S    PRIVATE    AFFAIRS,    AND   OF  THE    FIRM   OF    BROUGH 
AND   H<> 

WE  took  a  genteel  house  in  Bernard  Street,  Russell  Square, 

and  my  aunt  sent  lor  all  her  fnrnitmv  from  the  country  ;  which 
would  have  filled  two  such  houses,  but  which  came  pretty  cheap 
to  us  yoiinij  housekeepers,  as  we  had  only  to  pay  the  carriage  of 
the  Lfoods  i'rom  Bristol. 

When  I  brought  Mrs.  II.  her  third  half-year's  dividend,  hav- 
ing not  for  four  months  touched  a  shilling  of  her  money,  I  must 
iie  <rave  me  SO/.  «»f  the  so/..  and  told  me  that  was  ample 
pay  for  the  board  and  lodging  of  a  poor  old  woman  like  her,  who 
did  not  eat  more  than  a  sparrow. 

I  have  mvself.  in  the  country,  seen  her  eat  nine  sparrows  in 
a  pudding  :  but  she  was  rich,  and  1  could  not  complain.  If  she 
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saved  GOO/,  a  year,  at  the  least,  by  living  with  us,  why,  all  the 
savings  would  one  clay  come  to  me  ;  and  so  Mary  and  I  consoled 
ourselves,  and  tried  to  manage  matters  as  well  as  we  might .  it 
was  no  easy  task  to  keep  a  mansion  in  Bernard  Street  and  s:i\-e 
money  out  of  -1  70/.  a  year,  which  was  my  income.  But  what  a 
hi  ky  fellow  I  was  to  have  such  an  income  ! 

As  Mrs.  Iloggarty  left  the  Rookery  in  Smithcrs's  carriage, 
Mr.  Brough,  with  his  four  grays,  was  entering  the  lodge-gate  ; 
and  I  should  like  to  have  seen  the  looks  of  these  two  gentlemen, 
as  the  one  was  carrying  the  other's  prey  off,  out  of  his  own  very 
den,  under  his  very  nose. 

He  came  to  sec  her  the  next  day,  and  protested  that  he  would 
not  leave  the  house  until  she  left  it  with  him  :  that  he  had  Jiejinl 
of  his  daughter's  infamous  conduct,  and  had  seen  her  in  tears  — 
"  in  tears,  madam,  and  on  her  knees,  imploring  heaven  to  par- 
don her !  "  But  Mr.  B.  was  obliged  to  leave  the  house  without 
my  aunt,  who  had  a  cama  major  for  sta3'ing,  and  hardly  allowed 
poor  Mary  out  of  her  sight,  —  opening  every  one  of  the  letters 
that  came  into  the  house  directed  to  my  wife,  and  suspecting 
hers  to  everybody.  Mary  never  told  me  of  all  this  pain  for 
many,  many  years  afterwards ;  but  had  always  a  smiling  face 
for  her  husband  when  he  came  home  from,  his  work.  As  for 
poor  Gus,  my  aunt  had  so  frightened  him,  that  he  never  once 
showed  his  nose  in  the  place  all  the  time  we  lived  there ;  but 
used  to  be  content  with  news  of  Mary,  of  whom  he  was  as  fond 
as  he  was  of  me. 

Mr.  Brough,  when  my  aunt  left  him,  was  in  a  furious  ill 
humor  with  me.  He  found  fault  with  me  ten  times  a  day,  and 
openly,  before  the  gents  of  the  office ;  but  I  let  him  one  day 
know  pretty  smartly  that  I  was  not  only  a  servant,  but  a  con- 
siderable shareholder  in  the  company  ;  that  I  defied  him  to  find 
fault  with  my  work  or  my  regularity ;  and  that  I  was  not 
minded  to  receive  any  insolent  language  from  him  or  any  man. 
He  said  it  was  always  so ;  that  he  had  never  cherished  a  young 
man  in  his  bosom,  but  the  ingrate  had  turned  on  him  ;  that  he 
was  accustomed  to  wrong  and  undutifulness  from  his  children, 
and  that  he  would  pray  that  the  sin  might  be  forgiven  me.  A 
moment  before  he  had  been  cursing  and  swearing  at  me,  and 
speaking  to  me  as  if  I  had  been  his  shoeblack.  But,  look  yon, 
I  was  not  going  to  put  up  with  any  more  of  Madam  B  rough's 
airs,  or  of  his.  With  me  they  might  act  as  they  thought  tit; 
but  I  did  not  choose  that  nry  wife  should  be  passed  over  by 
them,  as  she  had  been  in  the  matter  of  the  visit  to  Fulham. 

Rvough   ended   by  warning   me   of  Hodge    and    Smithers 
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•  I'.cwaic  of  these  men,"  said  he;  -lint  fur  m\  hom-utv.  v«»ur 
aunt's  landed  property  would  have  Item  -arriliced  l.y  ' 
morants:  and  \\lu-n.  lor  her  benefit  \\liicli  \oii.  ol»>rina!«- 
young  man,  will  not  perceive  I  wished  to  dispose  of  her 
land,  her  attorneys  actually  had  the  audacity  —  the  unchri-t tan 
avarice  I  may  say — to  a>k  ten  per  cent  nMiiinisMon  uii  the 


There  might  be  sonic  truth  in  this.  I  thought;  at  any  rate, 
\\hrn  rogues  fall  out,  honot  men  come  liy  tlieir  own  :  and  now 
I  began  to  suspect.  I  am  >orr\  t«.  >a\  .  that  lioth  the  attorm-v 
and  the  director  had  a  little  of  the  ro^ue  in  their  romposition. 
It  was  especially  alioiit.  my  \vil'«-\  lortune  that  Mr.  IJ.  showed 
Itis  cloven  loot  :  lor  propo>in-.  M  n-nal.  that  1  should  piin-h;i-e 
shares  \vith  it  in  our  coinp.tn\  .  I  told  hiin  that  my  wife  was  a 
minor,  and  as  such  her  little  fortune  u.i  \  .-led  out  of  my  con 
li-ol  idtoirt'ther.  He  llunir  away  in  :i  rage  at  this;  and  I  soon 
^i\v  that  he  did  not  care  lor  me  any  more,  by  \\n  diic^o's 
iiianm-r  to  me.  No  more  holidays,  no  more  advances  of  in- 
had  1  ;  on  the  contrary,  the  private  cleik>hip  at  ."»<»/.  was  abol- 
i>he(l,  and  1  found  myself  on  my  '2-t()l.  a  year  again.  Well, 
what  then?  it  was  always  a  good  income,  and  I  did  inv  dutv, 
and  lauirlifd  at  tin1  director. 

AIM. nt  this  time,  in  the  U-Lrinning  of  1824,  the  Jamaica 
(.in-^vr  P.eer  Company  shut  up  shop  exploded,  as  (ins  >:iid, 
with  a  haiiLT  !  '1'lu-  l'at«'nl  1'unip  shares  were  down  to  l.V.  upon 
a  paid-up  capital  of  ('>'>/.  Still  ours  wen-  at  a  hiuh  premium; 
and  the  Independent  \Vi-st  I)iddlese\  held  it->  head  up  as 
proudly  as  anv  oilici-  in  London,  lioundhand's  abuse  had  had 
.-..me  inilueiice  a^ainM  tlie  director,  certainly;  for  he  hinted  at 
malversation  of  shares :  luit  the  company  still  stood  as  united 
:is  the  lland-in-IlMiid.  and  as  lii'in  as  the  Rock. 

To  return  to  the  state  of  affairs  in  Bernard  Street,  Russell 
Square  :  My  aunt's  old  furniture  crammed  our  little  rooms  ;  and 
m\  aunt's  enormous  <>ld  jingling  irrand  piano,  with  crooked  1. ••_:> 
and  half  the  strings  l.roken.  occupied  three-fourths  of  the  little 
draw  ing- room.  Here  used  Mr^.  H.  to  --it.  and  piny  us,  for 
hours,  sonatas  that  were  in  fashion  in  Lord  <  'liarleville's  time  ; 
and  Ming  with  a  cracked  voice,  till  it  was  all  that  we  could  do 
to  refrain  from  laughing. 

And  it  was  <|iieer  to  remark  the  ehnnge  that  had  taken  place 
in  Mr-  1  [<>  party's  character  now  :  for  whereas  she  was  in  the 
country  among  the  topping  persons  of  the  village,  and  quite 
content  with  a  tea-party  at  six  and  a  game  of  twopenny  whist 

afterwards,  ~— in    London  she   \\o-.;i(i   never  dine  till    se- 
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would  have  a  fly  from  the  mews  to  drive  in  the  Park  twice  a 
week ;  cut  and  uncut,  and  ripped  up  and  twisted  over  and  over, 
all  her  old  gowns,  flounces,  caps,  and  fallals,  and  kept  my  poor 
Mary  from  morning  till  night  altering  them  to  the  present 
mode.  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  moreover,  appeared  in  a  new  wig ; 
and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  turned  out  with  such  a  pair  of  red 
cheeks  as  Nature  never  gave  her,  and  as  made  all  the  people 
in  Bernard  Street  stare,  where  they  are  not  as  yet  used  to 
such  fashions. 

Moreover,  she  insisted  upon  our  establishing  a  servant  in 
livery, — a  boy,  that  is,  of  about  sixteen,  — who  was  dressed 
in  one  of  the  old  liveries  that  she  had  brought  with  her  from 
Somersetshire,  decorated  with  new  cuffs  and  collars,  and  new 
buttons :  on  the  latter  were  represented  the  united  crests  of  the 
Titmarshes  and  Hoggarties,  viz.  a  tomtit  rampant  and  a  hog 
in  armor.  I  thought  this  livery  and  crest-button  rather  absurd, 
I  must  confess ;  though  my  family  is  very  ancient.  And 
heavens  !  what  a  roar  of  laughter  was  raised  in  the  office  one 
day,  when  the  little  servant  in  the  big  livery,  with  the  immense 
cane,  walked  in  and  brought  me  a  message  from  Mrs.  Hog- 
garty of  Castle  Hoggarty !  Furthermore,  all  letters  were  de- 
livered on  a  silver  tray.  If  we  had  had  a  baby,  I  believe  aunt 
would  have  had  it  down  on  the  tray :  but  there  was  as  yet  no 
foundation  for  Mr.  Smithers's  insinuation  upon  that  score,  any 
more  than  for  his  other  cowardly  fabrication  before  narrated. 
Aunt  and  Mary  used  to  walk  gravely  up  and  down  the  New 
Road,  with  the  bo}r  following  with  his  great  gold-headed  stick  ; 
but  though  there  was  all  this  ceremony  and  parade,  and  aunt 
still  talked  of  her  acquaintances,  we  did  not  see  a  single  per- 
son from  week's  end  to  week's  end,  and  a  more  dismal  house 
than  ours  could  hardly  be  found  in  London  town. 

On  Sundays,  Mrs.  Hoggarty  used  to  go  to  Saint  Pancras 
Church,  then  just  built,  and  as  handsome  as  Covent  Garden 
Theatre ;  and  of  evenings,  to  a  meeting-house  of  the  Anabap- 
tists :  and  Mot  day,  at  least,  Mary  and  I  had  to  ourselves, — 
for  we  chose  to  have  seats  at  the  Foundling,  and  heard  the 
charming  music  there,  and  my  wife  used  to  look  wistfully  in 
the  pretty  children's  faces,  —  and  so,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
did  I.  It  was  not,  however,  till  a  year  after  our  marriage 
that  she  spoke  in  a  way  which  shall  be  here  passed  over,  but 
which  filled  both  her  and  me  with  inexpressible  joy. 

I  remember  she  had  the  news  to  give  me  on  the  very  day 
when  the  Muff  and  Tippet  Company  shut  up,  after  swallowing 
a  capital  of  300, OOO/.  as  some  said,  and  nothing  to  show  for  it 
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except  a  treaty  with  sonic    Indians,  who   ha,!  nls  toma 

hawked    tin-    anvni    of  the   eomp  !e    said   t 

no    Indians,  and    no  agent    l«>    !•••  tomal  '    all;   but 

that  the  \\hole  had  been  in\  ented  in  a  hun.-c  in  (  rutched 
Friars.  Well,  I  pitied  poor  Tidd.  who  thus 

gone  in  a  \ear.  and  wli..in   1  met   in   tli<  :th  a 

most  ghastly   lay.-.      He   had    I.IHHI/.    ,,;  an(j 

talked   of  shooting    himself;    hut    In-    was  only   :  .    and 

passed  a  lonur  time  in  tin-  Fieri.      .M  -1  news,  how- 

ever, soon  put  Tidd  and   the   Mulfand    1  ••npain  out  of 

my  In  ad  ;    as  you  may  fancy. 

Other   circumstances    im\\    OOCdnfed    in    '    •     city     of   London 
whieh  seemed  to  show  that  our  dir  —  what    ix   not  to 

be  toiuid  in  Johnson's  ••  Diction  Ay.      Three  of 

his  coiiipanirs  had  broken  :  four  more  w.-n  in  a  notoriously 
insolvent  slate:  and  e\en  at  the  meetings  of  the  directors  of 
the  West  Diddlesex,  some  stormy  words  passed,  whieh  ended 
in  the  retirement  of  -everal  of  the  board.  Friends  of  Mr.  B.'s 
filled  up  their  places  :  Mr.  Puppet,  Mr.  straw.  Mr.  <Jiu-ry,  and 
oilier  respeetaMe  gents,  eoming  forward  and  joining  the  c<»n- 
eern.  IJnmgh  and  llolf  di^>ol\cd  partnership;  and  Mr.  B. 
said  he  had  quite  enough  to  do  to  manage  the  I.  W.  I).,  and 
intended  gradually  to  retire  from  the  other  affairs.  Indeed, 
siK-h  an  :i.sx.ei:ition  as  ours  was  enough  work  for  any  man.  let 
alone  the  parliamentary  duties  which  llpnigh  was  called  onto 
perform,  and  the  seventy-two  law-suits  which  burst  upon  him 
a^  principal  director  of  the  late  companies. 

Perhaps  I  should  here  describe  the  desperate  attempts  made 
by    Mr-.    Hoggarty    to    introduce    herself    into    genteel    life. 
strange  to  say.  although  we  had  my  Lord  Tiptoff's  woi 
the   contrary,  she   insisted   upon  it  that  she  and   Lady   Drum 
\\ere  intimately  related;  and  no  sooner  did  she  read  in  the 
M»niin<i   I'nst  of  the   arrival   of  her  ladyship  and   her  grnnd- 
danghtrr.x   in    London,    than    she    ordered   the    lly  before   men- 
tioned,   and    left    cards    at    their   respective    houses:   her   « 
that    i>         •  Mix.    M«M,«,M:IY    of  (\-u.i:    HOGGARTT,"   magnifi- 
cently  engi-axed    in    (iotlnc    letters    and    flourishes  ;    and    0 
viz.   M  Mr.  and   Mrs.  S.  Tit  marsh,"  which  she  had  printed  for 
the  purpose. 

She   would   have  stormed    Lady  Jane  Preston's  door  and 
i  her  way  up  stair-,  in  -pile  of  Mary's  entreaties  to  the 
contrary,   had  the   footman  who  received  her  card  given  h«-r 
the  least  encouragement:    hut  that  functionary,  no  doubt  st  ruck- 
by  the  oddity  of  her  appeal  a  i  d  himself  in  the  front 
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of  the  door,  and  declared  that  lu-  had  positive  orders  not  to 
admit  any  strangers  to  his  lady.  On  whirh  Mrs.  Iloggarty 
clenched  her  fist  out  of  the  coach-window,  and  promised  that 
she  would  have  him  turned  away. 

Yellowplush  only  burst  out  laughing  at  this :  and  though 
aunt  wrote  a  most  indignant  letter  to  Mr.  Edmund  Preston, 
complaining  of  the  insolence  of  the  servants  of  that  right  honor- 
able gent,  Mr.  Preston  did  not  take  any  notice  of  her  letter, 
further  than  to  return  it,  with  a  desire  that  he  might  not  be 
troubled  with  such  impertinent  visits  for  the  future.  A  pretty 
day  we  had  of  it  when  this  letter  arrived,  owing  to  my  aunt's 
disappointment  and  rage  in  reading  the  contents ;  for  when 
Solomon  brought  up  the  note  on  the  silver  tea-tray  as  usual, 
1113'  aunt  seeing  Mr.  Preston's  seal  and  name  at  the  corner  of 
the  letter  (which  is  the  common  way  of  writing  adopted  by 
those  official  gents)  —  my  aunt,  I  say,  seeing  his  name  and 
seal,  cried,  "  Now,  Mary,  who  is  right?"  and  betted  my  wife 
a  sixpence  that  the  envelope  contained  an  invitation  to  dinner. 
She  never  paid  the  sixpence,  though  she  lost,  but  contented 
herself  by  abusing  Mary  all  da}*,  and  said  I  was  a  poor-spirited 
sneak  for  not  instantly  horsewhipping  Mr.  P.  A  pretty  joke, 
indeed !  They  would  have  hanged  me  in  those  days,  as  they 
did  the  man  who  shot  Mr.  Perceval. 

And  now  I  should  be  glad  to  enlarge  upon  that  experience 
in  genteel  life  which  I  obtained  through  the  perseverance  of 
Mrs.  Hoggarty ;  but  it  must  be  owned  that  my  opportunities 
were  but  few,  lasting  only  for  the  brief  period  of  six  months : 
and  also,  genteel  society  has  been  fully  described  already  by 
various  authors  of  novels,  whose  names  need  not  here  be  set 
down,  but  who,  being  themselves  connected  with  the  aristocracy, 
viz.  as  members  of  noble  families,  or  as  footmen  or  hangers-on 
thereof,  naturally  understand  their  subject  a  great  deal  better 
than  a  poor  young  fellow  from  a  fire-office  can. 

There  was  our  celebrated  adventure  in  the  Opera  House, 
whither  Mrs.  H.  would  insist  upon  conducting  us ;  and  where, 
in  a  room  of  the  establishment  called  the  crush-room,  where  the 
ladies  and  gents  after  the  music  and  dancing  await  the  arrival 
of  their  carriages  (a  pretty  figure  did  our  little  Solomon  cut  by 
the  wa}r,  with  his  big  cane,  among  the  gentlemen  of  the  shoulder- 
knot  assembled  in  the  lobby !)  —  where,  I  say,  in  the  crush- 
room,  Mrs.  H.  rushed  up  to  old  Lady  Drum,  whom  I  pointed 
out  to  her,  and  insisted  upon  claiming  relationship  with  her 
ladyship.  But  my  Lady  Drum  had  only  a  memory  when  she 
chose,  as  I  may  say,  and  had  entirely  on  this  occasion  thought 
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fit  to   forget  her   connection  witli    the  Tit  margin  •-   and    II.  v 
ties.       Far  from    re.-ogni/ing    u>.  indeed,   -h.-    called    Mr-.    II 
gartv   an  ••  <  ju--'oman."  and   sei earned  out   as   loml   a-  po^iblr 
ft.r  a  police-ollicer. 

This  ami  other  rehulls  made  my  aunt  pen-rive  the  vanities 
of  this  wicked  world,  as  she  -aid.  and  threw  her  more  and  nioro 
into  really  >ni.»i;-  society.  She  formed  several  very  valuable 
acquaintances,  -he  said,  at  the  Independent  Chapel;  and 
among  others,  lighted  upon  her  friend  of  the  Kookery.  Mr. 
Crime-  \\apshot.  \Ve  did  not  know  then  the  interview  which 
he  had  had  with  Mr.  Smither-.  nor  did  Crime-  think  prop 
acquaint  us  with  the  particular*  of  it  :  hut  though  I  did  acquaint 
Mr-.  II.  with  tin-  fact  that  her  favorite  pivaeher  had  been  tried 
for  forgery,  a/it-  replied  that  she  considered  the  story  an  atrocioii> 
calumny  ;  and  In-  answered  by  >ayiiiLi  that  Mary  and  I  were  in 
lamentable  darkness,  and  that  we  -hoiild  infallibly  find  the  \\ay 
to  a  certain  bottomle.-s  pit,  of  which  he  seemed  to  know  a  great 
deal.  I'nder  the  reverend  gentleman's  guidance  and  advice, 
she,  after  a  time,  separated  from  Saint  1'ancras  altogether  — 
itnt/cr  liint,'  as  the  phrase  is,  regularly  thrice  a  week  — 
M  to  labor  in  the  coii\vr-ion  of  the  poor  of  liloom.-dmry 
and  St.  Ciles's.  and  made  a  deal  of  baby-linen  for  distribution 
among  those  benighted  people.  She  did  not  make  any,  how- 
ever, for  .Mrs.  Sam  Titmar>h.  who  now  showed  signs  that  such 
\v»»uld  IK-  speedily  necessary,  but  let  Mary  (and  iny  mother  and 
sisti-rs  in  SoiiuT-rt>hire  )  provide  what  was  requisite  for  the 
coniiiiL:  event.  I  am  not,  indeed,  sure  that  she  did  not  say  it 
MM  wrong  on  our  parts  to  make  any  such  provision,  and  that 
we  ought  to  let  the  morrow  provide  for  itself.  At  any  rate,  the 
Rev.  Crimes  \Vap-hot  drank  a  deal  of  brandy-and-water at  our 
house,  and  dined  there  even  ofteiier  than  poor  Gus  used  to  do. 

I'.ut  I  had  little  leisure  to  attend  to  him  and  his  doings;  for 
I  must  coni; -ss  at  this  time  I  was  growing  very  embarrassed  in 
my  (  IK  iimstances.  and  was  much  harassed  both  as  a  private 
and  public  character. 

As  ivganls  the  former.  Mrs.  Hoggarty  had  given  me  50/. ; 
but  out  of  that  .'»<)/.  I  had  to  pay  a  journey  post  from  Somerset- 
shire, all  the  carriage  of  her  goods  from  the  country,  the  paint- 
ing, papering,  and  carpeting  of  my  house,  the  brand}'  and 
siroiig  liquors  drunk  by  the  Re\ .  Crimes  and  his  friends  (for 
the  reverend  gent  said  that  Rosolio  did  not  agree  with  him)  ; 
and  finally,  a  thousand  small  bills  and  expenses  incident  to  all 
hou-rkcepers  in  the  town  of  London. 

Add  to  this.  I  received  justat  the  time  when  I  was  most  in  want 
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of  cash,  Madame  Mantalini's  bill,  Messrs.  Howell  and  James's 
ditto,  the  account  of  Baron  von  Stiltz,  and  the  bill  of  Mr. 
Polonius  for  the  setting  of  the  diamond-pin.  All  these  bills 
arrived  in  a  week,  as  they  have  a  knack  of  doing ;  and  fancy 
my  astonishment  in  presenting  them  to  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  when 
she  said,  "  Well,  my  dear,  you  are  in  the  receipt  of  a  very  fine 
income.  If  you  choose  to  order  dresses  and  jewels  from  first- 
rate  shops,  you  must  pay  for  them  ;  and  don't  expect  that  I 
am  to  abet  your  extravagance,  or  give  you  a  shilling  more  than 
the  munificent  sum  I  pay  you  for  board  and  lodging !  " 

How  could  I  tell  Mary  of  this  behavior  of  Mrs.  Hoggarty, 
and  Mary  in  such  a  delicate  condition?  And  bad  as  matters 
were  at  home,  I  am  sorry  to  say  at  the  office  they  began  to 
look  still  worse. 

Not  only  did  Roundhand  leave,  but  Highmore  went  away. 
Abednego  became  head  clerk  :  and  one  day  old  Abednego  came 
to  the  place  and  was  shown  into  the  directors'  private  room  ; 
when  he  left  it,  he  came  trembling,  chattering,  and  cursing 
down  stairs  ;  and  had  begun,  "  Shentlemen  —  "a  speech  to  the 
very  clerks  in  the  office,  when  Mr.  Brough,  with  an  imploring 
look,  and  crying  out,  "  Stop  till  Saturday !  "  at  length  got  him 
into  the  street. 

On  Saturday  Abednego,  junior,  left  the  office  for  ever,  and 

1  became  head  clerk  with  400/.  a  year  salary.     It  was  a  fatal 
week  for  the  office,  too.     On  Monday,  when  I  arrived  and  took 
my  seat  at  the  head  desk,  and  my^rst  read  of  the  newspaper, 
as  was  my  right,  the  first  thing  I  read  was,  "  Frightful  fire  in 
Houndsditch  !     Total  destruction  of  Mr.  Meshach's  sealing-wax 
manufactory,  and  of  Mr.  Shadrach's  clothing  depot,  adjoining 
In  the  former  was  20,000/.   worth  of  the  finest  Dutch  wax, 
which   the   voracious   element    attacked    and   devoured   in    a 
twinkling.     The  latter  estimable  gentleman  had  just  completed 
40,000  suits  of  clothes  for  the  cavalry  of  H.  H.  the  Cacique  of 
Poyais." 

Both  of  these  Jewish  gents,  who  were  connections  of  Mr. 
Abednego,  were  insured  in  our  office  to  the  full  amount  of  their 
loss.  The  calamity  was  attributed  to  the  drunkenness  of  a 
scoundrelly  Irish  watchman,  who  was  employed  on  the  prem- 
ises, and  who  upset  a  bottle  of  whiskey  in  the  warehouse  of 
Messrs.  Shadrach,  and  incautiously  looked  for  the  liquor  with 
a  lighted  candle.  The  man  was  brought  to  our  office  by  his 
emplo}Ters ;  and  certainly,  as  we  all  could  testify,  was  even  then 
in  a  state  of  frightful  intoxication. 

As  if  this  were  not  sufficient,  in  the  obituary  was  announced 
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the  demisu  of  Alderman  P."-h  Aid. -mumy  (  ally-Pash  we 
used  to  (.-nil  him  in  our  lighter  hour-,  kn  by  to 

green  fat:  but  such  a  inon..  lifl  was  no  time  lor  joking  ! 

lie  was  insured  by  our  hon  "»<»/.      And  n»w  I  saw 

well   the   truth   ol'  a  remark   <»!'(, us's  —  viz.  that  lifc-insur 
companies  go  on  excellently  lor  a  year  or  1  wo  after  their  estab- 
lishment, luit  that  il  K  much  more  dillicult  to  make  them  profit- 
al>le  when  the  a-surnl  parties  1  Lie. 

The  Jewish  tires  were  the  heaviest  blows  we  had  had;  for 
though  the  Waddingley  Cotton-mills  had  been  burnt  in  1  *:.':>.  at 
a  loss  to  the  company  of  80,000/.,  and  though  tin-  Patent  Kros- 
tratus  Match  Manufactory  had  exploded  in  the  same  year  at  a 
charge  of  11, <><»<)/.,  there  wen-  fchoee  \\h«»  -aid  that  the  loss  had 
not  been  near  so  hea\  \  -upposed —  nay.  that  the  com- 

pany had  burnt  the  above-named  e-taMishments  as  advertise- 
ments tor  them-dvcs.  Of  tli  1  can't  be  positive, 
having  nevei"  see!!  the  early  aecounts  of  the  concern. 

(  ontrai-y  to  the  expectation  of  all  us  gents,  who  were  our- 
selves a>  dismal  as  mutes.  Mr.  r,roii<_rh  eame  to  the  office  in  his 
coach-and-tbur.  laughing  and  joking  with  a  friend  as  he  stepped 
out  at  the  door. 

kk  Ceiitlemen  !  "  said  he,  U3'ou  have  read  the  papers;  they 
Munounce  an  event  which  I  most  deeply  depl  re.  I  mean  the 
tlemise  of  the  excellent  Alderman  Pash,  one  -)f  our  constitu- 
ents. Hut  if  anything  can  eon-olc  me  for  t.io  loss  of  that 
worthy  man,  it  is  to  think  that  \\\<  children  and  widow  will 
receive,  at  eleven  o'clock  next  Saturday.  5,0007.  from  mj*  friend 
Mr.  Tit  marsh,  who  is  now  head  clerk'  here.  As  for  the  acci- 
dent which  has  happened  to  Messrs.  Shadrach  and  Meshach, — 
in  that,  at  l.-ast.  there  is  nothing  that  can  occasion  any  person 
sorrow.  On  Saturday  next,  or  as  soon  as  the  particulars  of 
their  loss  can  be  satisfactorily  ascertained,  my  friend  Mr.  Tit- 
marsh  will  pay  to  them  across  the  counter  a  sum  of  forty,  fifty, 
eighty,  one  hundred  thousand  pounds  —  according  to  the  amount 
of  their  loss.  '/'///•//.  at  least,  will  be  remunerated;  and  though 
to  our  proprietors  the  outlay  will  no  doubt  be  considerable,  yet 
we  can  all'ord  it.  gentlemen.  John  Hrough  can  afford  it  him- 
self, for  the  matt  ei-  of  that,  and  not  be  very  much  embarrassed; 
and  we  must  learn  to  hear  ill-fortune  as  we  have  hitherto  borne 
good,  and  show  our-elves  to  be  men  always!  " 

Mr.  Pi.  concluded  with  some  allusions,  which  I  confess  I 
don't  like  to  uive  lien-:  for  to  speak  of  heaven  in  connection 
with  common  worldly  matters,  has  always  appeared  to  me 
irreverent;  and  to  bring  it  to  bear  witness  to  the  lie  in  his 


82  THE  HISTORY  OF    SAMUEL   Tl'lMAKSH 

mouth,  as  a  religious  hypocrite  docs,  is  such  ;i  frightful  crime, 
that  one  should  be  careful  even  in  alluding  to  it. 

Mr.  Brotigh's  speech  somehow  found  its  way  into  the  news- 
papers of  thatverjr  evening;  nor  can  I  think  who  g;i\c  a  report 
of  it,  for  none  of  our  gents  left  the  office  that  day  until  the 
evening  papers  had  appeared.  But  there  was  the  speech  — 
ay,  and  at  the  week's  end,  although  Roundhand  was  heard  on 
'Change  that  day  declaring  he  would  bet  five  to  one  that  Alder- 
man Pash's  money  would  never  be  paid,  —  at  the  week's  end 
the  money  was  paid  by  me  to  Mrs.  Pash's  solicitor  across  the 
counter,  and  no  doubt  Roundhand  lost  his  money. 

Shall  I  tell  how  the  money  was  procured?  There  can  be  no 
harm  in  mentioning  the  matter  now  after  twenty  years'  lapse  of 
time  ;  and  moreover,  it  is  greatly  to  the  credit  of  two  individu- 
als now  dead. 

As  I  was  head  clerk,  I  had  occasion  to  be  frequently  in 
Brough's  room,  and  he  now  seemed  once  more  disposed  to  take 
me  into  his  confidence. 

uTitmarsh  my  boy,"  said  he  one  day  to  me,  after  looking 
me  hard  in  the  face,  "  did  you  ever  hear  of  the  fate  of  the  great 
Mr.  Silberschmidt,  of  London?"  Of  course  I  had.  Mr.  Silber- 
schmidt,  the  Rothschild  of  his  day  (indeed  I  have  heard  the  lat- 
ter famous  gent  was  originally  a  clerk  in  Silberschmidt's  house) 
—  Silberschmidt,  fancying  he  could  not  meet  his  engagements, 
committed  suicide  :  and  had  he  lived  till  four  o'clock  that  da}', 
would  have  known  that  he  was  worth  400, OOO/.  "  To  tell  you 
frankly  the  truth,"  says  Mr.  B.,  "  I  am  in  Silberschmidt's  case. 
My  late  partner,  Hoff,  has  given  bills  in  the  name  of  the  firm 
to  an  enormous  amount,  and  I  have  been  obliged  to  meet  them. 
I  have  been  cast  in  fourteen  actions,  brought  b}'  creditors  of  tluit 
infernal  Ginger  Beer  Company  ;  and  all  the  debts  are  put  upon 
my  shoulders,  on  account  of  my  known  wealth.  Now,  unless  I 
have  time,  I  cannot  pay ;  and  the  long  and  short  of  the  matter 
is,  that  if  I  cannot  procure  5,000/.  before  Saturday,  our  concern 
is  ruined!" 

'  What!  the  West  Diddlesex  ruined?"  says  I,  thinking 
of  my  poor  mother's  annuit}7.  "  Impossible!  our  business  is 
splendid ! " 

"We  must  have  5,0007.  on  Saturday,  and  we  are  saved; 
and  if  you  will,  as  you  can,  get  it  for  me,  I  will  give  you 
10,0007.  for  the  money." 

B.  then  showed  me  to  a  fraction  the  accounts  of  the  concern, 
and  his  own  private  account ;  proving  beyond  the  possibility  of 
a  doubt,  that  with  the  5,000/.  our  office  must  be  set  a-going; 
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and  without  it.  that  the  concern  must  >top.      No  matter  how  he 

proved  the  thing:    lull  there  is,  you  know,  a  ////•////«  of 

man  that,  give  liim  hut  leave  to  u>e   figures,  an<l   lie  will   prove 

Anything. 

I  promised  to  ask  Mrs.  Hogg.-irty  ODC6  mojv  for  the  money, 
and  she  seemed  not  to  he  disinelmed.  I  told  him  so  ;  and  that 
day  he  called  upon  her,  his  wife  called  upon  her.  his  daughter 
called  upon  her,  and  once  more  the  Uiouuh  can  iage-aiid-four 
wa-  16611  at  our  house. 

l',ut  Mrs.  linmgh  was  a  had  manager;  and  instead  of  carry- 
ing matters  with  a  high  hand,  fairly  burst  into  tears  before  Mrs. 
1 1  :  rarty,  and  went  down  on  her  knees  and  besought  her  to 
sa\e  dear  .lohn.  This  at  once  aroused  my  aunt's  >  ispicions  ; 
and  instead  of  lending  the  money.  >he  wrote  oil'  to  Mr.  Smithers 
instantly  to  come  up  to  her,  desired  me  to  give  her  up  the 
:;.<)()<)/.  scrip  shares  that  I  possessed,  called  me  an  atrocioub 
cli-  at  and  heartless  swindler,  and  vowed  I  had  been  the  cause 
of  her  ruin. 

How  was  Mr.  Brongh  to  get  the  money?  I  will  tell  you. 
Being  in  Iiis  room  one  day,  old  Gates  the  Fulham  porter  came  and 
brought  him  from  Mr.  Halls,  the  pawnbroker,  a  sum  of  1,200/. 
is  told  him,  he  said,  to  carry  the  plate  to  Mr.  Balls;  and 
having  paid  the  money,  old  dates  fumbled  a  great  deal  in  his 
pockets,  and  at  last  pulled  out  a.")/,  note,  which  he  said  his  daugh- 
ter -lane  had  just  sent  him  from  service,  and  begged  Mr.  I;, 
would  let  him  have  another  share  in  the  company.  "He  was 
mortal  sure  it  would  go  right  yet.  And  when  he  heard  master 
crying  and  cursing  as  he  and  missus  were  walking  in  the  shrub- 
bery, and  saying  that  for  the  want  of  a  few  pounds  —  a  few 
shillings  —  the  tinest  fortune  in  Ku rope  was  to  be  overthrown, 
why  Gates  and  his  woman  thought  that  they  should 
for'ard,  to  he  sure,  with  all  they  could,  to  help  the  kindest 
ma  -ter  and  missus  over  was." 

This  was  the  substance  of  Gates's  speech;  and  Mr.  Brough 
shook  his  hand  and  —  took  the  ."»/.  ••  ( lates,"  said  he,  4kthat 
-V.  note  shall  l>e  the  best  outlay  you  ever  made  in  your  life!" 
and  1  have  no  doul.t  it  was,  —  but  it  was  in  heaven  that  poor 
old  dates  was  to  get  the  interest  of  his  little  mite. 

Nor  was  this  the  only  instance.  Mrs.  Brought  sister,  Miss 
Dough,  who  had  been  on  bad  terms  with  the  director  almost 
ever  since  he  had  risen  to  be  a  great  man.  came  to  the  ollice 
with  a  power  of  attorney,  and  said.  ".lohn,  Isabella  has  been 
with  me  this  nioniing.  and  says  you  want  money,  and  I  have 
brought  you  my  -I. (.KM.)/.  ;  it  is  all  1  have,  .lolm.  and  pray  God 
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it  may  do  you  good  —  you  and  my  dear  sister,  who  was  the  best 
sister  in  the  world  to  me  —  till  —  till  a  little  time  ago." 

And  she  laid  down  the  paper :  I  was  called  up  to  witness  it, 
and  Brough,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  told  me  her  words  ;  for  he 
could  trust  me,  he  said.  And  thus  it  was  that  I  came  to  be 
present  at  Gates's  interview  with  his  master,  which  took  place 
only  an  hour  afterwards.  Brave  Mrs.  Brough !  how  she  was 
working  for  her  husband  !  Good  woman,  and  kind !  but  you 
had  a  true  heart,  and  merited  &  better  fate  I  Though  wherefore 
say  so?  The  woman,  to  this  day,  thinks  her  husband  an  angel, 
and  loves  him  a  thousand  times  better  for  his  misfortunes. 

On  Saturday,  Alderman  Pash's  solicitor  was  paid  by  me 
across  the  counter,  as  I  said.  "  Never  mind  3'our  aunt's  money, 
Titmarsh,  my  boy,"  said  Brough:  "never  mind  her  having 
resumed  her  shares ;  }'ou  are  a  true,  honest  fellow ;  you  have 
never  abused  me  like  that  pack  of  curs  down  stairs,  and  I'll 
make  your  fortune  yet !  " 

The  next  week,  as  I  was  sitting  with  my  wife,  with  Mr. 
Smithers,  and  with  Mrs.  Hoggarty,  taking  our  tea  comfortably, 
a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  a  gentleman  desired  to  speak 
to  me  in  the  parlor.  It  was  Mr.  Aminadab  of  Chancery  Lane, 
who  arrested  me  as  a  shareholder  of  the  Independent  West 
Diddlesex  Association,  at  the  suit  of  Von  Stiltz  of  Clifford 
Street,  Tailor  and  Draper. 

I  called  down  Smithers,  and  told  him  for  heaven's  sake  not 
to  tell  Mary. 

44  Where  is  Brough?"  says  Mr.  Smithers. 

4 'Why,"  says  Mr.  Aminadab,  "he's  once  more  of  the  firm 
of  Brough  and  Off,  sir  —  he  breakfasted  at  Calais  this  morning !" 


CHAPTER  XI. 

IN    WHICH    IT    APPEARS    THAT    A    MAN    MAY    POSSESS    A    DIAMOND 
AND    YET   BE    VERY   HARD    PRESSED    FOR   A   DINNER. 

ON  that  fatal  Saturday  evening,  in  a  hackney-coach  fetched 
from  the  Foundling,  was  I  taken  from  my  comfortable  house 
and  my  dear  little  wife  ;  whom  Mr.  Smithers  was  left  to  console 
as  he  might.  He  said  that  I  was  compelled  to  take  a  journey 
upon  business  connected  with  the  office ;  and  my  poor  Mary 
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made  Jip  :i  little  port  manteau  of  clothes,  and  tied  a  c«  •intui  Id 
rouinl  my  neck,  MIH!  bade  my  companion  part icularh  to  Iv-ep 
the  coach-window*  -hut  :  which  injunrt ion  tin-  grinning  uivtch 
promised  to  obey.  Our  journey  wa-  not  kfflg!  it  was  only  a 
shilling  tare  to  ('ursitor  Street,  Chancery  Lane,  and  there  I  was 
set  down. 

The  house  before  which  the  couch  -topped  sccine«l  to  be  only 

one  of  hull*  :i  do/en  in  that  street  which  fl  i  for  the 

purpose.  No  man.  be  he  ever  so  rich,  can  pa-s  by  tho-e 
mal  houses,  I  think,  without  a  shudder.  The  front  window- 
are  hanvd,  and-on  the  dinLry  pillar  of  the  door  was  a  shining 
br888-plate,  -citing  forth  that  "  Aminadab,  ( )lliccr  to  the  Shcritf 
of  Middlesex,"  lived  tin-rein.  A  liille  red-haired  Israelite 
opened  the  first  door  as  our  coach  drove  tip.  and  received  me 
and  my  I  . 

AJ  - i  as  we  entered  the  door,  lie  liarred  it,  and  I   found 

m\ self  in  the  lace  of  another  huue  d.»or.  which  was  strongly 
locked  ;  and,  at  last,  passing  through  that,  we  entered  the  lobby 
of  the  ho* 

'I'here  is  no  need  to  de-cribc  it.  It  is  very  like  ten  thousand 
other  honors  in  our  dark  city  of  London.  There  was  a  dirty 
ge  and  a  dirty  stair,  and  from  the  passage  two  dirty  tloors 
let  into  two  filthy  rooms,  which  had  strong  bars  at  the  window-, 
and  yet  withal  an  air  of  horrible  finery  that  makes  me  ui»c..m- 
fortablc  to  think  of  even  yet.  On  the  walls  hnni:  all  sorts  of 
trumpery  pictures  in  tawdry  frames  i  how  dillerent  from  tho-e 
capital  performances  of  my  con-in  Michael  Anueloi);  on  the 
mantel-piei-e  hu«r»'  Fren.-h 'clock<,  \;  i  candlesticks  ;  on 

the  <ideboards.  enormous  trays  t>f  liinuinirham  plated  ware: 
for  .Mr.  Aminadal)  not  only  arrested  those  who  could  not  pay 
monev,  but  lent  it  to  tho-e  who  could  :  and  had  already,  in  the 
way  of  trade,  sold  and  bought  these  articles  many  times  over. 

I  agreed  to  take  the  back  parlor  for  the  night,  and  while  a 
H«'brew  damsel  was  arnmuinu:  a  little  dusky  sofa-bedstead  (woe 
betide  him  who  has  to  -!e<  p  on  it  '. )  1  was  invited  into  the  front 
parlor,  where  Mr.  Aminadah.  bidding  me  take  heart,  told  me  I 
should  have  a  dinner  for  nothing  with  a  party  who  had  jn>t 
arrived.  1  did  not  want  tor  dinner,  but  1  was  glad  not  to  be 
alone  —  not  alone,  even  till  <  Jus  came  ;  for  whom  I  despatched 
a  messenger  to  his  lodgings  hard  by. 

I  found  theiv.  in  the  front  parlor,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  four  gentlemen,  just  about  to  sit  down  to  dinner. 
Surprising!  tin-re  wa-  Mr.  l>..a  gentleman  of  fashion,  who  had 
only  within  half  an  hour  arrived  in  a  post-chaise,  with  his  oon> 
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panion  Mr.  Lock,  an  officer  of  Hoi-sham  gaol.  Mr.  B.  was 
arrested  in  this  wise  :  —  He  was  a  careless,  good-humored  gen- 
tleman, and  had  indorsed  bills  to  a  large  amount  for  a  friend  ; 
who,  a  man  of  high  family  and  unquestionable  honor,  had 
pledged  the  latter,  along  with  a  number  of  the  most  solemn 
oaths,  for  the  payment  of  the  bills  in  question.  Having  in- 
dorsed the  notes,  young  Mr.  B.,  with  a  proper  thoughtlessness, 
forgot  all  about  them,  and  so,  by  some  chance,  did  the  friend 
whom  he  obliged ;  for,  instead  of  being  in  London  with  the 
money  for  the  payment  of  his  obligations,  this  latter  gentle- 
man was  travelling  abroad,  and  never  hinted  one  word  to  Mr. 
B.  that  the  notes  would  fall  upon  him.  The  young  gentleman 
was  at  Brighton  lying  sick  of  a  fever ;  was  taken  from  his 
bed  by  a  bailiff,  and  carried,  on  a  rainy  day,  to  Horsham  gaol ; 
had  a  relapse  of  his  complaint,  and  when  sufficiently  recovered, 
was  brought  up  to  London  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Aminadab ; 
where  I  found  him — a  pale,  thin,  good-humored,  lost  young 
man  :  he  was  lying  on  a  sofa,  and  had  given  orders  for  the 
dinner  to  which  I  was  invited.  The  lad's  face  gave  one  pain  to 
look  at ;  it  was  impossible  not  to  see  that  his  hours  were  num- 
bered. 

Now  Mr.  B.  has  not  anything  to  do  with  my  humble  story : 
but  I  can't  help  mentioning  him,  as  I  saw  him.  He  sent  for 
his  lawyer  and  his  doctor;  the  former  settled  speedily  his 
accounts  with  the  bailiff,  and  the  latter  arranged  all  his  earthly 
accounts :  for  after  he  went  from  the  spunging-house  he  never 
recovered  from  the  shock  of  the  arrest,  and  in  a  few  weeks 
he  died.  And  though  this  circumstance  took  place  many  3'ears 
ago,  I  can't  forget  it  to  my  dying  day  ;  and  often  see  the 
author  of  Mr.  B.'s  death,  —  a  prosperous  gentleman,  riding  a 
fine  horse  in  the  Park,  lounging  at  the  window  of  a  club  ;  with 
many  friends,  no  doubt,  and  a  good  reputation.  I  wonder 
whether  the  man  sleeps  easily  and  eats  with  a  good  appetite? 
I  wonder  whether  he  has  paid  Mr.  B.'s  heirs  the  sum  which 
that  gentleman  paid,  and  died  for  ? 

If  Mr.  B.'s  history  has  nothing  to  do  with  mine,  and  is 
onty  inserted  here  for  the  sake  of  a  moral,  what  business  have 
I  to  mention  particulars  of  the  dinner  to  which  I  was  treated 
by  that  gentleman,  in  the  spunging-house  in  Cursitor  Street? 
Why,  for  the  moral,  too ;  and  therefore  the  public  must  be 
told  of  what  really  and  truly  that  dinner  consisted. 

There  were  five  guests,  and  three  silver  tureens  of  soup : 
viz.  mock-turtle  soup,  ox-tail  soup,  and  giblet-soup.  Next 
came  a  great  piece  of  salmon,  likewise  on  a  silver  dish,  a 
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roast    goose,   a   roast     saddle   of    mutton,    p.;.  and   all 

sorts  of  adjuncts.  In  this  way  can  a  gent  1.  man  live  in  a 
spunging-housr  il'  he  be  inclined;  and  over  tlii-  repast  \\hicli, 
in  truth,  I  could  not  touch,  for.  let  alone  li:i\iiiL!  dined,  my 
heart  was  full  of  care)  over  this  meal  my  tViend  <.u>  I 
kins  found  me,  when  he  received  the  letter  that  I  had  de- 
spatched to  him. 

(ins,  who  hud  never  been  in  prison  before,  and  whose  heart 
failed  him  as  the  red-headed  youn-j  M  «  I  and  shut  for 

him  tin-  numerous  iron  outer  door-,  was  -truck  dumb  to  see  me 
behind  a  bottle  of  claret .  in  a  room  bla/ing  with  gilt  lamp-; 
the  curtains  were  down  too,  and  you  could  n<»t  -IT  the  bars  at 
tin-  windows;  and  Mr.  1'..,  Mr.  Lock  the  Brighton  ollicer,  Mr. 
Aniinadab.  and  another  ridi  <_M-nllenian  ol'  his  trade  and  re- 
ligious persuasion,  were  chirping  :i-  merrily,  and  looked  as 
iv.-pi  dably.  as  any  noblemen  in  the  land. 

M  Have  him  in."  said  .Mr.  I'...  "  it'  he's  a  friend  of  Mr.  Tit- 
marsh's;  lor,  cuss  me.  I  like  to  see  a  rogue:  and  run  me 
through.  Titmarsh.  but  I  think  N<MI  an-  <>ne  of  the  best  in  Lon- 
don. You  beat  Urouuli  ;  \oii  do.  by  ,b,ve:  for  he  looks  like  a 
ro^nie  -anybody  would  swear  to  him  :  but  you!  by  Jove,  you 
look  the  very  picture  of  lioneMx  '.  " 

"  Adi-ep  file."  sai'l  Aminadab,  winking  and  pointing  me  out' 
to  his  friend  Mr.  .lehosliaphat. 

••  A  good  one,"  says  .leho^haphat. 

44  In  for  three  hundred  thousand  pound/'  says  Aminadab  : 
tk  Hron^rh's  riuht-hand  man.  and  only  three-and-twenty." 

44  Mr.  Titmarsh.  sir.  \oiir  Yalth,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Lock,  in  an 
ecstasy  of  admiration.  "  Your  veiy  good  'ealth,  sir,  and  bet- 
ter luck  to  you  next  time." 

••  Pooh,  pooh:  hes  all  right,"  says  Aminadab ;  "  let  him 
•lone." 

44  In  for  what?"  shouted  I,  quite  amazed.  "  Why,  sir,  }*ou 
arrested  me  tor  90/." 

-  Yes,  but  you  are  in  for  half  a  million,  — }*ouknow  you  are. 
Tin-in  debts  I  don't  count  —  them  pal  try  tradesmen's  accounts. 
I  mean  Hrou^h's  business.  It's  an  ugly  one ;  but  you'll  get 
through  it.  We  all  know  you;  and  I  lay  my  life  that  when 
\ou  come  through  the  court.  Mrs.  Titmarsh  has  gotahandsome 
thing  laid  by." 

••  Mrs.  Titmarsh  has  a  small  property,  sir,"  Bays  I.  "  What 
then?" 

The  three  gentlemen  burst  into  a    loud    laugh,  -aid    1 
"rum   chap"  —  a    "downy    c,<\e."   and    made  pther  rei: 
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which  I  could  not  understand  then  ;  but  the  meaning  of  which  I 
have  since  comprehended,  for  they  took  rne  to  be  a  great  ras- 
cal, I  am  sorry  to  say,  and  supposed  that  I  had  robbed  the 
I.  W.  Do  Association,  and,  in  order  to  make1  my  money  secure, 
settled  it  on  in}'  wife. 

Jt  was  in  the  midst  of  this  conversation  that,  as  I  said,  Gus 
came  in ;  and  whew  !  when  he  saw  what  was  going  on,  he  gave 
such  a  whistle ! 

"  Herr  von  Joel,  by  Jove  !  "  says  Aminadab.  At  which  all 
laughed. 

"Sit  down,"  sa}Ts  Mr.  B., — u  sit  down,  and  wet  your 
whistle,  my  piper !  I  say,  egad  !  }Tou're  the  piper  that  played 
before  Moses  !  Had  you  there,  Dab.  Dab,  get  a  fresh  bottle 
of  Burgundy  for  Mr.  Hoskins."  And  before  he  knew  where 
he  was,  there  was  Gus  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  drinking 
Clot-Vongeot.  Gus  said  he  had  never  tasted  Bergamy  before, 
at  which  the  bailiff  sneered,  and  told  him  the  name  of  the  wine. 

"  Old  Clo!  What?  "says  Gus;  and  we  laughed:  but  the 
Hebrew  gents  did  not  this  time. 

"Come,  come,  sir!"  saj'S  Mr.  Aminadab's  friend,  "  ve're 
all  shentlernen  here,  and  shentlemen  never  makish  reflexunsh 
upon  other  gentlemen'sh  pershuashunsh." 

After  this  feast  was  concluded,  Gus  and  I  retired  to  my  room 
to  consult  about  my  affairs.  With  regard  to  the  responsibility 
incurred  as  a  shareholder  in  the  West  Diddlesex,  I  was  not 
uneasy ;  for  though  the  matter  might  cause  me  a  little  trouble 
at  first,  I  knew  I  was  not  a  shareholder ;  that  the  shares  were 
scrip  shares,  making  the  dividend  payable  to  the  bearer ;  and 
my  aunt  had  called  back  her  shares,  and  consequently  I  was 
free.  But  it  was  very  unpleasant  to  me  to  consider  that  I 
was  in  debt  nearly  a  hundred  pounds  to  tradesmen,  chiefh*  of 
Mrs.  Hoggarty's  recommendation  ;  and  as  she  had  promised  to 
be  answerable  for  their  bills,  I  determined  to  send  her  a  letter 
reminding  her  of  her  promise,  and  begging  her  at  the  same 
time  to  relieve  me  from  Mr.  Von  Stiltz's  debt,  for  which  I  was 
arrested :  and  which  was  incurred  not  certainly  at  her  desire, 
but  at  Mr.  Brough's ;  and  would  never  have  been  incurred  by 
me  but  at  the  absolute  demand  of  that  gentleman. 

I  wrote  to  her,  therefore,  begging  her  to  pay  all  these  debts, 
and  promised  myself  on  Monday  morning  again  to  be  with  my 
dear  wife.  Gus  carried  off  the  letter,  and  promised  to  deliver 
it  in  Bernard  Street  after  church- time  ;  taking  care  that  Mary 
should  know  nothing  at  all  of  the  painful  situation  in  which  I 
was  placed.  It  was  near  midnight  when  we  parted,  and  I  tried 
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to  sleep  us  well   as   1  could  in  the   dirty  little  sofa-brd^teu 
Mr.   Aiiiin:i(l:il.'s  hack-parlor. 

That  morning  was  fun-  an«l  sunshiny,  and  I  h«-ard  all  the 
bells  rin^in.iX  cheerfully  tor  church,  ami  longed  to  be  walking 
to  the  Foundling  with  my  wife  :  hut  there  \\.-iv  th.-  three  ir-.n 
doora  between  me  ami  liberty,  and  I  had  nothing  I'"'  it  but  to 
read  inv  prayers  in  my  own  room,  and  walk  tip  and  down  alter- 
wards  in  the  court  at  tin-  hack  of  the  IIOUM-.  \Vould  \  on 
believe  it?  This  very  court  was  like  a  Oftgfrl  (.real  in-n 
OOVered  it  in  from  one  end  to  another;  and  lien-  it  was  that 
.Mr.  Aminadab's  «raol-birds  took  the  air. 

They  had  seen  me  reading  out  of  the  prayer-hook  at  the 
back-parlor  window,  ami  all  Imr-t  into  a  yell  of  laughter  when 
I  came  to  walk  in  the  cap'-  <  )ne  of  them  >honted  out  "An. 
when  I  appeared  ;  another  railed  me  a  mull'  (  which  means,  in 
the  >laiiLT  hnirnM'-rc.  :i  very  silly  fellow)  ;  a  third  wondered  that 
I  took  to  my  prayer-book  //»•/. 

"  When  do  yon  mean.  Mr?"  says  I  to  the  fellow  —  a  rou^h 
man.  a  hor>e-dc:tlcr. 

••  \Vhv.  when  yon  are  ir<»inir  t<>  !»•  Jinny,  <J.  you  yoiniLr  hypo- 
crite .  tin-*  man.  kk  T.ut  that  i-  ihe  way  with 

I'.ioiiuh's  pVople,"  contimietl  he.  "I  had  four  Arrays  once  for 
him  —  a  mvat  harurain,  hut  lie  would  not  go  to  look  at  them 
at  I  attcrsall's,  nor  speak  a  word  of  business  about  them,  be- 
cause it  was  a  Sunday." 

-  IVeaiisi-  there  are  hypocrites,  sir,"  RM;  -  I.  "  religion  is  not 
to  he  considered  a  had  tliinir;  and  if  Mr.  Brough  would  not 
ileal  with  you  on  a  Sunday,  he  certainly  did  his  d 

The  men  only  lanirhed  the  more  at  this  rebuke,  and  evidently 
•  .>:ixidered  me  a  i^reat  criminal.  I  was  glad  t  ased  from 

tht'i.1  sMcirty  liy  the  appearance  of  Gus  and  Mr.  Smitlu-rs.      i 
wore  very  loiiir  faces.     Tln-y  were  inhered  into  my  room,  and, 
without  any  orders  of  mine,  a  buttle,  of  wine  and  biscuits  \ 
biouLi-ht  in  by  Mr.  Aminadab;  which  I  really  thought  was  very 
kind  of  him. 

kk  Drink   a  <?las.s  of  wine,    Mr.  Titmar>h,"  says  Smi  there, 
"and    read    this    letter.       A    pretty   note,  was   that  which   you 
to  vour  aunt  this  morning,  and  here  you  have  an  answer 
to  it." 

I  drank  the  wine,  and  trembled  rather  as  I  read  as  follows  :  — 


"  Siu,  —  If.  because  you  kiu-w  I  had  drsincd  to  leave  you  my  prop 
you  wi^lu'd  to  inunlar  IIH-,  and  M>  strpp  into  it.  you  nro  dissapoiutud.     Vour 
vilHnn'i  and  in'irndttmh-  n-»'i!,f  liavi-  tnurdan-d  mo,  had  I  not,  by  Heaven'l 
grace,  been  mablcd  to  look  tor  consolation  tlseteften. 
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"  For  nearly  a  year  I  have  been  a  martar  to  you.  I  gave  up  every  tiling,- 
my  happy  home  in  the  country,  where  all  respected  the  name  of  Hoggart}  ; 
my  valuble  furnitur  and  wines;  my  plate,  glass,  and  crockry  ;  I  brought 
all  — all  to  make  your  home  happy  and  rispectable.  I  put  up  with  the  airs 
and  impertanencies  of  Mrs.  Titmarsh  ;  I  loaded  her  and  you  with  presents 
and  bennafits.  I  saeratised  myself  ;  I  gave  up  the  best  soeiaty  in  the  land, 
to  witch  I  have  been  accustomed,  in  order  to  be  a  gardian  and  compannioii 
to  you,  and  prevent,  if  possible,  that  waist  and  ixtravygance  which  I  jtrophy- 
cied  would  be  your  ruin.  Such  waist  and  ixtravygance  never,  never,  never 
did  I  see.  Buttar  waisted  as  if  it  had  been  dirt,  coles  Hung  away,  candles 
burnt  nt  both  ends,  tea  and  meat  the  same.  The  butcher's  bill  in  this  house 
was  enough  to  support  six  famalies. 

"And  now  you  have  the  audassaty,  being  placed  in  prison  justly  for 
your  crimes, — for  cheating  me  of  3,000/.,  for  robbing  your  mother  of  an 
insignificient  sumrn,  which  to  her,  poor  thing,  was  everything  (though  she 
will  not  feel  her  loss  as  I  do,  being  all  her  life  next  door  to  a  beggar),  for 
incurring  detts  which  you  cannot  pay,  wherein  you  knew  that  your  misera- 
ble income  was  quite  unable  to  support  your  ixtravygance  —  you  come  upon 
me  to  pay  your  detts !  No,  sir,  it  is  quite  enough  that  your  mother  should 
go  on  the  parish,  and  that  your  wife  should  sweep  the  streets,  to  which  you 
have  indeed  brought  them;  /,  at  least,  though  cheated  by  you  of  a  large 
surnm,  and  obliged  to  pass  my  days  in  comparitive  ruin,  can  retire,  and 
have  some  of  the  comforts  to  which  my  rank  entitles  me.  The  furnitur  in 
this  house  is  mine;  and  as  I, presume  you  intend  your  lady  to  sleep  in  the 
streets,  I  give  you  warning  that  I  shall  remove  it  all  to-morrow. 

"  Mr.  Smithers  will  tell  you  that  I  had  intended  to  leave  you  my  intire 
fortune.  I  have  this  morning,  in  his  presents,  solamly  toar  up  my  will; 
and  hereby  renounce  all  connection  with  you  and  your  beggarly  family. 

"  SUSAN  HOGGARTY. 

"  P.S.  —  I  took  a  viper  into  my  bosom,  and  it  stung  me." 

I  confess  that,  on  the  first  reading  of  this  letter,  I  was  in 
such  a  fur}'  that  I  forgot  almost  the  painful  situation  in  which  it 
plunged  me,  and  the  ruin  hanging  over  me. 

"  What  a  fool  you  were,  Titmarsh,  to  write  that  letter !  "  said 
Mr.  Smithers.  "  You  have  cut  your  own  throat,  sir,  —  lost  a 
fine  property,  —  written  yourself  out  of  five  hundred  a  year. 
Mrs.  Hoggarty,  my  client,  brought  the  will,  as  she  says,  down 
stairs,  and  flung  it  into  the  fire  before  our  faces." 

"  It's  a  blessing  that  j*our  wife  was  from  home,"  added  Gus. 
u  She  went  to  church  this  morning  with  Dr.  Salt's  family,  and 
sent  word  that  she  would  spend  the  day  with  them.  She  was 
always  glad  to  be  away  from  Mrs.  H.,  you  know." 

"She  never  knew  on  which  side  her  bread  was  buttered," 
said  Mr.  Smithers.  "You  should  have  taken  the  huty  when 
she  was  in  the  humor,  sir,  and  have  borrowed  the  money  else- 
where. Why,  sir,  I  had  almost  reconciled  her  to  her  loss  in 
that  cursed  company.  I  showed  her  how  I  had  saved  out  of 
Brough's  claws  the  whole  of  her  remaining  fortune  ;  which  lie 
would  have  devoured  in  a  day,  the  scoundrel !  And  if  you 
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\\(»(il.l  ha\e  left  tin-  matter    !••  in,-.    Mr.   Titinai-h.   1   would    ha\< 

bad  you  reconciled  completely  t->  \r  lloggarty;  I  \\ouid  have 
removed  all  your  difficulties ;  i  would  have  lent  you  the  pitiful 

Mini  of  iimney  m\  self." 

"Will  yOU?"  Bay?  GlMJ  "that's  a  trump!"  and  he  srj/.rd 
Smithers's  hand,  an<l  ><inee/.ed  it  >••  that  tin-  h-ai^  camr  into  the 
alt"nie\  's  i'\  • 

••(  iem  mils  fellow  !"  said  I;  -'lend  im-  money.  \\ln-n  \<m 
know  what  a  .situation  1  am  in.  ami  not  aMe  '« >  pa\  !  " 

••  A  v.  IIIN  uood  >ir.  ili.-i-t  'a  tin-  rul>  !  "  sa\  -  Mr.  ^mitlirrs.  "  I 
<ai»l  I  inni/1/  liave  l«'iit  tip-  iiiom-v  ;  ami  >o  to  tin-  ackn«»\\  U-.l-j.-.l 
lu-ir  of  .Mrs.  I  lo^uart  v  1  wmiM  —  wouM  at  this  nioinciit  ;  for 
nothing  «U-liizlits  th>  In-art  of  U..I,  Sniithn-  nioiv  than  to  <!«•  a 
kimhifss.  1  wouM  have  ivjoiml  in  il^iirj:  it  :  ami  a  inn, 
kno\vl«-iliiiurnt  from  th:  ''•<!  la«ly  \voiil<l  liavr  amply  siif- 

1ii-»-«|.       llm   BOW,  sir,  tfa  altered, — }ou  have  m»rcuiity 

to  oll'i-r,   ta  \«»u  j'l-tly  «»li>«-i 

••  Not  a  \\  hit.  certainly." 

Ami  without  security,  sii\  of  r.mr<«-  can  r\pr«-t  n«>  mou«-y 
—  of  coiirx-  not.  You  art-  a  man  of  tin-  \\oiM.  Mr.  Titmai>h, 
ami  I  sec  our  notions  exactly  |g 

••Thrn-'s  his  \vi !'«•'>  pr..p«-rty."  BBJ8  <»U8. 

••  Wife's    proprrtx  ?      Hah  !       .Mrs.   Sam  Titmar-li  is  a  m;- 
ami   can't    touch   a    >hillmii   of   it.      No.    no.    no    meddling   \vilh 

minors  for  nu- !     lint  >top!  —yoar  mother  has  a  house  and  shop 

in  our  villa^i'.      (Jet  me  a  ni"i  tii.'i'j.    ..f  that  —  " 

k%  I'll  do  no  such  thing,  sir."  pava  I.      ••  My  mother  has  suf- 
fered quite  enough  on    my  >e<ne   alrea<ly.  and  has  my 
provide  for;   and  I  will  thank  \oii,  .Mr.  Siiiitlu-rs.  not  to  hreathc 
a  s\llal)le  to  her  reirardiim'  my  pn-x»-nt  situai 

••  You  speak  like  a  man    ol    li«»n,,r.  Mr.  Smithnx. 

••and  I  will  ol>ey  your  injunctions  to  the  letter.  I  \\ill  do 
more,  sir.  1  will  introduce  i'K-  linn  lu-rr.  my 

\\orthy   friends,    M<--r-.    II  .:«_rs,  and    I»latln  rwiek.  who 

will  do  everything  in  their  \<  ,.      And   .so,  sir,  I 

wish  you  a  very  nood  morn 

And  with  this  Mr.  Stnitbero  took  his  hat  ami  left  the  room; 
and  after  a  further  COM  ulialion  with  my  aunt,  as  I  hear-!  after- 
wards, quitted  London  that  i  \eninu  1>\  the  mail. 

1  sent  my  faithful  (ins  ojf  one.-   more    to   hreak   the   m. 
gently  to  my  wife,  fearing  i-  U'any  should 

it  al»ruptly  to  her;  as  I  km  w  in  her  an-,  r  -he  would  do.  15:it 
iie  came  in  an  hour  panting  haek.  to  say  that  Mrs.  II.  hud 
[jacked  and  locked  her  trunks,  and  had  gone  oil*  in  a  hacknc)- 
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coach.  So  knowing  that  my  poor  Mary  was  not  to  return  till 
night,  Hoskins  remained  with  me  till  tlien  ;  and,  after  a  dismal 
day,  left  me  once  more  at  nine,  to  carry  the  dismal  tidings  to 
her. 

At  ten  o'clock  on  that  night  there  was  a  great  rattling  and 
ringing  at  the  outer  door,  and  presently  my  poor  girl  fell  into 
m}r  arms  ;  and  Gus  Hoskins  sat  blubbering  in  a  corner,  as  I 
tried  my  best  to  console  her. 

The  next  morning  I  was  favored  with  a  visit  from  Mr. 
Blatherwick ;  who,  hearing  from  me  that  I  had  only  three 
guineas  in  my  pocket,  told  me  very  plainly  that  lawyers  only 
lived  by  fees.  He  recommended  me  to  quit  Cursitor  Street, 
as  living  there  was  very  expensive.  And  as  I  was  sitting 
very  sad,  my  wife  made  her  appearance  (it  was  with  great 
difficult}'  that  she  could  be  brought  to  leave  me  the  night 
previous), — 

"The  horrible  men  came  at  four  this  morning,"  said  she  ; 
"  four  hours  before  light." 

"What  horrible  men?"  sa}rs  I. 

"Your  aunt's  men,"  said  she,  "to  remove  the  furniture; 
they  had  it  all  packed  before  I  came  away.  And  I  let  them 
carry  all,"  said  she  :  "  I  was  too  sad  to  look  what  was  ours  and 
what  was  not.  That  odious  Mr.  Wapshot  was  with  them  ;  and 
I  left  him  seeing  the  last  wagon-load  from  the  door.  I  have 
only  brought  away  jrour  clothes,"  added  she,  "and  a  few  of 
mine ;  and  some  of  the  books  3*011  used  to  like  to  read  ;  and 
some  —  some  things  I  have  been  getting  for  the  —  for  the  baby. 
The  servants'  wages  were  paid  up  to  Christmas ;  and  I  paid 
them  the  rest.  And  see  !  just  as  I  was  going  away,  the  post 
came,  and  brought  to  me  my  half-3'ear's  income  —  35/.,  dear 
Sam.  Isn't  it  a  blessing?" 

"Will  you  pay  my  bill,  Mr.  What-d'ye-caH'im ! "  here  cried 
Mr.  Aminadab,  flinging  open  the  door  (he  had  been  consulting 
with  Mr.  Blatherwick,  I  suppose).  "I  want  the  room  for  a 
gentkman.  I  guess  it's  too  dear  for  the  like  of  you."  And 
here  —  will -you  believe  it?  —  the  man  handed  me  a  bill  of 
three  guineas  for  two  days'  board  and  lodging  in  his  odious 
house. 

There  was  a.  crowd  of  idlers  round  the  door  as  I  passed  out 
of  it,  and  had  I  been  alone  I  should  have  been  ashamed  of  see- 
ing them  ;  but,  as  it  was,  I  was  only  thinking  of  my  dear,  dear 
wife,  who  was  leaning  trustfulty  on  my  arm,  and  smiling  like 
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heaven  into  my  face  —  ay,  uu«l  loot  IP  -axeii,  too,  in!"  the 

1'rison  \\ith  me  —  or  :in  anur''l  <>ut  of  li«-a\  •  n.      All  !    I  had  i 
her  before,  :uxl   happy  it   is   to   love  when   one    is    hopeful    and 

young  in-  the  midst  of  ainiiei  and  sunshine;   i>ut  u-  ////happy, 

and    then    B6€    \vli:it    it    is    to    be    loved    !.\    :i    jjood    woman  '.      I 
declare  before  heaven,  that  of  all  tin-  joys  and    happy  moment* 
it  has  jrixen  me,  that   wa-   tin-   crowning  one  —  that    little    ride, 
with    liiv   wil'e's  cheek   on    my  shoulder,  down    Holliorn    to  the 
prixnn  :'     Do  you  think  1  eared  tor  tlie  hailitl'  that  sat  oppo- 
No,  by   the    L«»nl  !     1    kis^-d    her,   and    hiiLr.Lr»'d    her  —  yes,  and 
cried  with  her  likewise.      lint  I.eiore  our  ride  was  over  her 
dried  up,  and  she  stepped  l»lu>hinir  and  happy  <>ut.  of  the  . 
at  the  prison-door,  as  if  .she  \M-IV  a  princi-»  ^oing  to  Lhe  (.^ueen  I 
di'awing-room. 


CHAPTER  XII. 
IN  WHICH  THK  HERO'S  AUNT'S  I>I\M«»M>  M  \KES  ACQUAINTANCB 

WITH    Till.    HI  KO'>    t  N<   ll.. 

Tin.  iailuro  of  the  great  Diddlesex  Association  speedily  be- 
came the  theme  of  all  the  newspapers,  and  every  person  con- 
cerned in  it  was  soon  held  up  to  puMic  alihorrence  as  a  rascal 
and  a  swindler.  It  was  said  that  Uroiiii'h  had  u'<»ne  off  with  a 
million  of  money.  Kven  it  was  hinted  that  poor  I  had  sent  a 
hundred  thousand  pounds  to  America,  and  only  waited  to  pass 
through  the  court  in  order  to  be  a  rich  man  for  the  rest  of  my 
days.  This  opinion  had  some  supporters  in  the  prison  ;  where 
strange  to  say.  it  procured  me  consideration  —  of  which,  as 
may  be  supposed.  1  was  little  inclined  to  avail  myself.  Mr. 
Aminadab.  however,  in  his  I'm jucnt  visits  to  the  Fleet,  persisted 
in  saying  that  I  was  a  poor-spirited  creature,  a  mere  tool  in 
liron^h's  hands,  and  had  not  saved  a  shilling.  Opinions,  how- 
ever, ditl'ered  ;  and  I  believe  it  was  considered  l.\  ;h«-  turnkeys 
that  I  was  a  fellow  of  exquisite  dissi-nulat ion.  who  hail  put  on 
the  appearance  of  poverty  in  order  more  effectually  to  mislead 
the  public. 

Messrs.  Ahednego  and  Son  were  similarly  held  up  to  public 
odium:  and,  in  fact,  \\hat  were  the  exact  d«  -alines  of  these  gen- 
tlemen with  Mr.  lirough  I  have  never  been  able  to  learn.  It 
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was  proved  by  the  books  that  large  sums  of  money  had  been 
Maid  to  Mr.  Abednego  by  (he  Company  ;  but  lie  produced  docu- 
ments signed  b}'  Mr.  Brough,  which  made  the  latter  and  the 
West  Diddlesex  Association  his  debtors  to  a  still  further 
amount.  On  the  day  J  went  to  the  Bankruptcy  Court  to  be 
examined,  Mr.  Abednego  and' the  two  gentlemen  from  HoumN- 
ditch  were  present  to  swear  to  their  debts,  and  made  a  sad 
noise,  and  uttered  a  vast  number  of  oaths  in  attestation  of  their 
claim.  But  Messrs.  Jackson  and  Paxton  produced  against 
them  that  very  Irish  porter  who  was  said  to  have  b«-en  the 
cause  of  the  lire,  and,  I  am  told,  hinted  that  they  had  matter 
for  hanging  the  Jewish  gents  if  the}"  persisted  in  their  demand. 
On  this  they  disappeared  altogether,  and  no  more  was  ever  heard 
of  their  losses.  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  our  director  had 
had  money  from  Abednego  —  had  given  him  shares  as  bonus 
and  security  —  had  been  suddenly  obliged  to  redeem  these 
shares  with  read}'  money  ;  and  so  had  precipitated  the  ruin  of 
himself  and  the  concern.  It  is  needless  to  sa}'  here  in  \vhat 
a  multiplicity  of  companies  Brough  was  engaged.  That  in 
which  poor  Mr.  Tidd  invested  his  mone}'  did  not  pa}'  2d. 
in  the  pound;  and  that  was  the  largest  dividend  paid  by  any 
of  them. 

As  for  ours  —  ah  !  there  was  a  pretty  scene  as  I  was  brought 
from  the  Fleet  to  the  Bankruptcy  Court,  to  give  my  testimony  as 
late  head  clerk  and  accountant  of  the  West  Diddlesex  Asso- 
ciation. 

My  poor  wife,  then  very  near  her  time,  insisted  upon  ac- 
companying me  to  Basinghall  Street;  and  so  did  my  friend 
Gus  Hoskins,  that  true  and  honest  fellow.  If  you  had  seen 
the  crowd  that  was  assembled,  and  the  hubbub  that  was  made 
as  I  was  brought  up  ! 

"Mr.  Titmarsh,"  says  the  Commissioner  as  I  came  to  the 
table,  with  a  peculiar  sarcastic  accent  on  the  Tit — "  Mr.  Tit- 
marsh,  you  were  the  confidant  of  Mr.  Brough,  the  principal 
clerk  of  Mr.  Brough,  and  a  considerable  shareholder  in  the 
company  ?  " 

"  Only  a  nominal  one,  sir,"  said  I. 

"  Of  course,  only  nominal,"  continued  the  Commissioner, 
turning  to  his  colleague  with  a  sneer ;  "  and  a  great  comfort  it 
must  be  to  you,  sir,  to  think  that  you  had  a  share  in  all  the 
plun  —  the  profits  of  the  speculation,  and  now  can  free  yourself 
from  the  losses,  by  saying  you  are  only  a  nominal  share- 
holder." 

"The  infernal  villain  !  "  shouted  out  a  voice  from  the  crowd. 
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It  irafl  that  ->f  the  furious  half-pay  captain  ami  late  sin 
Captain  Sparr. 

••Silence  in  the  euiirt.  tin  "e  !  "   the  ('•  »iiinii-  -  >ntinU6Ch 

and  all  this  \\hile  .Man  wa-  an\iou>Iy  looking  in  hi-  fa<  «-.  ami 
then  in  mine.  :is  pale  a-  death  ;  while  <  .11-.  <»n  tin- 
as  red  as  vermilion.  "  Mr.  Titmar-h.  I  ha\e  hail  the  «j«n»d  for- 
tune ti»  MO  a  list  of  \««ur  debts  from  the  In-ol\eiit  (  onrt.  and 
iind  that  \ou  are  indebted  to  Mr.  Stilt/.,  the^reat  tailor,  in  a 
hand-nine  sum  ;  to  Mr.  I'olonin-.  the  < •»  hbrated  jeweller,  like- 
\\i-e:  to  fashionable  milliners  and  liters,  moreOV 

and  all  this  upon  a  salary  of  L'OO/.  per  annuni.      For  so  yonni:  a 
-eiitleman.  it  must  he  confessed    \oii    have  empli)\  i-d    \oiii-liine 

welL" 

k-  Mas   this   anythiiiLT   to  do  with   the  question,  >ir:  " 
••  Am    I    here    to   j^ive    an    aeeonnt    ••!'  in  or    t«» 

speak  a-  to  what   I  know    regard in.ir  the  allair-  «>!'  the  ci»mpan\  ? 
A^    !'<»r    m\    share   in   it,   1   liivve  a   mother,   sir,   and   man. 
(era  -" 

"  The  d  — d  scoundrel  !  "  shouts  the  captain. 

"  Silence  that  there  fellow  '.  "   sh<>nt-   (in-,  as  bold  as  br««c ' 
at  which  the  court  hurst  out  lan«iliinjr,  ami  this  jzave  :n-     ,., 
to  prt)eeed. 

•  My  mother,  sir.  four  years  since,  having  :i  legacy  of  400/. 
left  to  her,  ad\i>ed  with  her  solicitor,  Mr.  Sinitlicrs,  how  -he 
should  dispose  of  this  sum  ;  and  as  the  Independent  \\'est  Did- 
dle>ex  was  jii-t,  then  established,  the  money  wa-  |»laeed  in  an 
annuity  in  that  olliee.  where  I  procured  a  el«  rkship  Von  may 
suppose  me  a  \eiy  hardened  criminal,  bei-au-i-  1  lia\- 
elothes  of  Mr.  Von  Stiltx  ;  but  you  will  hardly  fancy  that  I, 
u  lad  of  nineteen,  knew  an\  tliinir  of  the  concei-n-  (»f  the  com- 
pany into  whose  service  I  entered  as  twentieth  clerk,  my  own 
mother's  money  paying,  as  it  were,  for  my  place.  Weil.  sir. 
the  interest  offered  liy  the  company  was  so  tempting,  that  a 
rich  relative  of  mine  was  induced  to  purchase  a  number  of 

ghai 

"  Who  induced  your  relative,  if  I  may  make  so  bold  as  ^ 

inquire ':  " 

"  I  can't  help  owning,  sir,"  says  I.  blushing,  "that  T  wrote 
a  letter  myself.  Hut  consider,  my  relative  was  sixty  years  old, 
and  I  was  twenty-one.  My  relative  took  >e\er:ii  months  t<>  COB- 
sider,  and  had  the  advice  of  her  lawyers  before  -he  acceded  to 
my  request.  And  I  made  it  at  the  instigation  <»f  .Mr.  Urolith, 
who  dietiited  the  letter  which  I  wrote,  and  who  I  really  thought 
then  was  as  rich  as  Mr.  Rothschild  himself." 
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"  Your  friend  placed  her  money  in  your  name;  and  you,  if 
I  mistake  not,  Mr.  Titmarsh,  were  suddenly  plaeed  over  the 
heads  of  twelve  of  your  fellow-clerks  as  a  reward  for  your  ser- 
vice in  obtaining  it?" 

44  It  is  very  true,  sir,"  —  and,  as  I  confessed  it,  poor  Mary 
began  to  wipe  her  eyes,  and  Gus's  ears  (I  could  not  see  his 
face)  looked  like  two  red-hot  muffins  —  "it's  quite  true,  sir; 
and  as  matters  have  turned  out,  I  am  heartily  sorry  for  what  I 
did.  But  at  the  time  I  thought  I  could  serve  my  aunt  as  well 
as  myself ;  and  you  must  remember,  then,  how  high  our  shares 
were." 

"Well,  sir,  having  procured  this  sum  of  nione}'  you  were 
straightway  taken  into  Mr.  Brough's  confidence.  You  were  re- 
ceived into  his  house,  and  from  third  clerk  speedily  became 
head  clerk  ;  in  which  post  you  were  found  at  the  disappearance 
of  your  worth}T  patron  !  " 

"  Sir,  you  have  no  right  to  question  me,  to  be  sure  ;  but  here 
are  a  hundred  of  our  shareholders,  and  I'm  not  unwilling  to 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it,"  said  I,  pressing  Mary's  hand.  "  I 
certainly  was  the  head  clerk.  And  why?  Because  the  other 
gents  left  the  office.  I  certainly  was  received  into  Mr. 
Brough's  house.  And  why?  Because,  sir,  my  aunt  had  more 
money  to  lay  out.  I  see  it  all  clearly  now,  though  I  could  not 
understand  it  then  ;  and  the  proof  that  Mr.  Brough  wanted  my 
aunt's  mone3r,  and  not  rne,  is  that,  when  she  came  to  town,  our 
director  carried  her  by  force  out  of  my  house  to  Fulham,  and 
never  so  much  as  thought  of  asking  me  or  my  wife  thither. 
Ay,  sir,  and  he  would  have  had  her  remaining  mone3T,  had  not 
her  lawyer  from  the  country  prevented  her  disposing  of  it.  Be- 
fore the  concern  finally  broke,  and  as  sc  /n  as  she  heard  there 
was -doubt  concerning  it,  she  took  back  her  shares  —  scrip 
shares  they  were,  sir,  as  you  know  —  and  has  disposed  of  them 
as  she  thought  fit.  Here,  sir,  and  gents,"  says  I,  "you  have 
the  whole  of  the  histor}"  as  far  as  regards  me.  In  order  to  get 
her  only  son  a  means  of  livelihood,  my  mother  placed  her  little 
money  with  the  company  —  it  is  lost.  "  My  aunt  invested  larger 
sums  with  it,  which  were  to  have  been  mine  one  day,  and  they 
are  lost  too ;  and  here  am  I,  at  the  end  of  four  years,  a  dis- 
graced and  ruined  man.  Is  there  any  one  present,  however 
much  he  has  suffered  by  the  failure  of  the  company,  that  has 
had  worse  fortune  through  it  than  I?" 

"  Mr.  Titmarsh,"  says  Mr.  Commissioner,  in  a  much  more 
friendly  way,  and  at  the  same  time  casting  a  glance  at  a  news- 
paper reporter  that  was  sitting  hard  by,  "your  story  is  not 


AND  TIIK   (-i;i:  \  I    UOGGARTI   DIAMOND  97 

likely  to  get  into  tin-  newspapers  ;  for.  |fl  JTQU  > :'\,  »t  is  a 
private  atfair,  which  \  on  had  no  need  to  speak  of  unless  vou 
thought  proper,  and  may  be  considered  as  a  eunlidential  con- 
\ei-ation  between  us  ami  the  other  irentleinen  here,  lint  if  it 
c<mld  be  made  public,  it  mi^ht  do  s.»me  <_rood.  ami  warn  people, 
if  they  */•<'//  In-  warned.  against  tin-  folly  of  Mich  enterprises  as 
that  in  which  you  have  been  en^ai^d.  It  is  «juit«.  clear.  tVoin 
your  story,  that  yon  have  been  deeeived  .,  ,  as  any 
one  of  the  prisons  present.  lint  look  \oii.  (Iff,  if  you  had 
noi  IK-CM  so  eager  after  uain.  I  tliink  you  would  not 
allowed  yourself  to  In- «lreei\vd.  and  would  have  kept  your  rela- 
tive's   icy,  and  inherited  it.  acrnrdini:  to  your  story,  one 

day  or  other.  Directly  people  expect  to  make  a  lar-<-  intcn^I, 
their  judgment  BeeOli  to  .lc-crl  them:  and  hccaii-c  they  \\i>h 
for  profit,  they  think  they  arc  sure  of  it,  and  di>reiiard  all 
warnings  and  all  prudein  c.  lioides  the  hundi-cds  of  honest 

Vainilics  who  have  been  ruined   \>\  merely  placing  ( lidence  in 

this  association  of  yours,  and  who  deserve  tin-  heartiest  pity, 
there  are  hundreds  more  who  have  embarked  in  it.  like  your- 
self, not  for  investment,  hut  tor  speculation  :  and  these,  upon 
my  word,  deserve  the  fate  they  have  met  with.  As  long  && 
dividends  are  paid.no  <jnestioii-  are  a^k,  d  :  and  Mr.  liron.irli 
miLiht  have  taken  tin-  money  lor  his  shareholders  on  the  high- 
road, and  they  would  have  pocketed  it.  and  not  l>ecn  too 
curious,  lint  what's  the  use  of  talking ?  "  says  Mr.  Commis- 
sioner, in  a  passion  :  ••  here  is  (,ue  ntirue  detecteil.  and  a 
thousand  dupes  made  :  and  if  another  swindler  starts  to-morrow, 
there  will  he  a  thousand  more  of  his  victims  round  this  table  a 
yea:-  hence;  and  so.  1  suppose,  to  the  end.  And  now  let's  go 
to  business,  izentlemen.  and  excuse  this  sermon." 

After  u-ivinir  an  account  of  all  I  knew,  which  was  very  lit- 
tle, other  trenu  who  were  employed  in  the  concern  were  ex- 
amined ;  and  1  went  back  to  prison,  with  my  poor  little  wife 
on  my  arm.  We  had  to  pass  throiiirh  the  crowd  in  the  rooms, 
and  my  heart  bled  Af  1  -aw.  amongst  a  score  of  Others,  poor 
date-.  Kroimh's  porter,  who  had  advanced  e\er\  shilling  to 
his  master,  and  was  now.  with  ten  children,  houseless  and  pen- 
niless in  his  old  a^e.  Captain  Sparr  was  in  this  neighbor- 
hood, but  by  no  means  so  friendly  disposed ;  for  while  Gates 
touched  his  hat,  as  if  I  had  been  a  lord,  the  little  captain 
came  forward  threatening  with  his  baml)oo-cane,  and  swearing 
with  great  oaths  that  1  was  an  accomplice  of  Brougfi,  ik  Cnrse 
yon  for  a  smooth-faced  seoundivl  !  "  says  he.  "  What  busi- 
ness have  ^ou  to  ruin  uii  English  ^ciiUuujuu,  as  you  have  me?" 
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And  again  he  advanced  with  his  stick.  But  this  time,  officer 
as  he  was,  Gus  took  him  by  the  collar,  and  shoved  him  back, 
and  said,  "  Look  at  the  lady,  3-011  brute,  and  hold  your  tongue  ! ' 
And  when  he  looked  at  my  wile's  situation,  Captain  S parr  be- 
came redder  for  shame  than  he  had  before  been  for  anger. 
44  I'm  sorry  she's  married  to  such  a  good-for-nothing,"  muttered 
he,  and  fell  back;  and  my  poor  wife  and  I  walked  out  of  the 
court,  and  back  to  our  dismal  room  in  the  prison. 

It  was  a  hard  place  for  a  gentle  creature  like  her  to  be  con- 
fined in  ;  and  I  longed  to  have  some  of  my  relatives  with  her 
when  her  time  should  come.  But  her  grandmother  could  not 
leave  the  old  lieutenant ;  and  my  mother  had  written  to  say 
that,  as  Mrs.  Iloggarty  was  with  us,  she  was  quite  as  well  at 
home  with  her  children.  "  What  a  blessing  it  is  for  you,  under 
your  misfortunes,"  continued  the  good  soul,  "  to  have  the  gen- 
erous purse  of  3'our  aunt  for  succor! "  (Generous  purse  of  my 
aunt,  indeed!  "Where  could  Mrs.  Iloggarty  be?  It  was  evi- 
dent that  she  had  not  written  to  any  of  her  friends  in  the 
country,  nor  gone  thither,  as  she  threatened. 

But  as  m}'  mother  had  already  lost  so  much  money  through 
my  unfortunate  luck,  and  as  she  had  enough  to  do  with  her 
little  pittance  to  keep  my  sisters  at  home  ;  and  as,  on  hear- 
ing of  my  condition,  she  would  infallibly  have  sold  her  last 
gown  to  bring  me  aid,  Mary  and  I  agreed  that  we  would  not 
let  her  know  what  our  real  condition  was  —  bad  enough  !  heaven 
knows,  and  sad  and  cheerless.  Old  Lieutenant  Smith  had 
likewise  nothing  but  his  half-pay  and  his  rheumatism  ;  so  we 
were,  in  fact,  quite  friendless. 

That  period  of  my  life,  and  that  horrible  prison,  seem  to  me 
like  recollections  of  some  fever.  What  an  awful  place  !  —  not 
for  the  sadness,  strangely  enough,  as  I  thought,  but  for  the 
gayety  of  it;  for  the  long  prison  galleries  were,  I  remember, 
foil  of  life  and  a  sort  of  grave  bustle.  All  day  and  all  night 
doors  were  clapping  to  and  fro ;  and  you  heard  loud  voices, 
oaths,  footsteps,  and  laughter.  Next  door  to  our  room  was 
one  where  a  man  sold  gin,  under  the  name  of  tape ;  and  here, 
from  morning  till  night,  the  people  kept  up  a  horrible  revelry  ; 
and  sang  —  sad  songs  some  of  them:  but  my  dear  little  girl 
was,  thank  God  !  unable  to  understand  the  most  part  of  their 
ribaldry.  She  never  used  to  go  out  till  nightfall  ;  and  all  day 
she  sat  working  at  a  little  store  of  caps  and  dresses  for  the  ex- 
pected stranger  —  and  not,  she  says  to  this  da3',  unhappy. 
But  the  confinement  sickened  her,  who  had  been  used  to  happy 
country  air,  and  she  grew  daily  paler  and  paler. 
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Tho  Fives'  Court  iras  opposite  our  windo*  :  andh<       I 

very  unwillingly  :i1  first,  but  afterwards.  1  do  confers,  v\ilh 
much  caiicruc-s-,  lo  take  a  couple  of  hours'  dail\  -port,.  All! 

is  a  .strange  place.      Tl  -in  aristocracy  there  a < 

where,  —  amount    other   '_rcnN.  a   son   of  m\     I.,  .rd    l)i-ue. 
and    many  of  the  men  in  the  prison  \\.-i.  (,,  walk   with 

him,  and   talked  of  hi>   family    as    kn<.\\  in-|\ ,  a^    if  (1 
Bond  Street  bocks.      l'o«»r  'I'idd.    especially,   was   one  of  i 
(  )f  all  his  fortune  he  had  nothing    iH't    I'til    a   div^jn^-ra-e  and 
a  tl.)\vereil  dress iu^-^own  ;    and  to  the-,,    ]  »ns  he  added  a 

line  pair  of  moustaches,  witli  \\hiehthe  po..r  Creature  strutted 
about  ;  and  though  cnrMnjj,  his  ill-fortune.  \\  .  .  I  do  believe,  as 
happy  whenever  his  friends  brought  him  a  guinea,  as  lie  h:id 
lieen  durin-j;  his  brief  can  er  a>  a  Lfiitleinan  on  town.  I  have 

•een  sauntering  dandies  in  wateiin--plaees  n^lin^  the  \\OMUMI. 

watching  f:ip-rly  for  ^teamln  >at  s  :md  BtHge-OOOCllfiS  as  if  their 
lives  depended  upon  them,  and  Miutlin^  all  day  in  jackets  up 
and  down  the  public  walks.  Well,  there  arc  such  fellow--  in 
prisons;  (jiiite  as  dandified  and  fo<.li>h.  only  ;i  little  mop- 
shal>l>y  —  dandi»-s  with  dirty  Iteaids  and  Imles  at  their  ell»o\vs. 

I  <iid  not  li'o  near  what  is  called  the  poor  .side  of  the  pri-,,,u 
—  I  tlni-fil  not.  that  was  tin-  lac! .  lint  our  little  stock  of  money 
WAS  mnning  low ;  and  my  heart  sickened  to  think  what,  inii^ht 
'•e  m\  dear  wife's  fate,  and  on  what  sort  of  a  conch  our  child 
miirht  Ite  horn.  Hut  he:i\<  n  spared  me  that  p:uiir.  — -  In-, 
and  my  dear,  ^ood  friend,  (ins  Ilosl<ius. 

The  attorneys  \n  whom  .Mr.  Smithers  recommended  me,  told 
me  that  I  could  ^et  Iravc  to  live  in  the  rules  of  the  Meet,  could 
I  procure  sureties  to  the  marshal  of  the  prison  for  the  amount 
of  the  detainer  lod-jed  against  me:  Imt  though  I  look*  d  Mr. 
lilatherwiek  hard  in  the  face,  lie  never  oil. -red  to  irive  the  l»:iii 
for  me.  and  I  knew  no  housekeeper  in  London  who  would  pro- 
cure it.  There  vras,  iiou.ver.  one  whom  I  did  not  know. — and 
that  was  old  Mr.  lloskins.  the  leath.  of  Skinner  Street, 

ti  kind  fat  Lreiitleman,  who  brought  his  fat  wife  to  BC€  Mrs.  Tit- 
marsh  ;  and  though  the  lad\  gave  herself  rather  pat roni/.iii'j; 
airs,  (her  husband  IHMU^  iVee  of  the  Skinners'  Company,  uid 
l)iiMin«r  fair  to  be  Alderman,  nay.  Lord  Mayor  of  the  first  cit}* 
in  the  world.)  she  seemed  heartily  to  sympathize  with  Us  ;  and 
her  husband  -tiiTed  and  bustled  about  until  the  requisite  i- 
was  obtained,  and  I  was  allowed  comparative  liberty. 

\^    for   lodiriii«j,s.    they    \\  i    had.      My   oM   lan«llnd\. 

Mrs.  stokes,  sent  her  Jemima  to  BftJ  that  her  first  iloor  wa-  at 
our  service;  and  when  \\e  had  lak  :  Mo^-e— ion  of  it.  and  1 
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offered  at  the  end  of  the  week  to  pay  her  bill,  the  good  soul, 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  told  me  that  she  did  not  want  for  money 
now,  and  that  she  knew  I  had  enough  to  do  with  what  I  had. 
I  did  not  refuse  her  kindness  ;  for,  indeed,  I  had  but  five 
guineas  left,  and  ought  not  by  rights  to  have  thought  of  such 
expensive  apartments  as  hers :  but  my  wife's  time  was  very 
near,  and  I  could  not  bear  to  think  that  she  should  want  for 
any  comfort  in  her  lying-in. 

That  admirable  woman,  with  whom  the  Misses  Hoskins  came 
every  day  to  keep  company  —  and  very  nice,  kind  ladies  they 
are  —  recovered  her  health  a  good  deal,  now  she  was  out  of  the 
odious  prison  and  was  enabled  to  take  exercise.  How  gayly  did 
we  pace  up  and  down  Bridge  Street  and  Chatham  Place,  to  be 
sure !  and  yet,  in  truth,  I  was  a  beggar,  and  felt  sometimes 
ashamed  of  being  so  happ}^. 

With  regard  to  the  liabilities  of  the  Company  my  mind  was 
now  made  quite  eas}T ;  for  the  creditors  could  only  come  upon 
our  directors,  and  these  it  was  rather  difficult  to  find.  Mr. 
B rough  was  across  the  water ;  and  I  must  sa}r,  to  the  credit  of 
that  gentleman,  that  while  everybody  thought  he  had  run  away 
with  hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds,  he  was  in  a  garret  at 
Boulogne,  with  scarce  a  shilling  in  his  pocket,  and  his  fortune 
to  make  afresh.  Mrs.  Brough,  like  a  good,  brave  woman, 
remained  faithful  to  him,  and  only  left  Fulham  with  the  gown 
on  her  back ;  and  Miss.  Belinda,  though  grumbling  and  sadly 
out  of  temper,  was  no  better  off.  For  the  other  directors, — 
when  they  came  to  inquire  at  Edinburgh  for  Mr.  Mull,  W.S.,  it 
appeared  there  ivas  a  gentleman  of  that  name,  who  had  practised 
in  Edinburgh  with  good  reputation  until  1800,  since  when  he 
had  retired  to  the  Isle  of  Skye  ;  and  on  being  applied  to,  knew 
no  more  of  the  West  Diddlesex  Association  than  Queen  Anne 
did.  General  Sir  Dionysius  O'Halloran  had  abruptly  quitted 
Dublin,  and  returned  to  the  republic  of  Guatemala.  Mr.  Shirk 
went  into  the  Gazette.  Mr.  Macraw,  M.P.  and  King's  coun- 
sel, had  not  a  single  guinea  in  the  world  but  what  he  received 
for  attending  our  board ;  and  the  only  man  seizable  was  Mr. 
Mansta-aw,  a  wealthy  navy  contractor,  as  we  understood,  at 
Chatham.  He  turned  out  to  be  a  small  dealer  in  marine  stores, 
and  his  whole  stock  in  trade  was  not  worth  Wl.  Mr.  Abednego 
was  the  other  director,  and  we  have  already  seen  what  became 
of  him. 

"  Why,  as  there  is  no  danger  from  the  West  Diddlesex," 
suggested  Mr.  Hoskins,  senior,  "  should  you  not  now  endeavor 
to  make  an  arrangement  with  your  civuilors ;  and  who  can 
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make   ii   better   bargain  with   them    than    pivitx    Mrs.  Titn. 
licrc,  xvho-e  SWeef  eye*  would  .-often  tin-   hardest-hearted   tailor 

or  milliner  that  ever  lived ':  " 

AecordinLiI',  .  mx  dear  nirl.  one  bright  day  in  rVhniarx  .  -hook 
inc  by  tin-  hand,  and  bidding  me  In-  <>!'  irood  «  hr.-r.  -et  «>tl'  with 

(, us  in  a  '•".•i<  ii.  i"  pa\  a  risit  to  ihoM-  pertoot.     Little  did  I 

think   a    vear   before,   that    tin-    daughter   of   the    gallant    Smith 
should  ever  be  compelled  t<>  In-  a  -uppliant  t"  tailor*  and  Ii 
dashers;    but    A//«\   heaven    ble»    her!     1'rlt    none    <•!'  thr    shame 

wliidi  oppn-ssnl  nit OrfO&she  it-It  n«.in-  —and  \vt  nt   auav, 

untiling  doubting)  <>u  IHT  t-rrand. 

In  tht-  cvt-ninu'  >li«'  caint-  liack.  and  niv  lu-art  thnmpfd  to 
know  tin1  nt-\vs.  I  •-aw  it  was  had  l>y  II«M  .  1  ••!  -onn-  tinit? 

sin-  did  not  ^pt-ak.  l)iit  lookfd  a^  pair  as  drath.  and  wt-pt  a^  -he 
mi'.     "  )""'/  >pcak.  Mr.  AiiL:n>tu>."  at  la-t  >aid  >ht\  sob- 
;  and  ><>  ( ins  told  nu>  the  circumstances  of  that  dismal  day. 

"  What  do  yon  think,  Sam?"  says  he;  "that  int'rrnal  aunt 
of  yours,  at  whose  command  you  had  the  things,  has  writtt-n  to 
thr  tradt-siiM-n  to  say  that  yon  an-  a  swindler  and  impost. >r  ; 
that  yon  jjixv  <.nt  that  s/n>  ordrivd  the  ^nuds  ;  that  she  i> 
to  drop  down  d<-ad.  and  to  take  her  l.iMf-oat h  she  never  did  any 
such  thiiiLT,  and  that  lh«-y  inn^t  lo«»k  to  \«>n  alone  for  payment. 
Not  one  of  them  would  hear  of  letting  you  out;  and  a-  !'.>r 
Mantalini.  the  sronndivl  wa-  s«»  inxilmt  that  I  ir-'ive  him  a  box 
on  the  ear,  and  would  have  half  killed  him.  only  poor  Mary  — 
.Mrs.  Titmai-h  I  mean  —  screamed  and  fainted:  and  I  brought 
her  away,  and  here  she  is,  as  ill  as  can  be." 

That  niuh;  ;he  indefatigable  Gus  was  ohliired  to  run  |>ost- 
liaste  for  Dr.  Salts,  and  next  morning  a  little  hoy  was  l»<>rn. 
I  did  not  know  whether  to  !><•  --id  <>r  happy,  as  they  showed  me 
the  little  weakly  thin^  :  '>nt  Mary  was  the  happiest  woman. 
declared,  in  the  world,  and  1'orj.ot  all  her  sorrows  in  nursing 
the  poor  baby:  -he  went  bravely  through  her  time,  and  vowed 
that  it  was  the  loveliest  child  in  the  world  ;  and  that  though 
Lady  Tiptoif,  whose  eonlineinent  we  read  of  as  having  taken 
place  the  same  day.  miuht  have  a  silk  bed  and  a  fine  house  in 
(•ro-venor  square,  she  never,  never  could  have  such  a  beanti- 
ful  child  as  our  dear  little  Gus  :*  for  after  whom  should  we  have 
named  the  boy,  if  not  after  our  good,  kind  friend?  U'e  had  a 
little  party  at  the  christening,  and  I  assure  you  were  very  merry 
over  our  tea. 

The  mother,  thank  heaven!  wa-  very  well,  and  it  did  one's 
heart  <n>od  to  see  her  in  that  attitude  in  which  I  think  every 
woman,  be  the  t-vcr  so  plain,  looks  beautilul  —  with  her  baby 
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at  her  bosom.  The  child  was  sickly,  but  she  did  not  sec  it; 
we  were  very  poor,  but  what  cared  she?  She  had  no  leisure  to 
be  sorrowful  as  1  was  :  1  had  my  last  guinea  now  in  my  pocket. ; 

and  when  that  was  gom ah!  my  heart  sickened  to  think  of 

what  was  to  come,  and  I  prayed  for  strength  and  guidance,  and 
in  the  midst  of  my  perplexities  felt  yet  thankful  that  the  danger 
of  the  confinement  was  over;  and  that  for  the  worse  fortune 
which  was  to  befall  us,  my  dear  wife  was  at  least  prepared,  and 
strong  in  health. 

1  told  Mrs.  Stokes  that  she  must  let  us  have  a  cheaper  room 
—  a  garret  that  should  cost  but  a  few  shillings  ;  and  though  the 
good  woman  bade  me  remain  in  the  apartments  we  occupied, 
yet,  now  that  my  wife  was  well,  I  felt  it  would  be  a  crime  to 
deprive  my  kind  landlady  of  her  chief  means  of  livelihood  ;  and 
at  length  she  promised  to  get  me  a  garret  as  I  wanted,  and  to 
make  it  as  comfortable  as  might  be;  and  little  Jemima  declared 
that  she  would  be  glad  beyond  measure  to  wait  on  the  mother 
and  the  child. 

The  room,  then,  was  made  ready  ;  and  though  I  took  some 
pains  not  to  speak  of  the  arrangement  too  suddenly  to  Mary, 
yet  there  was  no  need  of  disguise  or  hesitation  ;  for  when  at 
last  I  told  her — tk  Is  that  all?"  said  she,  and  took  my  hand 
with  one  of  her  blessed  smiles,  and  vowed  that  she  and  Jemima 
would  keep  the  room  as  prett}'  and  neat  as  possible.  u  And  I 
will  cook  your  dinners,"  added  she  ;  "for.  you  know  you  said 
I  make  the  best  roly-poly  puddings  in  the  world."  God  bless 
her !  I  do  think  some  women  almost  love  poverty  :  but  I  did 
not  tell  Mary  how  poor  I  was,  nor  had  she  any  idea  how 
lawyers',  and  prisons',  and  doctors'  fees  had  diminished  the  sum 
of  money  which  she  brought  me  when  we  came  to  the  Fleet. 

It  was  not,  however,  destined  that  she  and  her  child  should 
inhabit  that  little  garret.  We  were  to  leave  our  lodgings  on 
Monday  morning  ;  but  on  Saturday  evening  the  child  was  seized 
with  convulsions,  and  all  Sunday  the  mother  watched  and  prayed 
for  it :  but  it  pleased  God  to  take  the  innocent  infant  from  us, 
and  on  Sunday,  at  midnight,  it  lay  a  corpse  in  its  mother's 
bosom.  Amen.  We  have  other  children,  happy  and  well, 
now  round  about  us,  and  from  tfle  father's  heart  the  memory  of 
this  little  thing  has  almost  faded  ;  but  I  do  believe  that  every 
day  of  her  life  the  mother  thinks  of  the  first-born  that  was  with 
her  for  so  short  a  while  :  many  and  many  a  time  has  she  taken 
her  daughters  to  the  grave  in  Saint  Bride's,  where  he  lies 
buried  ;  and  she  wears  still  at  her  neck  a  little,  little  lock  of 
gold  hair,  which  she  took  from  the  head  of  the  infant  as  be  lay 
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smiling   in    his   <-olIin.      It    has   happened    l.»    me    to   for<_:<  I    the 
child's   liirth<l:iy.  1ml  to  her   never;   ami   often,  in   the   mid-t  ..(' 
common   talk,  come-,  >omething  that  sho\\>  -die   is  tliinkiinr  <>f 
tin-  child  still,  —  some  >imple  allusion  thai  i>  to   me  inexpfl 
My  a  I  feeling 

I  -hall  not  try  to  describe  her  grief,  lor  Mich  tiling  an* 
MCfed  and  SeCWl  :  ami  a  man  has  no  lui-ine^s  to  place  them 
on  paper  lor  all  the  world  to  read.  Nor  should  I  have  men- 
tioned the  child's  1ms  at  all.  l.nt  that  even  that  loss  was  the 
means  .'!'  a  -real  worldly  Me^iug  to  us;  as  my  wife  has  often 
with  tears  and  thanks  acknowle-1 

While  my  wile  was  weeping  over  her  child.  I  am  ashamed  t«> 
say   I   \\as   distracted  with    other   reeling-    I.e-ido  those  ,,r  ._.n«! 
lor   its    loss;    and    I    have    often    since  thought   what  a  maMer 
nay.  destroyer  —  of  the    affections    want    is.   and    have    leaned 
I'rom    experience    to    l»e    thankl'iil     for    r////7//    l>r«nl.      Tha' 
kiinwlcil^iiiciit    of  weakness    which    we   make    in    imploring   to 
i>c    idic\i-d    from    liuiiiit-r  and  from  temptation,  is  surely  widely 
put    in  our  daily  prayer.      Think  of  it.  yon  who  are   rich,  and 
take  heed  how  yon  turn  a  l>eir'_:ar  away. 

The  child  lay  there  in  its  wicker  cradle,  with  its  sweet  fixed 
smile  in  its  face  (I  think  the  anirels  in  heaven  mn>t  have  lu-cn 
irlad  to  welcome  that  pretty  innocent  smile)  :  and  it  uas  only 
the  ne\t  day.  after  my  wife  had  «;onc  to  lie  down,  and  I  Ml 
keeping  watch  l>y  it.  that  J  remembered  the  condition  of  its 
parenls,  and  thought.  I  can't  tell  with  what  a  pang,  that  I  had 
not  money  left  to  I uiry  the  little  thing,  and  wept  bitter  tears  of 
despair.  Now.  at  hot.  1  thought  I  must  apply  to  my  poor 
mother,  for  this  was  a  ^M-ivd  necessity;  and  I  took  paper, 
wrote  her  a  letter  at  the  l>al»y's  side,  and  told  her  of  our  condi- 
tion, lint,  thank  heaven!  'l  never  sent  the  letter;  for  as  1 
went  to  the  desk  to  get  sr:iling-\vax  and  seal  that  dismal  letter, 
my  eyes  fell  upon  the  diamond-pin  that  I  had  quite  forgotten, 
and  that  was  lying  in  the  drawer  of  the  desk. 

I  looked  into  the  bedroom,  —  my  poor  wife  was  asleep;  she 
had  lieen  watching  for  three  nights  and  days,  and  had  fallen 

p  from  sheer  fatigue:  and  I  ran  out  to  a  pawning, 
with  the  diamond,  and  received  seven  guiifras  for  it,  and  coming 
back  put  the  money  into  the  landlady's  hand,  and  told  her  to 
get  what  was  needful.  My  wife  was  still  asleep  when  I  came 
back  ;  and  when  she  woke,  we  persuaded  her  to  go  down  stairs 
to  the  landlad\'s  parlor;  and  meanwhile  the  necessary  prepa- 
rations were  made,  and  the  poor  child  consigned  to  its  cottin. 

The  next  day,  after  all  was  over.  MK.  Stokes  gave  me  back 
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three  out  of  the  seven  guineas  ;  and  then  I  could  not  help  sob~ 
bing  out  to  her  my  doubts  nnd  wretchedness,  telling  her  that 
this  was  the  last  money  1  had  ;  and  when  that  was  gone,  I 
knew  not  what  was  to  become  of  the  best  wile  that  ever  a  man 
was  blest  with. 

My  wife  was  down  stairs  with  the  woman.  Poor  Gus,  who 
was  with  me,  and  quite  as  much  affected  as  any  of  the  part}-, 
took  me  by  the  arm,  and  led  me  down  stairs ;  and  we  quite 
forgot  all  about  the  prison  and  the  rules,  and  walked  a  long, 
long  way  across  Blackfriars  Bridge,  the  kind  fellow  striving  as 
much  as  possible  to  console  me. 

When  we  came  back,  it  was  in  the  evening.  The  first  per- 
son who  met  me  in  the  house  was  my  kind  mother,  who  fell 
into  my  arms  with  many  tears,  and  who  rebuked  me  tenderly 
for  not  having  told  her  of  my  necessities.  She  never  should 
have  known  of  them,  she  said ;  but  she  had  not  heard  from  me 
since  I  wrote  announcing  the  birth  of  the  child,  and  she  felt 
uneasy  about  my  silence ;  and  meeting  Mr.  Smithers  in  the 
street,  asked  from  him  news  concerning  me  :  whereupon  that 
gentleman,  with  some  little  show  of  alarm,  told  her  that  he 
thought  her  daughter-in-law  was  confined  in  an  uncomfortable 
place ;  that  Mrs.  Hoggarty  had  left  us ;  finally,  that  I  was  in 
prison.  This  news  at  once  despatched  my  poor  mother  on  her 
travels,  and  she  had  only  just  come  from  the  prison,  where  she 
learned  my  address. 

I  asked  her  whether  she  had  seen  my  wife,  and  how  she 
found  her.  Rather  to  my  amaze  she  said  that  Mary  was  out 
with  the  landlady  when  she  arrived  ;  and  eight  —  nine  o'clock 
came,  and  she  was  absent  still. 

At  ten  o'clock  returned  —  not  my  wife,  but  Mrs.  Stokes, 
and  with  her  a  gentleman,  who  shook  hands  with  me  on  coming 
into  the  room,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Titmarsh,  I  don't  know  whether 
you  will  remember  me :  my  name  is  Tiptotf.  I  have  brought 
you  a  note  from  Mrs.  Titmarsh,  and  a  message  from  my  wife, 
who  sincerely  commiserates  your  loss,  and  begs  you  will  not  be 
uneasy  at  Mrs.  Titmarsh's  absence.  She  has  been  good  enough 
to  promise  to  pass  the  night  with  Lady  Tiptotf;  and  I  am  sure 
you  will  not  object  Hb  her  being  away  from  you,  while  she  is 
giving  happiness  to  a  sick  mother  and  a  sick  child."  After  u 
few  more  words,  my  lord  left  us.  My  wife's  note  only  said 
that  Mrs.  Stokes  would  tell  me  all. 
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CI I A  IT  Kit    XIII. 

Pf    WIIKII     .P    TS    SHoWN    TIIXT    A    GOOD    WIFF.    IS    TIIK    IJEST    HIA- 
M'»M»     A     MXN     «    AN     \\l..\li    IN     HIS    BOSOM. 

Mi:-.   TMM\I:>H.    ma'am,"  MJl   Mrs.   Stokes,    "before  I 

gratify  \niir  curiosity,  ma'am,  permit  MM-  to  oh>er\c  that  angels 

Wee;   :»nd   it's  rare   to   have   one,  much    moiv   t\\<>.   in   u 

family,       lioth   your  son  and  your  daughter-in-law,  ma'am,  an- 

of  that  uncommon  sort  ;    they  are.  now.  rech  .  ma'am." 

My  mother  said  she  thanked  <..»d  lor  l»otli  of  us ;  and  Mrs. 

Stokes   proceeded  :  

••  When  the  t'u —  when  the  seminary,  ma'am,  was  concluded 
this  morning,  your  poor  daughter-in-law  was  glad  to  take  shelter 
in  my  hmuMc  parlor,  ma'am  :  whnv  >ln-  wept,  and  t<jld  a  thou- 
sand M«»ries  of  the  little  ehcnil»  that's  jrone.  Heaven  bless  US  ! 
it  was  here  but  a  month.,  and  no  one  could  have  thought  it  could 
have  done  such  a  many  things  in  that  time.  Hut  a  mother's 
eyes  art-  clear,  ma'am  :  and  I  had  ju-t  such  another  an«rcl.  my 
/lear  little  Antony,  that  was  born  before  Jemima,  and  would 
.have  been  twenty-three  now  were  he  in  this  wicked  world, 
ma'am.  However,  I  won't  speak  of  him,  ma'am,  but  of  what 
took  place. 

"  You  must  know,  ma'am,  that  Mrs.  Titmarsh  remained 
down  stairs  while  Mr.  Samuel  was  talking  with  his  friend  Mr. 
lloskins:  and  the  poor  thing  would  not  touch  a  bit  of  dinner, 
though  we  had  it  made  comfortable;  and  after  dinner,  it  was 
with  dilliculty  I  could  get  her  to  Mip  a  little  drop  of  wine-and- 
water.  and  dip  a  toa>t  in  it.  It  was  the  lirst  morsel  that  had 
!  her  lips  tor  many  a  long  hour,  ma'am. 

14  Well,  she  would  not  speak,  and  I  thought  it  best  not  to 
interrupt  her;  but  she  sat  and  looked  at  my  two  youngest  that 
were  playing  on  the  rug;  and  ju>t  as  Mr.  Titmar>h  and  his 
friend  Gua  went  out,  the  bny  brought  the  newspaper,  ma'am, 
—  it  always  comes  from  three  to  four,  and  I  began  a-readi: 
it.  Hut  I  couldn't  read  much,  for  thinking  of  poor  Mi.  Sam'> 
sad  face  as  he  went  out,  and  the  >ad  story  he  told  me  about  his 
vioney  being  >o  low;  and  every  now  and  then  I  stopped  read- 
ing, and  bade  Mrs.  T.  not  to  take  on  so;  and  told  her  some 
stories  about  my  dear  little  Antony. 

"  'Ah!'  says  she,  bobbing,  and  looking  at  the  young  oneo, 
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'you  have  other  children,  Mrs.  Stokes;  but  that — that  was 
my  only  one  ; '  and  she  flung  back  in  her  chair,  and  cried  fit  to 
break  her  heart:  and  I  knew  that  the  cry  would  do  her  good, 
and  so  went  back  to  my  paper  —  the  Morniny  Post,  ma'am;  I 
always  read  it,  for  I  like  to  know  what's  a-going  on  in  the 
West  End. 

"  The  very  first  thing  that  my  eyes  lighted  upon  was  this  : 
— '  Wanted,  immediately,  a  respectable  person  as  wet-nurse. 
Apply  at  No.  — ,  Grosvenor  Square.'  '  Bless  us  and  save  us  ! ' 
says  I,  '  here's  poor  Lady  Tiptotf  ill ; '  for  1  knew  her  lady- 
ship's address,  and  how  she  was  confined  on  the  very  same  day 
with  Mrs.  T. :  and,  for  the  matter  of  that,  her  ladyship  knows 
my  address,  having  visited  here. 

"A  sudden  thought  came  over  me.  'My  dear  Mrs.  Tit- 
marsh,'  said  I,  '  you  know  how  poor  and  how  good  your  hus- 
band is.' 

kt  '  Yes,'  says  she,  rather  surprised. 

"  '  Well,  my  dear,'  says  I,  looking  her  hard  in  the  face, 
'  Lady  Tiptoff,  who  knows  him,  wants  a  nurse  for  her  son,  Lord 
Poynings.  Will  you  be  a  brave  woman,  and  look  for  the  place, 
and  mayhap  replace  the  little  one  that  God  has  taken  from 
you?' 

"  She  began  to  tremble  and  blush ;  and  then  I  told  her  what 
you,  Mr.  Sam,  had  told  me  the  other  day  about  your  money 
matters  ;  and  no  sooner  did  she  hear  it  than  she  sprung  to  her 
bonnet,  and  said,  '  Come,  come  : '  and  in  five  minutes  she  had 
me  by  the  arm,  and  we  walked  together  to  Grosvenor  Square. 
The  air  did  her  no  harm,  Mr.  Sam,  and  during  the  whole  of 
the  walk  she  never  cried  but  once,  and  then  it  was  at  seeing  a 
nursery-maid  in  the  Square. 

"A  great  fellow  in  livery  opens  the  door,  and  says,  4  You're 
the  forty-fifth  as  come  about  this  'ere  place ;  but,  fust,  let  me 
ask  you  a  preliminary  question.  Are  you  a  Hirishwomun  ? ' 

"  *  No,  sir,'  says  Mrs.  T. 

44 '  That  suffishnt,  mem,'  says  the  gentleman  in  plush ;  '  \ 
s«e  you're  not  by  your  axnt.  Step  this  way,  ladies,  if  you 
please.  You'll  find  some  more  candidix  for  the  place  up  stairs  ; 
but  I  sent  away  forty-four  happlicants,  because  they  was 
Hirish.' 

"We  were  taken  up  stairs  over  very  soft  carpets,  and 
brought  into  a  room,  and  told  by  an  old  lady  who  was  there  to 
speak  very  softly,  for  my  lady  was  only  two  rooms  off.  And 
when  I  asked  how  the  baby  and  her  ladyship  were,  the  old 
lady  told  me  both  were  pretty  well :  only  the  doctor  said 
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Tiplojf  uas   too   delicate    t«>    mir-e    an\     1 

eoU-id.Ted   Iieces-ai  \     t«)    ha\e    II    Wet-IHII--. 

••  1'liere  \v:is  :un >t her  \  "img  \\oman  in  the  mom — u  tall,  fine 
woman  M  pVei  yO  that  looked  \eiv  an-jry  and  ••<»n- 

temp-jliioii-;  ;,!    Mi-.    I     and  me,  ami  -aid.  •  l'\e  brought  a 
from    tin-   duchess    who-e   daughter    I    nu-t  ;   and    1    think.    .Mr-,. 
Hlenkin>op.    mem,    my    Lady   Tiptoif  may    luuk    far   before   -he 
finds   such    another    nu»   a>    me.       l-'i\r  ii'_rli.    had    tin- 

8mall-|>')\.    married    to  a   «-"|-|i<.ral    in  the    Lit'i  -_rii:ird->.    JUT: 
healthy,    U'si  nf  chara.-t.-r-.    only   drink   uat.-i  :   and  as  lor  th«- 
Child,  ma'am,  if  her   ladyship  had   six.    I'\c  a  |.l.-nt\    l'..r  th«-m 
all.' 

4iAs  the  woman  was  making  this  >|.ee«-li.  a  little  jientlrraan 
in  black  cam.'  in  I'mm  the  m-xt  room,  tn-adin^  M  ii'  uu*  v»-lv»-t. 
The  woman  iM  up.  and  made  him  a  low  en  ,.1  folding 

her  arms  ,.n  her  ^n-al  l»mad  che>t.  r.-p.-ated  liie  >p.  ech  she 
had  made  !»el'ore.  Mrs.  T.  did  nut  ^.-t  up  I'mm  her  chair,  hut 
only  made  a  >oit  <•!' a  l«o\\  ;  which,  to  !»«•  sure.  I  thought  \\.-i- 
ill  mannei-s.  as  this  m-ntleman  was  evidently  the  aputhe<ai\. 
lie  looked  hanl  at  her  and  said.  •  Well,  my  good  \\oman.  and 
:ire  you  come  about  the  pla<-e  too?' 

44  k  Yes,  sir,'  says  she,  l>liishinur. 

"  k  You  seem  \ei-y  del'u-ate.  How  old  i<  your  child?  Now 
many  have  you  had?  .\\'hat  characler  have  yOU?1 

••Your  uil'e  didn't  answer  a  woi'd  ;  JO  1  -t'-pped  up.  and 
said,  'Sir. 'says  I.  •  this  Iad\  has  ju-t  lo-l  h.-r  lir-t  child,  and 
isn't  u>e(l  to  lo<».\  lor  places,  l.eini;-  the  daiiLThter  of  a  captain  in 
the  navy;  so  you'll  excuse  h.-r  want  of  manners  in  not  getting 
up  wh'-u  you  came  in.' 

I'll.-  doctor  at  this  sat  down  and  hriran  talkin-j  very  kindly 
to  her:  he  said  he  \\.-is  afraid  that  her  application  would  he 
uusiicccs>i'iil.  as  Mrs.  I  loruer  cami-  very  strongly  recommended 
from  the  Duchess  of  Dun.-aster,  whose  relative  Lady  Tiptoff 
Ifas;  and  presently  my  lady  appean-d.  lookinir  very  pretty, 
ma'am,  in  an  elegant  lace-cap  and  a  sweet  mu-lin  n>(>e-de- 
sluti/i. 

"A  nurse  <  -ame  out  of  her  ladyship's  room  with  her;  and 

while  my  lady  was  talking  to  us.  walked  up  and  down  in  the 
next  room  with  somethiu-j;  in  her  arm-. 

kt  First,  my  lady   spoke   to  Mr-.  Hunter,  and   then   to    .V 
T.  ;   hut  all   the  while   she   was   talking.  Mr-.  Tilmar-h.  rather 
rudely,  as  I  thought,  ma'am,  was  looking  into  the  next  room: 
looking— looking  at  tin-  baby  there  with  all  her  might.     My 
Udy  asked  bet  h«-r   name,  and    if  -In4  had   any  character ;  aud 
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as  she  did  not  apeak,  I  spoae  up  for  her,  and  said  she  was  the 
wife  of  one  of  the  best  men  in  the  world ;  that  her  ladyship 
knew  the  gentleman,  too,  and  had  brought  him  a  haunch  of 
venison.  Then  Lady  Tiptoff  looked  up  quite  astonished,  and 
I  told  the  whole  stor}^ :  how  you  had  been  head  clerk,  and  that 
rascal,  Brough,  had  brought  you  to  ruin.  '  Poor  thing  ! '  said 
my  lady  :  Mrs.  Titmarsh  did  not  speak,  but  still  kept  looking 
at  the  baby ;  and  the  great  big  grenadier  of  a  Mrs.  Horner 
looked  angrily  at  her. 

44  '  Poor  thing  ! '  says  my  lady,  taking  Mrs.  T.'s  hand  very 
kind,  '  she  seems  very  young.  How  old  are  }rou,  my  dear?' 

44 '  Five  weeks  and  two  days  ! '  says  your  wife,  sobbing. 

"M^s.  Horner  burst  into  a  laugh;  but  there  was  a  tear 
in  my  lady's  eyes,  for  she  knew  what  the  poor  thing  was 
a-thinking  of. 

u  '  Silence,  woman  ! '  says  she  angrily  to  the  great  grenadier- 
woman  ;  and  at  this  moment  the  child  in  the  next  room  began 
crying. 

44  As  soon  as  your  wife  heard  the  noise,  she  sprung  from 
her  chair  and  made  a  step  forward,  and  put  both  her  hands  to 
her  breast  and  said,  4  The  child  —  the  child  —  give  it  me  ! '  and 
then  began  to  cry  again. 

4 '  My  lady  looked  at  her  for  a  moment,  and  then  ran  into 
the  next  room  and  brought  her  the  baby ;  and  the  baby  clung 
to  her  as  if  he  knew  her :  and  a  pretty  sight  it  was  to  see  that 
dear  woman  with  the  child  at  her  bosom. 

44  When  my  lady  saw  it,  what  do  you  think  sne  did?  After 
looking  on  it  for  a  bit,  she  put  her  arms  round  your  wife's  neck 
and  kissed  her. 

44  4  My  dear,'  said  she,  4 1  am  sure  you  are  as  good  as  you 
are  pretty,  and  you  shall  keep  the  child :  and  I  thank  God  for 
sending  you  to  me  ! ' 

44  These  were  her  very  words;  and  Dr.  Bland,  who  was 
standing  b}r,  says,  4  It's  a  second  judgment  of  Solomon  ! ' 

44 1  suppose,  my  lady,  }'ou  don't  want  me?'  sa/s  the  big 
woman,  with  another  curtsy. 

444  Not  in  the  least!'  answers  my  lady  haughtily,  and  the 
grenadier  left  the  room :  and  then  I  told  all  your  story  at  full 
length,  and  Mrs.  Blenkinsop  kept  me  to  tea,  and  I  saw  the 
beautiful  room  that  Mrs.  Titmarsh  is  to  have  next  to  Lady 
TiptofFs  ;  and  when  my  lord  came  home,  what  does  he  do  but 
insist  upon  coming  back  here  with  me  in  a  hackney-coach, 
as  he  said  he  must  apologize  to  you  for  keeping  your  wife 
away." 
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I  could  not  help,  in  my   own    mind.  r..tmrctiiig    thi- 
event   which,  in    tin-    initial    of  our   -MIK>W    came    !••   OOQSOlfi    u-. 
:IIK{  in  <nir  po\ert\  -  I  could  not  help  <••  >imect- 

ing  it,  with  tlir  iliiimnml  [tin.  :in<l  faiic\  i  ng  lh:it  tin-  « li-a|  >|  ><  ar- 
aii'-e  of  tlirit  ornament  had  somehow  brought  a  •  I  i  ili-n-nl  :nnl  u 
better  sort  ol'  luck  into  my  family.  And  though  go 
who  ivail  this,  may  call  UK-  a  poor-spirited  fellow  for  allo\\inu 
my  wife  logo  out  to  Kervice,  who  was  bred  a  lady  and  ought 
to  have  ser\:mK  herself :  yet.  for  my  part.  I  coiil  !  !  n<>t 
feel  ..lie  minute's  scruple  or  mort itieat ion  on  the  subject.  H' 
yon  love  a  person  i>  it  not  a  pl«-u>m e  to  fe(  1  (.hli-jed  t«.  liim? 
And  this,  in  consequence,  1  felt.  I  \V:IN  pi'oiid  and  happ^*  at 
IM-IM^  alile  to  think  that  my  dear  wife  >hould  In-  alile  to  labor 
and  earn  Itivad  !«»r  me,  now  misfortune  had  put  it  out  of  my 
r  to  support  me  and  her.  And  n<>w.  instead  of  making 
an\  retlectioiiN  «,f  my  own  upon  pi'i-oii-.lisciplinc.  I  will  ivcom- 
mend  the  reader  to  c«»ii>ult  that  admiraMe  chapter  in  the  life  of 
Mi.  Tickwick.  in  which  the  same  theme  is  handled,  and  whirli 
shows  how  silly  it  is  to  deprive  hoiie-t  men  of  the  means  of  lal»or 
just  at  tin-  moment  when  they  most  want  it.  What  could  I  do? 
There  were  one  or  two  gentfl  in  the  pri-oii  who  could  work  (liter- 
ary ^'iils, — one  wrote  hi>  ••  Travel-  in  Mesopotamia,"  and  the 
other  his  ••  Ski-tches  at  Almack'>."  in  the  place);  l)tit  all  the 
occupation  I  could  find  was  walking  down  Bridge  Street,  and 
then  up  Bridge  Street,  and  staring  at  Alderman  Waitliiiiun's  win- 
dow^.  and  then  at  the  Mack  man  who  *wept  the  crossing.  I 
never  gave  him  anything;  hut  I  envied  him  his  trade  and  his 
liroom,  and  the  money  that  continually  fell  into  his  old  hat. 
Hut  I  wa<  not  allowed  even  to  carry  a  broom. 

Twice  or  thrice  — tor  Lady  Tiptotf  did  not  wish  her  little 
l>o\  often  to  breathe  the  air  of  such  a  close  place  as  Salisbury 
Square  —  mv  dear  Mary  came  in  the  thundering  carriage  to  see 
me.  They  were  nurry  meetings;  and  —  if  the  truth  must  be 
told  -twice,  when  nobody  was  by,  I  jumped  into  the  carriage 
and  had  a  drive  with  her,  and  when  J  had  seen  her  home  jumped 
into  another  hackney-coach  and  drove  back.  lint  this  was 
onlv  twice  ;  for  the  s}*stem  was  dangerous,  and  it  might  bring 
me'  into  trouble,  and  it  cost  three  shillings  from  Grosvenor 
Square  to  Lndgatc  Hill. 

Here,  meanwhile,  my  good  mother  kept  me  company;  and 
what  should  we  read  of  one  day  but  the  marriage  of  Mrs. 
Hog'^arty  and  the  Rev.  Grimes  Wapshot!  My  mother,  who 
ne\er  loved  Mrs.  H.,  now  said  that  she  should  repent  all  her 
life  having  allowed  me  to  spend  so  much  of  my  time  with  that 
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odious,  ungrateful  woman  ;  and  added  that  she  and  I  too  were 
justly  punished  for  worshipping  tiie  mammon  <>!'  unrighteousnesfl 

and  forgetting  our  natural  feelings  ibr  the  sake  of  my  . •unit's  pul- 
try  lucre.  "  Well,  Amen  !  "  said  J.  "  This  is  the  end  of  nil  our 
fine  schemes  !  My  aunt's  money  and  my  mint's  diamonds  were 
the  causes  of  my  ruin,  and  now  they  are  clear  gone,  th.-ink 
heaven  !  and  I  hope  the  old  lady  will  be  happy  ;  and  I  must 
say  I  don't  env}'  the  Rev.  Grimes  Wapshot."  So  we  put  Mrs. 
lloggarty  out  of  our  thoughts,  and  made  ourselves  as  com- 
fortable as  might  be. 

Rich  and  great  people  are  slower  in  making  Christians  of 
their  children  than  we  poor  ones,  and  little  Lord  Poynings  was 
not  christened  until  the  month  of  June.  A  duke  was  one  god- 
father, and  Mr.  Edmund  Preston,  the  State  Secretary,  another ; 
and  that  kind  Lady  Jane  Preston,  whom  I  have  before  spoken 
of,  was  the  godmother  to  her  nephew.  She  had  not  long  been 
made  acquainted  with  my  wife's  history ;  and  both  she  and  her 
sister  loved  her  heartily  and  were  veiy  kind  to  her.  Indeed, 
there  was  not  a  single  soul  in  the  house,  high  or  low,  but  was 
fond  of  that  good  sweet  creature  ;  and  the  very  footmen  were 
as  ready  to  serve  her  as  they  were  their  own  mistress. 

"I  tell  you  what,  sir,"  sa}'s  one  of  them.  "You  see,  Tit 
my  boy,  I'm  a  connyshure,  and  up  to  snough  ;  and  if  ever  I  see 
a  lady  in  my  life,  Mrs.  Titmarsh  is  one.  I  can't  be  fimiliar 
with  her  —  I've  tried  —  " 

"Have3Tou,  sir?"  said  I. 

"  Don't  look  so  indignant !  I  can't,  I  say,  be  fimiliar  with 
her  as  I  am  with  }TOU.  There's  a  somethink  in  her,  a  jenny- 
squaw,  that  haws  me,  sir!  and  even  my  lord's  own  man,  that 
'as  'ad  as  much  success  as  any  gentleman  in  Europe  — -  he  says 
that  cuss  him  —  " 

"Mr.  Charles,"  says  I,  "tell  my  lord's  own  man  that,  if 
he  wants  to  keep  his  place  and  his  whole-  skin,  he  will  never 
address  a  single  word  to  that  lady  but  such  as  a  servant  should 
utter  in  the  presence  of  his  mistress  ;  and  take  notice  that  I  am 
a  gentleman,  though  a  poor  one,  and  will  murder  the  first  man 
who  does  her  wrong !  " 

Mr.  Charles  only  said  "  Gammin  !  "  to  this  :  but  psha  !  in 
bragging  about  my  own  spirit,  I  forgot  to  say  what  great  good 
fortune  my  dear  wife's  conduct  procured  for  me. 

On  the  christening-day,  Mr.  Preston  offered  her  first  a 
-five  and  then  a  twenty-pound  note  ;  but  she  declined  either  : 
but  she  did  not  decline  a  present  that  the  two  ladies  made  her 
together,  and  this  was  no  other  than  my  release  from  the  Fleet. 


AND    i  in:  GREAT   HOGG  ART!    i»i  \MOND.        ill 
Lord  TiptofTf  lawyer  paid  every  one  of  the  i.iiu  aLrain-t  UK. 

and  that  happy  eliriMeninij-day  in:nli-  UK-  a  l'r« •«•  mail.  Ah  '. 
who  shall  tell  the  pleasure  ol'lhat .  <l:n  ,  <•(  the  im-rrv  dinner  we 
had  in  Man's  room  at  Lord  Tiptotf's  h«>u-r  when  my  lord  am' 
my  lady  eanie  up  stall's  to  -hake  hands  with  me? 

••I  have  IKM-II  speaking  t«>  Mr.  I'ivM«»n."  aajfl  my  lord, 
"the  uvntleman  with  whom  you  had  the  memoiaMe  ijuam-1. 
and  he  ha^  f«  >r-i\  .-n  it  although  lie  was  in  the  wn.nir.and  prom- 
ises i.)  do  somethinir  lor  you.  We  are  -jcinu  down,  meanwhile, 
to  his  hoii-e  at  Richmond  :  and  he  sure.  .Mr  Titmarsh.  1  will 
not  Tail  to  keep  you  in  his  mind." 

"  Mrs.  Titmar>h  will  do  that."  say--  my  lady;  ••  foi  Ld- 
mnnd  is  woefully  >mitten  with  In  :  '.  "  And  Mary  blushed  and  I 

laughed,  and  we  were  all  very  happy:  and  sure  enough  then- 

eame  IVom  Richmond  a  letter  to  me.  Mating  that  I  wa-  ap- 
pointed fourth  clerk  in  the  Tape  and  >ealini(-wax  Otlicf,  with 
a  salary  of -SO/,  per  annum. 

lien-  perhaps  my  story  oiiuht   to  stop;    I'nr    I    \va-    happ\ 
la-t.and    ha\e    never   since,    tiiank    h«-aven  !    known    want:    hut 
<iu->  insists  that    I  should  add  Imw    I    LTave    up    til--    plaee    in    the 
Tape    and  Sealing-wax  (  Mlice.   and  lor  what   reason.       I 

(•client     Lady  .lane  1'ivMon  is   lonur  -one.  and    BO   i-    Mr.   1J 

oil1  in  an  apoplexy,  ami  there  is  no  harm  now  in  tellinir  the 
story. 

The  fact  was  that  Mr.  Preston  had  fallen  in  love  with  Mary 
in  a  much  more  serious  way  than  any  «»f  us  imairined  :  l'..r  I 
do  l.elieve  he  invited  his  hrothrr-in-law  to  Richmond  lor  no  oth-T 
purpose  than  *o  pay  court  t«>  his  son's  nurse.  And  one  day,  as  I 
WM  eoniinu.'  post- liable  to  thank  him  for  t lie  place  lie  had  proeuivd 
for  me.  lieiiiLT  direeted  hy  Mr.  Charles  to  the  ••  srriihh. 
as  lie  called  it,  which  led  down  to  the  river, — there,  sure 
enough.  I  found  Mr.  Preston,  on  his  knees  too.  on  the  gra\  el- 
walk,  and  hefore  him  Mary,  holding  the  little  lord. 

"  Dcare>t  creature:"  >a\-  Kr.  Preston,  "do  l»ut  listen  to 
me,  and  I'll  make  your  hushand  consul  at  'I'imhuetoo !  He 
shall  iii-rt'i-  know  of  it.  I  tell  you:  he  ••,!„  never  know  of  it. 
1  pledge  you  my  w«.»nl  as  a  Cahinet  Minister!  Oh,  don't  look 
at  me  in  that  arch  way!  hy  heavens  your  eyes  kill  me!" 

Mary,  when  she  saw  inc.  bur>t  out   hn.  -.ud  ran  down 

the  lawn  ;  my  l«>nl  makini:  a  hu;jv  crowing,  too,  and  holding 
out  his  little  fat  hands.  Mr.  Pie-ton,  who  was  a  heavy  man. 
dowlv  kivttinu;  up.  when,  c-atchin_i  a  si^ht  of  me  looking 
ns  licn-r  as  the  crater  of  Mount  Ktna.  —he  uav.'  a  xtarl  hack 
unvl  lost  his  footing,  and  rolled  over  and  over,  walloping  into 
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the  water  at  the  garden's  edge.  It  was  not  deep,  and  he 
came  bubbling  and  snorting  out  again  in  as  much  fright  as 
fury. 

"You  d — d  ungrateful  villain!"  says  he,  "what  do  you 
stand  there  laughing  for  ?  " 

"  I'm  waiting  your  orders  for  Timbuctoo,  sir,"  s&ys  I,  and 
laughed  fit  to  die  ;  and  so  did  nry  Lord  Tiptoff  and  his  party, 
who  joined  us  on  the  lawn :  and  Jeames  the  footman  came 
forward  and  helped  Mr.  Preston  out  of  the  water. 

"  Oh,  you  old  sinner  !  "  says  my  lord,  as  his  brother-in-law 
came  up  the  slope.  "  Will  that  heart  of  yours  be  alwa}'s  so 
susceptible,  you  romantic,  apoplectic,  immoral  man?" 

Mr.  Preston  went  away,  looking  blue  with  rage,  and  ill- 
treated  his  wife  for  a  whole  month  afterwards. 

"At  an}7  rate,"  says  my  lord,  "  Titmarsh  here  has  got  a 
place  through  our  friend's  unhappy  attachment ;  and  Mrs.  Tit- 
marsh  has  only  laughed  at  him,  so  there  is  no  harm  there.  It's 
an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobod3r  good,  you  know." 

"Such  a  wind  as  that,  my  lord,  with  due  respect  to  }Tou, 
.  shall  never  do  good  to  me.  I  have  learned  in  the  past  few 
years  what  it  is  to  make  friends  with  the  mammon  of  unright- 
eousness ;  and  that  out  of  such  friendship  no  good  comes  in 
the  end  to  honest  men.  It  shall  never  be  said  that  Sam  Tit- 
marsh  got  a  place  because  a  great  man  was  in  love  with  his 
wife ;  and  were  the  situation  ten  times  as  valuable,  I  should 
blush  even'  da}T  I  entered  the  office-doors  in  thinking  of  the 
base  means  by  which  my  fortune  was  made.  You  have  made 
me  free,  my  lord ;  and  thank  God  !  I  am  willing  to  work.  I 
can  easily  get  a  clerkship  with  the  assistance  of  my  friends ; 
and  with  that  and  my  wife's  income,  we  can  manage  honestly 
to  face  the  world." 

This  rather  long  speech  I  made  with  some  animation  ;  for, 
look  you,  I  was  not  over  well  pleased  that  his  lordship  should 
think  me  capable  of  speculating  in  any  way  on  my  wife's 
beauty. 

My  lord  at  first  turned  red,  and  looked  rather  angry  ;  but 
at  last  he  held  out  his  hand  and  said,  "  You  are  right,  Titmarsh, 
and  I  am  wrong;  and  let  me  tell  you  in  confidence,  that  I 
think  3rou  are  a  venr  honest  fellow.  You  shan't  lose  by  your 
honesty,  I  promise  you." 

Nor  did  I :  for  I  am  at  this  present  moment  Lord  TiptofTs 
steward  and  right-hand  man :  and  am  I  not  a  happy  father  ? 
and  is  not  my  wife  loved  and  respected  by  all  the  country  ?  and 
is  not  Gus  Hoskins  my  brother-in-law,  partner  with  his  excellent 
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father  in  tin-  leather  way,  an. I  tin-  delight  of  all  his  nephews 
rind  nieces  for  his  tricks  and  fun? 

ifl  for  Mr.  Urolith,  that  Lrentleman's  history  would  fill  a 
volume  of  itself.  Since  In-  vanished  from  th.-  London  world, 
llC  has  become  celebrated  on  tin-  (  'out in«-nt .  when-  he  has 
a  thousand  parts,  and  met  all  snrN  "f  changes  of  hi-jli  and  low 
fortune.  One  tiling  we  may  at  lea-t  admire  in  the  man,  and 
that  is,  his  undaunted  couraLT'1  :  :md  I  •••in't  help  thinking,  as  I 
have  said  before,  that  then-  mu-t  In-  -niin-  '_r"o<|  in  him.  ^ecin^ 
the  way  in  \vhieh  his  family  are  faithful  to  him.  With  respect 
to  Koimdhaud,  I  had  l-e-t  ak  tenderly.  The  case  of 

Koundhand  r.  Tidd  is  still  in  the  memory  of  the  public  ;  nor 
.-an  I  ever  understand  how  Bill  Tidd.  so  poetic  as  lie  was.  could 
ever  take  on  with  such  a  fat.  odious,  vulgar  woman  as  Mrs.  K., 
who  was  old  enough  to  lie  his  mother. 

A»   >oon    as   we  were  in  prosperity.    Mr.    and    Mrs.    (ii 
Wap^hot    made    overtures    to  '  iled    to  us;    and    Mr. 

\\apshot  laid  hare  to  me  all  the  I»:is»-nes8  of  Mr.  Smithers's 
conduct  in  the  Urolith  transaction.  Smithers  had  also  endeav- 
ored to  pay  his  court  to  me,  once  when  I  went  down  to  Somer- 
setshire ;  hut  I  cut  his  pretensions  short,  as  I  have  shown. 
"  lie  it  was,"  said  Mr.  \Vapsh<>t.  "who  induced  Mrs.  Grimes 
(Mis.  Hoggarty  she  was  then)  t<>  purchase  the  We-t  Diddlesex 

shares:  receiving,  of  COUTSe,  a  larire  lionus  for  himself.  lint 
directly  he  found  that  Mrs.  Mccarty  had  fallen  into  the  hands 
i»f  Mr.  Uroii^h.  and  that  he  should  lose  the  income  he  made 
from  the  lawsuits  with  her  tenants  and  from  the  management 
of  her  landed  property,  he  determined  to  rescue  her  from  that 
villain  Hr<>u<;li.  and  came  to  town  for  the  purpose.  He  also," 
added  Mr.  \\apshot,  "  vented  his  malignant  slander  against 
me ;  but  heaven  was  pleased  to  frustrate  his  base  schemes. 
In  the  proceedings  consequent  on  Bronx's  bankruptcy,  Mr. 
Suiithers  could  not  appear  ;  for  his  own  share  in  the  transactions 
of  the  Company  would  have  been  most  certainly  shown  up. 
During  his  absence  from  London,  I  Itecame  the  husband  —  the 
happy  husl.and  of  your  aunt.  lint  though,  my  dear  Mr.  I  have 
been  the  means  of  briniiinii'  her  to  1  eann«>i  disguise 

from  you  that  Mrs.  W.  has  faults  which  all  my  pastoral  care 
has  not  enabled  me  to  eradicate.  She  is  close  of  her  mone}', 
nir  —  very  close;  nor  can  I  make  that  charitable  use  of  her 
property  which,  as  a  clergyman,  I  ought  to  do;  for  she  has 
Lied  up  every  shilling  of  it,  and  only  allows  me  half  a  crown 
a  week  for  pocket-money.  In  temper,  too,  she  is  very  violent. 
During  the  first  years  of  our  union,  1  strove  with  her;  yea, 
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I  chastised  her;  but  her  perseverance,  I  must  confess,  got  the 
better  of  me.  I  make  no  more  remonstrances,  but  am  as 
a  lamb  in  her  hands,  and  she  leads  me  whithersoever  she 
pleases." 

Mr.  Wapshot  concluded  his  tale  1)3"  borrowing  half  a  crown 
from  me,  (it  was  at  the  Somerset  Coffee-house  in  the  Strand, 
where  he  came,  in  the  year  1832,  to  wait  upon  me,)  and  1  saw 
him  go  from  thence  into  the  gin-shop  opposite,  and  come  out 
of  the  gin-shop  half  an  hour  afterwards,  reeling  across  the 
streets,  and  perfectly  intoxicated. 

He  died  next  year:  when  his  widow,  who  called  herself 
Mrs.  Hoggarty-G rimes- Wapshot,  of  Castle  Hoggarty,  said 
that  over  the  grave  of  her  saint  all  earthly  resentments  were 
forgotten,  and  proposed  to  come  and  live  with  us ;  paying  us, 
of  course,  a  handsome  remuneration.  But  this  offer  my  wife 
and  1  respectfully  declined  ;  and  once  more  she  altered  her  will, 
which  once  more  she  had  made  in  our  favor  ;  called  us  ungrate- 
ful wretches  and  pampered  menials,  and  left  all  her  property 
to  the  Irish  Hoggarties.  But  seeing  my  wife  one  da}r  in 
a  carriage  with  Lady  Tiptoff,  and  hearing  that  we  had  been  at 
the  great  ball  at  Tiptoff  Castle,  and  that  I  had  grown  to  be 
a  rich  man,  she  changed  her  mind  again,  sent  for  me  on  her 
death-bed,  and  left  me  the  farms  of  Slopperton  and  Squash  tail, 
with  all  her  savings  for  fifteen  years.  Peace  be  to  her  soul' 
for  certainly  she  left  me  a  very  pretty  property. 

Though  I  am  no  literary  man  myself,  my  cousin  Michael 
(who  generally,  when  he  is  short  of  coin,  comes  down  and 
passes  a  few  months  with  us)  says  that  my  Memoirs  may  be  of 
some  use  to  the  public  (meaning,  I  suspect,  to  himself)  ;  and 
if  so,  I  am  glad  to  serve  him  and  them,  and  hereb}"  take 
farewell :  bidding  all  gents  who  peruse  this,  to  be  cautious 
of  their  mone}7,  if  they  have  it ;  to  be  still  more  cautious  of 
their  friends'  money  ;  to  remember  that  great  profits  imply 
great  risks ;  and  that  the  great  shrewd  capitalists  of  this 
country  would  not  be  content  with  four  per  cent  for  their 
money,  if  the}r  could  securely  get  more  :  above  all,  I  entreat 
them  never  to  embark  in  any  speculation,  of  which  the  conduct 
is  not  "perfectly  clear  to  them,  and  of  which  the  agents  are  not 
perfectly  open  and  loyal. 
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THE    RAVENSWING. 


CHAPTER   I. 

Wllirn    is    IVIIIMM     INTRODUCTORY  —  CONTAINS    AN   ACCOUNT   OF 

i  i;t  MI-.    iii.i;   MII«>U>    AM»    in  i:    IAMIM    CXBCUC, 


Is  a  certain  quiet  and  seqiieMeivl  nook  of  the  retired  vil- 
lage <>t'  London  —  'perhaps  in  the  neighborhood  of  Berkeley 
.Square.  or  at  any  rah-  somewhere  near  Burlington  («ard<  •!, 
there  was  once  a  h<ui-e  »\'  entertainment  called  the  ••  Bootjack 
I'.oiel."  Mr.  (rump,  tin-  landlord,  had.  in  the-  outset  of  lite, 
performed  the  duties  of  1  .....  N  in  >ome  inn  even  more  frequented 
than  his  own.  and.  far  from  being  ashamed  of  hi-  m-iirin,  as 
many  |n-r>ons  are  in  the  day>  of  their  pro^ei  -it  \  .  had  thus 
.solemnly  recorded  't  over  the  hospitaMe  gate  of  his  lintel. 

Crump  married  Mi^s  liinlue.  M>  w.ell  known  to  the  admi 
of  the  fe>ii\c  dance  on  the  other  side  of  the  water  as  Mi-s 
Delancy;  and  they  had  one  daughter,  named  Moririana.  aflei 
that  ceK-hrated  part  in  the  ••  Forty  Thieves"  which  Miss  Budge 
performed  with  unbounded  applanx-  both  at  the  tk  Surrey"  and 
'•  The  Wells."  Mrs.  Crump  sat  in  a  little  bai>  profusely  orna- 
mented with  pictures  of  the  dancers  of  all  ages,  from  Ililiisberg, 
.  1'anx.t.  \\hoplied  the  ILdit  fantastic  toe  in  1805,  down 
to  the  Sylphides  of  onr  day.  There  was  in  the  collection  a 
charming  portrait  of  herself,  done  by  De  Wilde;  she  was  in 
tin-  div.sx  of  M<»rgi:ma,  and  in  the  act  of  pouring,  to  very  slow 
music,  a  (juantity  of  boiling  oil  into  one  of  the  forty  jars.  In 
this  sanctuary  she  sat.  with  black  eyes,  black  hair,  a  purple 
face  and  a  tin  ban.  and  morning,  noon,  or  night,  as  you  went 
into  the  parlor  of  the  hotel,  there  was  Mrs.  Crump  taking  tea 
(\\ith  a  little  something  in  it),  looking  at  the  fashions,  or  r- 
ing  Cumberland's  "British  Theatre."  The  Sunday  Times  was* 
her  paper,  for  she  voted  the  Dfapntch,  that  journal  which  is 
takcu  in  by  most  ladies  of  her  profession,  to  be  vulgar  and 
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Radical,  and  loved  the  theatrical  gossip  in  which  the  other 
mentioned  journal  abounds. 

The  fact  is,  that  the  "Royal  Bootjack,"  though  a  humble, 
was  a  very  genteel  house  ;  and  a  very  little  persuasion  would 
induce  Mr.  Crump,  as  lie  looked  at  his  own  door  in  the  sun, 
to  tell  you  that  he  had  himself  once  drawn  off  with  that  very 
bootjack  the  top-boots  of  His  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  of 
Wales  and  the  first  gentleman  in  Europe.  While,  then,  the 
houses  of  entertainment  in  the  neighborhood  were  loud  in 
their  pretended  liberal  politics,  the  "Bootjack"  stuck  to  the 
good  old  Conservative  line,  and  was  only  frequented  by  such 
persons  as  were  of  that  way  of  thinking.  There  were  two 
parlors,  much  accustomed,  one  for  the  gentlemen  of  the  shoul- 
der-knot, who  came  from  the  houses  of  their  employers  hard 
by ;  another  for  some  "gents  who  used  the  'ouse,"  as  Mrs. 
Crump  would  say  (heaven  bless  her!)  in  her  simple  Cockniac 
dialect,  and  who  formed  a  little  club  there. 

I  forgot  to  sajT  that  while  Mrs.  C.  was  sipping  her  eternal 
tea  or  washing  up  her  endless  blue  china,  you  might  often  hear 
Miss  Morgiana  employed  at  the  little  red  silk  cottage  piano, 
singing,  "Come  where  the  haspens  quiver,"  or  "Bonny  Ind, 
march  over  hill  and  furrow,"  or  "My  art  and  lute,"  or  any 
other  popular  piece  of  the  day.  And  the  dear  girl  sung  with 
very  considerable  skill  too,  for  she  had  a  fine  loud  voice,  which 
if  not  always  in  tune,  made  up  for  that  defect  by  its  great 
energy  and  activity  ;  and 'Morgiana  was  not  content  with  sing- 
ing the  mere  tune,  but  gave  every  one  of  the  roulades,  flour- 
ishes, and  ornaments  as  she  heard  them  at  the  theatres  by 
Mrs.  Humby,  Mrs.  Waylett,  or  Madame  Vestris.  The  girl 
had  a  fine  black  eye  like  her  mamma,  a  grand  enthusiasm  for 
the  stage,  as  every  actor's  child  will  have,  and,  if  the  truth 
must  be  known, 'had  appeared  many  and  many  a  time  at  the 
theatre  in  Catherine  Street,  in  minor  parts  first,  and  then  in 
Little  Pickle,  in  Desdcmona,  in  Rosina,  and  in  Miss  Footc's 
part  where  she  used  to  dance  :  I  have  not  the  name  to  my 
hand,  but  think  it  is  Davidson.  Four  times  in  the  week,  at 
least,  her  mother  and  she  used  to  sail  off  at  night  to  some  place 
of  public  amusement,  for  Mrs.  Crump  had  a  mysterious  ac- 
quaintance with  all  sorts  of  theatrical  personages;  and  the 
gates  of  her  old  haunt,  "The  Wells,"  of  the  "Cobourg"  (by 
the  kind  permission  of  Mrs.  Davidge),  nay,  of  the  "Lane" 
'and  the  "Market"  themselves,  flew  open  before  her  "Open 
sesame,"  as  the  robbers'  door  did  to  her  colleague,  Ali  liaba 
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(Ilornbnckle),    in    the    operatic    piece    in    \\hieh    she    was   so 


Beer  \\as  Mr.  Crump's  bevera-jv.  \  arie-:ited  by  a  little  «jin, 
in  tin'  evenings  ;  ;nnl  little  need  be  said  <•{'  tin-  LTeiitleman 
except  that  lie  discharged  his  duties  honorably,  ami  tilled  the 
president's  chair  at  tin-  club  as  completely  as  it  could  po-.sibly 
be  tilled;  j'nr  In-  could  not  i  \vn  sit  in  it  in  his  Liivat-eo.-it  .  -o 
accni-ateU  was  tin-  seat  adapted  to  him.  1  Ii.»  \\  it'e  and  daugh- 
ter, perhaps,  thought  somewhat  slightingly  of  him.  lor  he  had 
no  literary  tables,  and  had  iie\er  been  at  a  theatre  since  he 
took  his  iiride  from  one.  lie  \\as  valet  to  Lord  Mapper  at 
the  time,  and  certain  it  is  that  his  lordship  M-I  him  up  in  the 
11  Bootjack,"  and  thai.  Clones  li<ul  l.een  U»ld.  lint  wha! 
snch  to  yon  or  me  r  Let  l>\;_rones  !»•  l)\i!oii'--;  Mr--,  (rump 
\s:t>  ijinle  as  hoiie-l  as  her  iiei'j;hl-or-.  and  Mi--  Uod  600/.,  to 
lie  paid  down  on  the  day  of  her  weddinir. 

'1'hose  who  know  the  habits  of  the  I'.iitMi  tradesman  are 
aware  that  In-  has  jjrenarions  propensities  like  any  lord  in  tin- 
land  ;  that  he  loves  a  joke,  that  he  is  not  averse  to  a  glas>  ; 
that  after  the  day's  t,.il  he  is  happy  to  contort  \\illi  men  of  his 
derive  ;  and  that  as  society  is  not  |Q  far  advanced  amon^  u- 
as  to  allow  him  to  enjoy  the  comforts  of  splendid  club-houses, 
which  are  open  to  many  persons  with  not  a  tenth  part  of  his 
pecuniary  means,  he  meets  his  friends  in  the  cosy  tavern  parlor, 
where  u  neat  sanded  lloor,  a  larjjr  Windsor  chair,  and  a  glass 
of  hot,  something  and  water,  make  him  as  happy  as  any  of  the 
clubmen  in  their  magnificent  saloons. 

At  the  ••  I  loot  jack"  was,  as  we  have  said,  a  very  genteel 
and  select  society,  called  the  "  Kidney  Club,"  from  the  fact 
that  on  Saturday  evenings  a  little  graceful  supper  of  broiled 
kidneys  was  usually  discussed  by  the  members  of  the  club. 
Saturday  was  their  jrrand  nijrht  :  not  but  that  they  met  on  all 
other  nights  in  the  week  when  inclined  for  festivity:  and 
indeed  >ome  of  them  could  not  come  on  Saturdays  in  the  sum- 
mer, having  elegant  villas  in  the  suburb-,,  where  they  passed 
the  si\-aiid-thirty  hours  of  recreation  that  art;  happily  to  be 
found  at  the  end  of  every  week. 

There  was  Mr.  Ball-,  the  «rreat  grocer  of  South  Audlev 
Street,  a  warm  man,  who.  they  say,  had  his  20,000/.  ;  Jack 
Snallle,  of  the  me\\s  hard  by,  a  capital  fellow  for  a  son«j  ; 
Clinker,  the  ironmonger:  all  married  gentlemen  and  in  the 
best  line  of  business  ;  Trosle.  the  undertaker,  &c.  No  liv- 
eries were  admitted  into  the  room,  as  may  be  imagined,  but  one 
or  two  select  butlers  and  major-domos  joined  the  circle  ;  for 
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the  persons  composing  it  knew  very  well  how  important  it  was 
to  be  on  good  terms  with  these  gentlemen :  and  many  a  time 
my  lord's  account  would  never  have  been  paid,  and  my  lady's 
large  order  never  have  been  given,  but  for  the  conversation 
which  took  place,  at  the  "Bootjack,"  and  the  friendly  inter- 
course subsisting  between  all  the  members  of  the  society. 

The  tiptop  men  of  the  society  were  two  bachelors,  and  two 
as  fashionable  tradesmen  as  any  in  the  town :  Mr.  Woolsey, 
from  Stultz's,  of  the  famous  house  of  Linsey,  Woolsey  and  Co. 
of  Conduit  Street,  Tailors ;  and  Mr.  Eglantine,  the  celebrated 
perruquier  and  perfumer  of  Bond  Street,  whose  soaps,  razors, 
and  patent  ventilating  scalps  are  known  throughout  Europe. 
Linsey,  the  senior  partner  of  the  tailors'  firm,  had  his  hand- 
some mansion  in  Regent's  Park,  drove  his  buggy,  and  did  little 
more  than  lend  his  name  to  the  house.  Woolsey  lived  in  it, 
was  the  working  man  of  the  firm,  and  it  was  said  that  his 
cut  was  as  magnificent  as  that  of  any  man  in  the  profession. 
Woolsey  and  Eglantine  were  rivals  in  many  ways,  —  rivals  in 
fashion,  rivals  in  wit,  and,  above  all,  rivals  for  the  hand  of 
an  amiable  young  lady  whom  we  have  already  mentioned,  the 
dark-eyed  songstress  Morgiana  Crump.  They  were  both  des- 
perately in  love  with  her,  that  was  the  truth ;  and  each,  in  the 
absence  of  the  other,  abused  his  rival  heartity.  Of  the  hair- 
dresser Woolsey  said,  that  as  for  Eglantine  being  his  real  name, 
it  was  all  his  (Mr.  Woolsey's)  eye ;  that  he  was  in  the  hands 
of  the  Jews,  and  his  stock  and  grand  shop  eaten  up  by  usury. 
And  with  regard  to  Woolsey,  Eglantine  remarked,  that  liis 
pretence  of  being  descended  from,  the  Cardinal  was  all  non- 
sense;  that  he  was  a  partner,  certainly,  in  the  firm,  but  had 
only  a  sixteenth  share  ;  and  that  the  firm  could  never  get  their 
moneys  in,  and  had  an  immense  number  of  bad  debts  in  their 
books.  As  is  usual,  there  was  a  great  deal  of  truth  and  a  givat 
deal  of  malice  in  these  tales ;  however,  the  gentlemen  were, 
take  them  all  in  nil,  in  a  very  fashionable  way  of  business,  and 
had  their  claims  to  Miss  Morgiana's  hand  backed  by  the  par- 
ents. Mr.  Crump  was  a  partisan  of  the  tailor ;  while  Mrs.  C. 
was  a  strong  advocate  for  the  claims  of  the  enticing  perfumer. 

Now,  it  was  a  curious  fact,  that  these  two  gentlemen  were 
each  in  need  of  the  other's  services  —  Woosley  being  afflicted 
with  premature  baldness,  or  some  other  necessity  for  a  wig 
still  more  fatal  —  Eglantine  being  a  very  fat  man,  who  required 
much  art  to  make  his  figure  at  all  decent.  He  wore  a  brown 
frock-coat  and  frogs,  and  attempted  by  all  sorts  of  contrivances 
to  hide  his  obesity ;  but  Woosley's  remark,  that,  dress  as  he 
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would,  he  would   always    look    like   :i   snob.  :in<t    that    : 
only  one  man  in  Kngland  who  could    make  a  gentleman  nl'liiin. 
unit    to   the   perfumer's   soul:   and   if  there    vrtfl   one    thing  On 
v-arth  he  longed    for  (  not    including  the   hand  up), 

it  was  to  ha\e  a  mat    IVoin    Liiisey's,  in  which  costume   In 
sure  that   M«»rgiana  would  not  resist  him. 

If  Kglantine   wa-   uneasy  about    the  coat,  on  the  other  hand 
lie  attacked    \Voolsey   atrocioii-ly  on    the  -core   of  his   wig:    for 
though  the  latter  went  to   the  \u-*\    maker-,,  he   never  could   get 
a  peruke  to  sit  naturally   upon   him;   and  the  unhappv  e| 
of  .Mr.  Wiggins,  applied  to  him  on  one  occasion  liy  th- 
stuck  to  him  ever  after  in  the  club,  and  made  him  writhe   when 
it  wa-  uttered.      Kach  man  would  have  <|iiitted    tlie  »•  Kidii 
in    disgust   long  sinci-,    hut    for    the  other.  —  lor    each   had  MI 
attraction  in  the  place,  and  dared  not   leave  the  lield   in  pOf 
sion  of  his  rival. 

To  do  Miss  Morgana  justice,  it  mu-t  l>e  said,  that  she  did 
n<>t  encMMiaiM'  one  m<»re  than  another;  but  as  far  as  accepting 
e.-iu-dc-('olo^ne  and  hair-coinlis  from  the  perfumer, — some 
opera  tickets,  a  treat  to  (Jreenwieh.  and  a  piece  of  real  Genoa 
velvet  tor  a  bonnet  (it  had  originally  been  intended  tor  a  wai^t- 
coat),  ftfcffl  the  admiring  tailor,  she  had  been  equally  kind  to 
each,  and  in  return  had  made  each  a  present  of  a  lock  of  her 
beautiful  glossy  hair.  It  was  all  she  had  to  give,  poor  girl  ! 
and  what  could  she  do  but  gratify  her  admirers  by  this  cheap 
and  artless  testimony  of  her  regard?  A  pretty  scene  and 
quarrel  took  place  between  the  rivals  on  the  day  when  they 
discovered  that  each  was  in  possession  of  one  of  Morgi. 
ringlets.) 

Such,    then,    were    the    owners    and    inmates   of  the    little 
"  Bootjack,"  from  whom  and   which,  as  this  chapter  i 
ingly  discursive   and   descriptive,  we   mu>l   separate  the  i- 
for  a  while,  and  carry  him  —  it  is  only  into  Bond  Street,  so  no 
gentleman  need  be  afraid  —  carry  him  into  Bond  .Street,  where 
some  other  personages  are  awaiting  his  consideration. 

Not  far  from  Mr.  Kglantinc's  shop  in  Itot.d  Street,  stand,  as 
is  very  well  known,  the  Windsor  chambers.  The  We>t  Did- 
dlesex  Association  (Western  Branch),  the  British  and  Fo 
Soap  Company,  the  celebrated  attorneys  Kite  and  Levison, 
have  their  respective  otlice-  here  ;  and  as  the  names  of  the  other 
inhabitants  of  the  chambers  are  not  only  painted  on  the  walls, 
but  also  registered  in  Mrs.  Boyle's  ••  Court  (iuide."  it  is  quite 
unnecessary  that  they  should  be  repeated  here.  Among  them, 
oo  the  entresol  (between  the  spi.-ndid  saloons  of  Ihc. 
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Company  on  the  first  floor,  with  their  statue  of  Britannia 
presenting  a  packet  of  the  soap  to  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America,  and  the  West  Diddlesex  Western  Brunch  on  the 
basement)  —  lives  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Howard 
Walker.  The  brass  plate  on  the  door  of  that  gentleman's 
chambers  had  the  word  "  Agency  "  inscribed  beneath  his  name  ; 
and  we  are  therefore  at  liberty  to  inm'gine  that  he  followed  that 
mysterious  occupation.  In  person  Mr.  Walker  was  very  gen- 
teel;  he  had  large  whiskers,  dark  eyes  (with  a  slight  cast  in 
them),  a  cane,  and  a  velvet  waistcoat.  He  was  a  member  of  a 
club ;  had  an  admission  to  the  opera,  and  knew  every  face 
behind  the  scenes;  and  was  in  the  habit  of  using  a  number  of 
French  phrases  in  his  conversation,  having  picked  up  a  smat- 
tering of  that  language  during  a  residence  kk  on  the  Continent ;  " 
in  fact,  he  had  found  it  very  convenient  at  various  times  of  his 
life  to  dwell  in  the  city  of  Boulogne,  where  he  acquired  a  knowl- 
edge of  smoking,  ecarte,  and  billiards,  which  was  afterwards  of 
great  service  to  him.  He  knew  all  the  best  tables  in  town,  and 
the  marker  at  Hunt's  could  only  give  him  ten.  He  had  some 
fashionable  acquaintances  too,  and  you  might  see  him  walking 
arm-in-arm  with  such  gentlemen  as  my  Lord  Vauxhall,  the 
Marquess  of  Billingsgate,  or  Captain  Buif ;  and  at  the  same 
time  nodding  to  3'oung  Moses,  the  dandy  bailiif ;  or  Loder,  the 
gambling-house  keeper ;  or  Aminadab,  the  cigar-seller  in  the 
Quadrant.  Sometimes  he  wore  a  pair  of  moustaches,  and  was 
called  Captain  Walker ;  grounding  his  claim  to  that  title  upon 
the  fact  of  having  once  held  a  commission  in  the  service  of  her 
Majesty  the  Queen  of  Portugal.  It  scarcely  need  be  said  that 
he  had  been  through  the  Insolvent  Court  many  times.  But  to 
those  who  did  not  know  his  history  intimately  there  was  some 
difficulty  in  identifying  him  with  the  individual  who  had  so 
taken  the  benefit  of  the  law,  inasmuch  as  in  his  schedule  his 
name  appeared  as  Hooker  Walker,  wine-merchant,  commission - 
agent,  music-seller,  or  what  not.  The  fact  is,  that  though  he 
preferred  to  call  himself  Howard,  Hooker  was  his  Christian 
name,  and  it  had  been  bestowed  on  him  by  his  worthy  old 
father,  who  was  a  clergyman,  and  had  intended  his  son  for 
that  profession.  But  as  the  old  gentleman  died  in  York  gaol, 
where  he  was  a  prisoner  for  debt,  he  was  never  able  to  put  his 
pious  intentions  with  regard  to  his  son  into  execution  ;  and  the 
young  fellow  (as  he  was  wont  with  many  oaths  to  assert)  was 
thrown  on  his  own  resources,  and  became  a  man  of  the  world 
at  a  very  early  age. 

What  Mr.  Howard  Walker's  age  was  at  the  time  of  the  com- 
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mcnct-mcnt  of  this  history,  and.  indeed.  for  an  inddn. 
hrfuiv  or  afterward-.  it  i»  impo-.-iMe  to  determine.      If  he 
ciirht-and-l\\i'iily.  ;is  In-  a>M-rtc  d  himself.  Time  had  .It-alt  hardly 
with  him:    hU  hair  wa^  thin,  there  ITW  man.  li.cint 

his  c\cs,  and  other   >iirns  in  hU  countenance  of  tin-  proirn 
decay.       It'.  <>n  the   contrary.  he  \\eiv    1'.  »riy.  a-  >:un  Snallle  de- 
clared, \\lio   hiniM-lf  had   mi-fortunes    in   early    life,    and  \ 
he  knew  .Mr.  Walker  in  Whitecm-^  .street    I'li-.n   in    I.SL' 

a    \ery    \ounii-lookini!    per-on  Bge.      His 

was   aelive  and   >liin.  his   lr«^  neat,  and   he  had  imt  in  liis 
uhi-kers  :i  siimle  whili-  liair. 

It  must.  h«)We\er,  !>e  owned  that  he  n-ed  .Mi-.  Iv^laiitinc's 
Ive-jenerative  I'lietion  twhieh  will  make  \<>nr  wlii-ker>  as  hlac-k 
as  your  Imut),  and,  in  fact,  he  was  a  j»rett\  <-i)ii>tant  vi>itur  at 
that  m-ntleniaii's  enii)oi-iinn  ;  dealinir  with  him  lar'jyl\ 
and  articles  of  perfumery,  which  he  had  at  an  e\<-r<  •diirjly  low 
rate.  Indeed,  be  \\as  never  known  to  pay  Mr.  Iv^lantiiie  on.- 
Miiii'lf  shilling  '<>»'  tlio^e  (jliject^  of  luxury,  and,  ha\inu  tliem  <»n 
such  moderate  terms,  was  enabled  to  indulge  in  them  j 
copiously.  Thus  Mr.  Walker  wa^  almo-t  as  great  a  DO» 
a-  Mi-.  I'.-lantinc  himseH':  his  handkerchief  was  M-eiiLed  \\ith 
verliena,  his  hair  with  jessamine,  and  his  coat  had  usually  a 
fine  perfume  of  cigars,  which  rendered  his  pre-nice  in  a  small 
room  alnioNl  inMantaneoii-ly  i-einarkalile.  I  have  deseriU-d 
Mr.  Walker  thus  acctiratelx  .  beOSUS€,  in  truth,  it  is  more  witli 
characters  than  with  astounding  event-  that  this  little  history 
deals,  and  Mr.  Walker  is  one  of  the  principal  of  our  drai 


And  so.  havinsr  introdu<-ed  Mr.  W.,  we  will  walk  over  with 
him  to  Mr.  1-^lantine's  emporium,  where  that  ijvntleman  is  in 
waiting,  too.  to  have  his  likeness  taken. 

Then1  is  aluint  an  acre  of  plate  Lrl:i-s  under  the  royal  arras 
on  Mr.  Kulantine's  >hop-window  ;  and  at  niirht.  when  the  gas 
i-  lighted,  and  the  wa-hliall>  are  illuminated,  and  the  lambent 
tlame  plays  lit  fully  over  nnmlierlos  tx)ttles  of  \aii-coloredper- 
fumes  —  now  flashes  on  a  COM  of  razors,  and  now  lightens  up 
a  crystal  vase,  containing  a  hundi'ed  thousand  of  his  patent 
tooth-hrushes  —  the  died  of  the  siuht  may  he  imagined. 
don't  snppoM-  that  In-  is  a  creature  who  has  those  odious,  sim- 
perinjr  wax  figures  in  his  window,  that  are  called  by  the  vulgar 
dummies?  He  is  above  such  a  wretched  artifice;  and  it  is  my 
belief  that  he  would  as  soon  have  his  own  head  chopped 
and  placed  as  a  trunklcss  decoration  to  his  shop-window,  a* 
allow  a  dummy  to  figure  there.  On  one  pane  you  read  in 
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elegant  gold  letters  "Eglantinia"  -'tis  his  essence  for  the 
'handkerchief;  on  the  other  is  written  "•  Regenerative  Unction" 
—  'tis  his  invaluable  pomatum  for  the  hair. 

There  is  no  doubt  about  it :  Eglantine's  knowledge  of  his 
profession  amounts  to  genius.  He  sells  a  cake  of  soap  for 
seven  shillings,  for  which  another  man  would  not  get  a  shilling, 
and  his  tooth-brushes  go  off  like  wildfire  at  half  a  guinea 
apiece.  If  he  has  to  adnrinster  rouge  or  pearl-powder  to  ladies, 
he  does  it  with  a  mystery  and  fascination  which  there  is  no  re- 
sisting, and  the  ladies  believe  there  are  no  cosmetics  like  his. 
He  gives  his  wares  unheard-of  names,  and  obtains  for  them 
sums  equally  prodigious.  He  can  dress  hair  —  that  is  a  fact  — 
as  few  men  in  this  age  can ;  and  has  been  known  to  take 
twenty  pounds  in  a  single  night  from  as  many  of  the  first  ladies 
of  England  when  ringlets  were  in  fashion.  The  introduction 
of  bands,  he  says,  made  a  difference  of  2,000/.  a  year  in  his 
income ;  and  if  there  is  one  thing  in  the  world  he  hates  and 
despises,  it  is  a  Madonna.  4t  I'm  not,"  says  he,  "  a  trades- 
man—  I'm  a  hartist"  (Mr.  Eglantine  was  born  in  London)  — 
"  I'm  a  hartist ;  and  show  me  a  fine  'ead  of  air,  and  I'll  dress 
;t  for  nothink."  He  vows  that  it  was  his  way  of  dressing 
Mademoiselle  Sontag's  hair,  that  caused  the  count  her  husband 
to  fall  in  love  with  her ;  and  he  has  a  lock  of  it  in  a  brooch, 
and  says  it  was  the  finest  head  he  ever  saw,  except  one,  and 
that  was  Morgiana  Crump's. 

With  his  genius  and  his  position  in  the  profession,  how 
comes  it,  then,  that  Mr.  Eglantine  was  not  a  man  of  fortune, 
as  many  a  less  clever  has  been?  If  the  truth  must  be  told, 
he  loved  pleasure,  and  was  in  the  hands  of  the  Jews.  He  ha£ 
been  in  business  twenty  years :  he  had  borrowed  a  thousand 
pounds  to  purchase  his  stock  and  shop ;  and  he  calculated  that 
he  had  paid  upwards  of  twenty  thousand  pounds  for  the  use  of 
the  one  thousand,  which  was  still  as  much  due  as  on  the  first 
day  when  he  entered  business.  He  could  show  that  he  had 
received  a  thousand  dozen  of  champagne  from  the  disinterested 
money-dealers  with  whom  he  usually  negotiated  his  paper.  He 
had  pictures  all  over  his  "  studios,"  which  had  been  purchased 
in  the  same  bargains.  If  he  sold  his  goods  at  an  enormous 
price,  he  paid  for  them  at  a  rate  almost  equally  exorbitant. 
There  was  not  an  article  in  his  shop  but  came  to  him  through 
his  Israelite  providers ;  and  in  the  very  front  shop  itself  sat  a 
gentleman  who  was  the  nominee  of  one  of  them,  and  who  was 
called  Mr.  Mossrose.  He  was  there  to  superintend  the  cash 
account,  and  to  see  that  certain  instalments  were  paid  to  his 
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principal-,.  according   t..  certain  agreement  micn-d  into  be- 

tueen   Ml'.    Ivjjantilie  and  tlimi. 

Having  that  aort  of  opinion  of  Mr.    '  owhiefa  l>.-tm<. 

mav  have  h.-id  of  tin-  >word  which  linng  over  hi>  li 
.Mr.   Kirlantine  hated  his  1'oivman  profoundly.      M  //••  an  ai 
would  tin-    former  gentleman   exclaim:    "why,  he\   nnly  .-, 
iMii-ed    liailill'!      M  Indeed!      Tin-   chap's   name's  AiHOS, 

:unl  he  s«»id  oranges  before  lie  came  here."     Mr.  .•,  on 

-:<lc,  utlcrK    dc>|ii-c«l    Mr.    Iv_!l:uili!ic.    :in<l    lookr-l    r«»r\v:inl 
to  the   dav  \\hcii    In-  would  become   the   proprietor  o!'  the  simp, 
ami   take    Kulanliiie   tor  a    Ion-man  :   ami   then   it  would   I- 
turn  to  ->i)eer  ami  luilly.  and  ride  the  lii^h  !IM 

Thus  it  will  l»e  seen  that  there  was  a  >keleton  in  the  great 
perfumer's  IIOIIM-.  as  the  >a\in-j;  is  :  a  worm  in  his  lieart's  core, 
:iud  though  to  all  appeai-auce  pro-perou>,  ho  was  really  in  an 
awkward  position. 

\Vliat  Mr.  Kiclantine's  relations  weiv  with   Mr.  Walker  may 

!•«•   im.-uincd    IVom    the   t'ol  lowing    dialogue  which    took    place 

between  the  two  ^entleiiH'ii  at  live  o'clock  one  summer's  after- 

noon.   when    Mr.    Walker.    i>-uiiiL:    I'mm   his  chambers,   came 

-   the   peii'umer'>   >hop  :  — 

"I§  Kulantine  at  home.  Mr.  Mossrose?"  said  Walker  to 
the  1'iiremaii.  who  >at  in  the  front  simp. 

11  D.ui't  know  —  go  and  look"  (meaning  go  and  be  hanged); 
Tor  M  |]0a  hated  Mr  Walker. 

14  If  you're  uncivil  I'll  break  your  bones,  Mr.  Amot,"  says 
Mr.  Walker,  sternly. 

11  I  should  like  to  see  you  try,  Mr.  Hooker  Walker,"  replies 
tin-  undaunted  shopman  ;  on  which  the  captain,  looking  several 
tremendous  ranings  at  him,  walked  into  the  back  room  or 
"  studio." 

-  Mow  are  you,  Tiny  my  buck?"  says  the  Captain.  "  Much 
doti 

44  No!  a  soul  in  town.  I  'aven't  touched  the  hirons  all  day," 
replied  Mr.  Kglantinr.  in  rather  a  desponding  way. 

••\\Yll.jnM  get  them  ready  now.  and  gi\e  my  whiskers  a 
turn.  I'm  going  to  dine  with  Billingsgate  and  >«»me  out- 
and  out  fellow-,  at,  the  •  Keueiit.'  and  M>.  mv  lad.  just  do  jour 

best." 

44  1  can't,"  says  Mr.  Eglantine.    4t  I  expect  ladies,  Captain, 
minute*" 

••  Very  ^,,,.(1  ;  I  don't  want  to  trouble  such  a  great  man,  I'm 
sure,  (iood-by.  aud  let  me  hear  I'min  you  this  day  week,  Mr. 
Eglantine."  "  This  day  week  "  meant  that  at  seven  days  from 
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that  time  a  certain  bill  accepted  by  Mr.  Eglantine  would  be  due, 
and  presented  for  payment. 

''Don't  be  in  such  a  hurry,  Captain  —  do  sit  down.  I'll 
curl  you  in  one  minute.  And,  I  say,  won't  the  party  renew?" 

"  Impossible  —  it's  the  third  renewal." 

"But  I'll  make  the  thing  handsome  to  you;  —  indeed  I 
will." 

"How  much?" 

"  Will  ten  pounds  do  the  business?  " 

"What!  offer  my  principal  ten  pounds?  Are  you  mad, 
Eglantine?  —  A  little  more  of  the  iron  to  the  left  whisker." 

"  No,  I  meant  for  commission." 

"Well,  I'll  see  if  that  will  do.  The  party  I  deal  with, 
Eglantine,  has  power,  I  know,  and  can  defer  the  matter  no 
doubt.  As  for  me,  you  know,  I've  nothing  to  do  in  the  affair. 
and  only  act  as  a  friend  between  you  and  him.  I  give  you  my 
honor  and  soul,  I  do." 

"  I  know  you  do,  ni}'  dear  sir."  The  two  last  speeches  were 
lies.  The  perfumer  knew  perfect!}7  well  that  Mr.  Walker  would 
pocket  the  10/.  ;  but  he  was  too  eas}T  to  care  for  paying  it,  and 
too  timid  to  quarrel  with  such  a  powerful  friend.  And  he  had 
on  three  different  occasions  already  paid  101.  fine  for  the  renewal 
of  the  bill  in  question,  all  of  which  bonuses  he  knew  went  to  his 
friend  Mr.  Walker. 

Here,  too,  the  reader  will  perceive  what  was,  in  part,  the 
meaning  of  the  word  "  agency  "  on  Mr.  Walker's  door.  He 
was  a  go-between  between  money-lenders  and  borrowers  in  this 
world,  and  certain  small  sums  always  remained  with  him  in  the 
course  of  the  transaction.  He  was  an  agent  for  wine,  too  ;  an 
agent  for  places  to  be  had  through  the  influence  of  great  men  ; 
he  was  an  agent  for  ha!  fa  dozen  theatrical  people,  male  and 
female,  and  had  the  interests  of  the  latter  especially,  it  was 
said,  at  heart.  Such  were  a  few  of  the  means  by  which  this 
worthy  gentleman  contrived  to  support  himself,  and  if,  as  he 
was  fond  of  high  living,  gambling,  and  pleasures  of  all  kinds, 
his  revenue  was  not  large  enough  for  his  expenditure  —  why, 
he  got  into  debt,  and  settled  his  bills  that  way.  He  was  as 
much  at  home  in  the  Fleet  as  in  Pall  Mall,  and  quite  as  happy 
in  the  one  place  as  in  the  other.  "  That's  the  way  I  take 
things,"  would  this  philosopher  say.  "  If  I've  money,  I  spend  ; 
if  I've  credit,  I  borrow ;  if  I'm  dunned,  I  whitewash ;  and  so 
you  can't  beat  me  down."  Happy  elasticity  of  temperament! 
I  do  believe  that  in  spite  of  his  misfortunes  and  precarious  posi- 
tion, there  was  no  man  in  England  whose  conscience  was  more 
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mill],    and   Whose    slumber*,   U.|,     more  tiam|llil   than  those  Of  < 

!  ..n   I  Inward   Walker. 

A-  he  was  sitting  under  the  tuuKta  of  M      I      inline,  h- 

verted  to  ••  the  ladies,"  whom  the  lattrr  gentleman  pi 

expect  ;   said    lie  was  a  vly  d«»«^.  ;l  lucky  ditto,  and  asked  him  if 

the  ladies  were  handsome. 

I  lantine   tin  Might  there  could  lie  i  m  ha  nil  in  telling  a  boun- 
cer to  a  gentleman  with  whom  he  wa>  eiiuac_red  in  im»iiey  trans- 
actions ;  and  BO,  to  gi\e  the  Captain  an  idea  of  his  solvency  and 
the  brilliancy  of  his  future  proapecto,  M  <  'ajitain."  said  In-.  "  I've 
Liot  a  hundred  ainl  eighty  poiind^  out  with  \<>u.  which  \  011  were 
olil'min-j;  enough   to   neuotiate    I'm-   nu-.      lla\c  I.  at  ha\e  I  nut. 
two  hills  out  to  that  amount  ?  " 

••  Well,  my  uood  fellow,  you  certainly  have;  ami  what 
then?  " 

-•  What  then?  Why.  I  U-t  you  livi-  poinuls  to  one,  that  in 
three  months  tho.se  hills  are  paid." 

••  1  )one  '    live  pounds  to  oiii'.      |  lake  it." 

Tills  sudden  elosiiiLi  with  him  made  the  pert'inm  r   lather  un- 

;    luit  he  was  not  to  pay  lor  three    months,  ami   s«»  lie 
ktl)«»iu-!"  too.   and   went   on:    "What    would  you  say  if  your 
bills   were   paid?" 

II  Not  mine  :    Tike's." 

k' Well,  if  Tike's  were  paid;  and  the  Minories*  man  paid, 
and  every  single  liability  I  have  cleared  oil':  and  that  .Mo-^|(>-c 
BllOg  OOt  Of  Winder,  and  me  and  m\  emporium  as  tree-  as  hair?" 

'•  You  don't  say  so?  Is  <A>ueeii  Anne  dead?  and  has  she 
l«ft  you  a  fortune?  or  what's  the  luck  in  the  wind  now?" 

••  It's  better  than  <JIHTM  Anne,  or  anybody  dyiiur.  What 
should  you  say  to  .seeing" M  that  very  place  win  n  \  now 

sits  (hanir  him  ! )  —  seeing  the  fu/>'sf  l«td  of 'air  it"  rope* 

A  woman,  I  tell  you  —  a  slap-up  lovely  woman,  who.  I'm  p 
to  say.  will  soon  be  called   .Mis.  I  le^lantiiie.  and  will   brin^   me 
live  thousand  pounds  to  her  fortune." 

••  Well,  Tiny,  this  is  -rood  luck  indeed.  I  say,  you'll  be  abh 
to  do  a  bill  or  two  for  ///<•  then,  ha\  ?  You  won't  forget  an  old 
friend?'1 

11  That  I  won't.  I  shall  have  .1  place  at  my  board  for  }*ou, 
captinjx;  and  main's  the  time  I  shall 'ope  to  see  you  under  that 
ma'ouanv." 

What  will  the  French  milliner  say?     She'll  hang  herself 
for  despair.    Kulantine." 

"  Hush  !  not  a  \\ord  about  % •/•.  I've  sour,  all  my  wild  oats, 
I  tell  you.  Kglantine  is  no  longer  the  gay  \oung  bachelor,  but 
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the  sober  married  man.     I  \v:mt  a  heart  to  share  the  feelings  of 
mine.     I  want  repose.      I'm  not  so  young  as  I  was,  I  feel  it." 

4i  Pooh!  pooh  !  yon  are  —  you  are  — 

44  Well,  but  1  sigh  lor  an  'appy  fireside  ;  and  I'll  have  it." 

"  And  give  np  that  elub  which  you  belong  to,  hay?" 

"'The  Kidneys?'  Oh!  of  course,  no  married  man  should 
belong  to  such  places  :  at  least,  1  '11  not ;  and  I'll  have  in}'  kid- 
neys broiled  at  home.  But  be  quiet,  Captain,  if  3'ou  please; 
(.ho  ladies  appointed  to  —  " 

'l  And  is  it  the  lady  you  expect?  eh,  you  rogue  !  " 

44  Well,  get  along.     It's  her  and  her  Ma." 

But  Mr.  Walker  determined  he  wouldn't  get  along,  and 
Would  see  these  lovely  ladies  before  he  stirred. 

The  operation  on  Mr.  Walker's  whiskers  being  concluded, 
he  was  arranging  his  toilet  before  the  glass  in  an  agreeable  at- 
titude :  his  neck  out,  his  enormous  pin  settled  in  his  stock  to 
his  satisfaction,  his  e\*es  complacently  directed  towards  the  re- 
flection of  his  left  and  favorite  whisker.  Eglantine  was  laid  on 
a  settee,  in  an  easy,  though  melancholy  posture  ;  he  was  twid- 
dling the  tongs  with  which  he  had  just  operated  on  Walker 
with  one  hand,  and  his  right-hand  ringlet  with  the  other,  and 
he  was  thinking  —  thinking  of  Morgiana  ;  and  then  of  the  bill 
which  was  to  become  due  on  the  16th ;  and  then  of  a  light  blue 
velvet  waistcoat  with  gold  sprigs,  in  which  he  looked  very  kill- 
ing, and  so  was  trudging  round  in  his  little  circle  of  loves,  fears, 
and  vanities.  "  Hang  it!"  Mr.  Walker  was  thinking,  "  I  am 
a  handsome  man.  A  pair  of  whiskers  like  mine  are  not  met 
with  every  day.  If  anybody  can  see  that  my  tuft  is 'dyed,  may 
I  be  —  When  the  door  was  flung  open,  and  a  large  lady  with 
a  curl  on  her  forehead,  yellow  shawl,  a  green-velvet  bonnet 
with  feathers,  half-boots,  and  a  drab  gown  with  tulips  and  other 
large  exotics  painted  on  it  —  when,  in  a  word,  Mrs.  Crump  and 
her  daughter  bounced  into  the  room. 

44  Here  we  are,  Mr.  E."  cries  Mrs.  Crump,  in  a  gay,/o/afre, 
confidential  air.  "  But  law  !  there's  a  gent  in  the  room  !  " 

44  Don't  mind  me,  ladies,"  said  the  gent  alluded  to,  with  his 
fascinating  way.  44  I'm  a  friend  of  Eglantine's  ;  ain't  I,  Egg? 
a  chip  of  the  old  block,  hay  ?  " 

44  That  you  are,"  said  the  perfumer,  starting  up. 

44  An  'air-dresser?  "  asked  Mrs.  Crump.  "  Well,  I  thought 
he  was  ;  there's  something,  Mr.  E.,  in  gentlemen  of  your  pro- 
fession so  exceeding,  so  uncommon  distangy" 

'4  Madam,  you  do  me  proud,"  replied  the  gentleman  so  com- 
plimented, with  great  presence  of  mind.  '4  Will  you  allow  me 
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to  try  rny  skill  upon  \<>u.  <»r  ii|  yottt  lovely  dauirht.-i •': 

I'm    not    >o    clever    a-    l.jiantine,   but  110    hud    li:uui,    I    a 
you." 

"  Non-en-e.  Captain,"  interrupted  th"  perfumer,  who  was 
uneomfoitahle  somehow  at  tbe  renOOBtre  between  the  Captain 
and  the  object  of  his  affect  i<  >n.  ••  /As  not  in  the  profe^-j,  »n. 
.Mi--  C.  Thifl  10  niy  friend  (  aptain  Walkei.  and  proud  I  am 
to  call  him  my  friend."  And  then  aside  to  .Mr-.  C.,  **0 
the  lir>t  swell.-  on  town,  ma'am  —  a  ;«  gular  tip-topper." 

Humoring  tin-  mi-take  whidi  Mr-.  Crump  had  ju-t  made, 
Mr.  \\  alkcr  tliru>t  tin-  <-nrliu^-in»ii>  into  the  tin-  in  a  mimitr, 
and  lookc(l  round  at  the  ladic-  \villi  Mich  a  lascinatin^  Lriacc, 
that  hotli,  now  made  ae<|iiainted  \\itli  his  ijnality,  blushed 
j^i^'^led,  and  were  (jnitc  p!ca>«-d.  Mamma  looked  at  '(iina, 
aiul  '(iina  looked  at  mamma:  and  then  mamma  gave  '(iina 
a  little  blow  in  the  region  of  her  little  waist,  and  then  both 
burst  out  lan.uhinu.  as  ladies  will  lauirh,  and  as,  let  us  tni^t, 
they  ;//<///  laiiuh  f«»r  ever  and  ever,  \\liy  nee<l  tin  re  be  a  rea- 
son for  laii-hini;?  Let  us  lauuhwhen  \vi-  are  lau.^li}',  as  we 
sleep  when  w<  leepy,  And  so  Mrs.  Crump  and  her 

demoi-dle  lauiilu'd    to  tin  ir    hrarts'  content;    and  both  fixed 
their  laru'e  -hiniii!:  l>laek  eyes  repeatedly  on  Mr.  Walker. 

ki  I  won't  lease  the  room,"  said  he.  earning  forward  with 
the  heated  iron  in  his  hand,  and  smoothing  it  on  the  brown 
paper  with  all  the  dexterity  of  a  professor  (for  the  fail  is, 
Mr.  W.  every  morning  curled  his  own  immense  whiskers 
with  the  greatest  >kill  and  can-)  —  ••  I  won't  leave  the  room, 
Kglaniini'  my  boy.  My  lady  here  took  me  for  a  hairdresser, 
and  -o.  you  know.  I've  a  right  to  stay." 

••  lie  can't  stay,"  .-aid  Mrs.  Crump,  all  of  a  sudden, 'blush* 
ing  as  red  as  a  peony. 

u  I  shall  have  on  my  peignoir,  mamma,"  said  Miss,  look- 
ing at  the  gentleman,  and  then  dropping  down  her  eyes  and 
blushing  too. 

M  Hut  he  can't  stay,  '(Iina.  I  tell  you:  do  }rou  think  that 
1  would,  before  a  gentleman,  take  oil'  my  —  " 

"  Mamma  means  her  PROMT!"  .-aid  Mi--,  jumping  up,  and 
beginning  to  laugh  with  all  her  might  ;  at  which  the  honest 
landlady  of  the  "  Bootjack,"  who  loved  a  joke,  although  at 
her  own  expense,  laughed  too,  and  said  that  no  one,  except 
Mi1.  Crump  and  Mr.  Kglaniiiu1.  hail  ever  seen  her  without 
the  ornament  in  <juc-tion. 

u/to  ^<>  "<»w.  you  provo king  thing,  you !"  continued  Miss 
»..  LU  Mi.  \\alkei  ;  lki  wish  to  hear  tlic  hovcrture,  and  it's 
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six  o'clock  now,  and  we  shall  never  be  done  against  then:" 
but  the  way  in  which  Morgiana  said  u  do  go,"  clearly  indicated 
"  don't"  to  the  perspicuous  mind  of  Mr.  Walker. 

"Perhaps  you  'ad  better  go,"  continued  Mr,  Eglantine, 
joining  in  this  sentiment,  and  .being,  in  truth,  somewhat  un- 
easy at  the  admiration  which  his  "swell  friend"  excited. 

"I'll    see  you  hanged    first,  Eggy  my  boy!     Go  I  won't, 
until   these   ladies   have  had   their   hair  dressed :    didn't  you 
yourself  tell   me  that   Miss  Crump's  was   the  most   beautiful* 
hair  in  Europe?      And  do  you  think  that  I'll  go  away  with- 
out seeing  it?     No,  here  I  stay." 

"You  naughty,  wicked,  odious,  provoking  man!"  said 
Miss  Crump.  But,  at  the  same  time,  she  took  off  her  bon- 
net, and  placed  it  on  one  of  the  side  candlesticks  of  Mr. 
Eglantine's  glass  (it  was  a  black-velvet  bonnet,  trimmed  with'  - 
sham  lace,  and  with  a  wreath  of  nasturtiums,  convolvuluses, 
and  wallflowers  within)  ;  and  then  said,  "  Give  me  the  pei- 
gnoir, Mr.  Archibald,  if  you  please ; "  and  Eglantine,  \vhu 
would  do  anything  for  her  when  she  called  him  Archibald, 
immediately  produced  that  garment,  and  wrapped  round  the 
delicate  shoulders  of  the  lady,  who  removing  a  sham  gold 
chain  which  she  wore  on  her  forehead,  two  brass  hair-combs 
set  with  glass  rubies,  and  the  comb  which  kept  her  back 
hair  together, — removing  them,  I  say,  and  turning  her  great 
eyes  towards  the  stranger,  and  giving  her  head  a  shake,  down 
Jet  tumble  such  a  flood  of  shining,  waving,  heavy,  glossy, 
jetty  hair,  as  would  have  done  Mr.  Rowland's  heart  good  to 
see.  It  tumbled  down  Miss  Morgiana's  back,  and  it  tum- 
bled over  her  shoulders,  it  tumbled  over  the  chair  on  which 
she  sat,  and  from  the  midst  of  it  her  jolly,  bright-eyed,  rosy 
face  beamed  out  with  a  triumphant  smile,  which  said,  "  A'n't 
I  now  the  most  angelic  being  you  ever  saw  ?  " 

u  By  heaven!  it's  the  most  beautiful  thing  I  ever  saw!" 
cried  Mr.  Walker,  with  undisguised  admiration. 

44  Isn't  it?"  said  Mrs.  Crump,  who  made  her  daughter's 
triumph  her  own.  "  Heigho  !  when  I  acted  at  '  The  Wells '  in 
1820,  before  that  dear  girl  was  born,  /had  such  a  head  of  hair 
as  that,  to  a  shade,  sir,  to  a  shade.  They  called  me  Ravens- 
wing  on  account  of  it.  I  lost  my  head  of  hair  when  that  dear 
child  was  born,  and  I  often  say  to  her,  c  Morgiana,  }'ou  came 
into  the  world  to  rob  your  mother  of  her  air.'  Were  you 
ever  at  'The  Wells,'  sir,  in  1*20?  Perhaps  you  recollect 
Miss  Delancy?  I  am  that  Miss  Delaucy.  Perhaps  you 
recollect,  — 
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"•Tiiik-a-tirik.  link  u-tink, 

Hy  tin-  li^'lit  of  tl»-  star, 
On  the  him-  river's  hrink, 
I  lu-:ir-l  a  guitar. 

" '  I  heard  a  uf<iitar. 

(  hi  tin-  lilui-  waters  dear, 
AIM!  knew  I iy  its  MIU  11  .sit-, 
Th;it  Selini  wa>  in  ;ir  !  ' 

Von  rememU-r  that  in  the  Jl<i<j<ia(t  J&lls?  Fatima,  Delam-v  ; 
Selim,  Uenlomond  (hi-  n-:il  name  was  l>iiiini<>ii  :  ami  lit-  I'ail .••!. 
jtm.r  fellow,  iii  the  puMic  line  afterward*).  It  was  done-  to  the 
tambourine,  and  dancing  between  each  \er>c, — 

"'Tink-rt-tink,  tink-a  tink, 

1  Iiiw  t lie  >'ii't  n i ii- i.-  >\\ 1 11s, 
— ^  And  I  lic:ir  tin-  .soft  dink 

Of  tin-  ininaivt  l..-ll>! 

"'Tink-a— '" 

**  Oli  !  "  lu-rc  cried  Mis<  ( 'i-uin|..  as  if  in  cxcc'-din-.:  pain  (and 
wlicthrr  Mr.  1-^lanliin-  had   t\vitclird.    pulled,  or  hurt  :in\ 
individual  hair  oi' thai  lovely  h.-ad  I  don't  know),  —  "  Oh,  you 
are  killing  nie.  Mr.  l.ulantinc  '.  " 

And  with  this  inaiiuna.  wh«>  was  in  her  attitude,  holding  nj) 
Hie  end  (d'her  !x>a  as  a  \i>i«»nary  tainlx. urine,  and  Mr.  Walker, 
who  was  looking  at  her,  and  in  his  amusement  at  the  mother'- 
pi-ironnances  had  almost  l'«»ri:«»ttrn  the  charms  of  the  daughter, 

I. "th  turned  round  at  <»uc»\  and  looked  at  her  with  many  e\- 
presMons  ol' sympathy,  while  Kuhintine,  in  a  voice  of  reproach, 
said.  "AY/A-// you,  M<>rui  -ina  !  1  kill  you?" 

"  I'm  lu-ttcr  now."  said  the  young  lady,  with  a  smile, — 
'•  I'm  lirttcr.  Mr.  Areliihald.  now."  And  il  the  truth  must  In- 
told,  n.i  Lcrcater  eoijtiette  than  Miss  Morgiana  existed  in  all 
May  Kair, —  no,  not  among  the  m«^t  fashionable  mistresses  of 
the  lashional»le  valets  who  lVri|ui'iited  the  lt  Bootjack."  She 
helic\cd  herseir  to  1  >e  the  most  fascinating  civatmv  that  the 
world  e\t-r  produced  ;  she  never  saw  a  stranger  hut  she  tried 
these  lascinations  upon  him;  and  her  charms  of  manner  and 
person  were  of  that  showy  sort  which  is  most  popular  in  this 
v.crid.  when-  people  are  wont  to  admire  most  that  which  gives 
them  the  least  trouble  to  see;  and  so  you  will  find  a  tulip  of  a 
Aoman  to  l»e  in  fa-hion  when  a  little  humMe  violet  or  daisy 
of  creation  is  pasM-d  over  without  remark.  Morgiana  was  a 
tulip  amonir  women,  and  the  tulip-fanciers  all  c:.uie  flocking 
round  her. 
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Well,  the  said  "  Oh ! "  and  "I'm  better  now,  Mr.  Archi' 
bald,"  thereby  succeeded  in  drawing  everybody's  attention  to 
her  lovely  self.  By  the  latter  words  Mr.  Eglantine  was  specialty 
inflamed;  he  glanced  at  Mr.  Walker,  and  said,  "Capting! 
didn't  I  tell  yon  she  was  a  creecher  ?  See  her  hair,  sir :  it's  as 
black  and  as  glossy  as  satting.  It  weighs  fifteen  pound,  that 
hair,  sir  ;  and  I  wouldn't  let  my  apprentice  —  that  blundering 
Mossrose,  for  instance  (hang  him!)  —  I  wouldn't  let  any  one 
but  mj'self  dress  that  hair  for  five  hundred  guineas  !  Ah,  Miss 
Morgiana,  remember  that  you  may  always  have  Eglantine  to 
dress  }rour  hair  !  —  remember  that,  that's  all."  And  with  this 
the  worthy  gentleman  began  rubbing  delicately  a  little  of  the 
Eglantinia  into  those  ambrosial  locks,  which  he  loved  with  all 
the  love  of  a  man  and  an  artist. 

And  as  for  Morgiana  showing  her  hair,  I  hope  none  of  my 
readers  will  entertain  a  bad  opinion  of  the  poor  girl  for  doing 
so.  Her  locks  were  her  pride  ;  she  acted  at  the  private  theatre 
"  hair  parts,"  where  she  could  appear  on  purpose  to  show  them 
in  a  dishevelled  state  ;  and  that  her  modest}7  was  real  and  not 
affected  may  be  proved  by  the  fact  that  when  Mr.  Walker, 
stepping  up  in  the  midst  of  Eglantine's  last  speech,  took  hold 
of  a  lock  of  her  hair  very  gently  with  his  hand,  she  cried  "  Oh  !  " 
and  started  with  all  her  might.  And  Mr.  Eglantine  observed 
very  gravely,  "Capting!  Miss  Crump's  hair  is  to  be  seen  and 
not  to  be  touched,  if  you  please." 

"No  more  it  is,  Mr.  Eglantine,"  said  her  mamma;  "and 
now,  as  it's  come  to  my  turn,  I  beg  the  gentleman  will  be  so 
obliging  as  to  go." 

"  Must  /?"  cried  Mr.  Walker ;  and  as  it  was  half-past  six, 
and  he  was  engaged  to  dinner  at  the  "  Regent  Club,"  and  as  he 
did  not  wish  to  make  Eglantine  jealous,  who  evident!}'  was 
annoyed  b}r  his  staj'ing,  he  took  his  hat  just  as  Miss  Crump's 
coiffure  was  completed,  and  saluting  her  and  her  mamma,  left 
the  room. 

"A  tip-top  swell,  I  can  assure  you,"  said  Eglantine,  nod- 
ding after  him  :  "a  regular  bang-up  chap,  and  no  mistake.  Inti- 
mate with  the  Marquess  of  Billingsgate,  and  Lord  Vauxhall, 
and  that  set." 

"  He's  very  genteel,"  said  Mrs.  Crump. 

"Law!  I'm  sure  I  think  nothing  of  him,"  said  Mor- 
giana. 

And  Captain  Walker  walked  towards  his  club,  meditating 
on  the  beauties  of  Morgiana.  "  What  hair,"  said  he,  "  what, 
eyes  the  girl  has  !  they're  as  big  as  billiard-balls  ;  and  5,000/4 
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Eglantine's  in  luck!  .r>,000/.—  she  can't  have  it,  it's  impos- 
sible !  " 

No    sooner    was    Mrs.    Crump*!    front    arnin-.d.  during   the 

tine  of  which  operation   Morjiana  sat   in  p- 

looking  :it   the  l.-i-l     French    fa>hions    in    1 

and  thinking  how  her  pink  satin  slip  \v<»uld  dye.  and  make 
such   a    mantilla    as    that    represented    in    tin  --no 

sooner    \\  ('rump's    front    arranged,    than    both    Indie*, 

taking  leave  of  .Mr.  Lulantine.  tripped  Lack  to  the  ••  Bootjack 
Motel"  in  the  neighborhood,  where  a  very  IK  at  iriven  lly  was 
already  in  waiting,  tin-  Lr«-nt It-man  on  the  box  of  whi.  h  (  I'rom  a 
livei\-stal'le  in  the  neiiihix >rho< .  I  knowing  touch  t«.  liis 

hat.  and  a  salute  \\ith  his  \\hip,  to  the  two  ladies,  as  tln-y 
enterecl  the  tavrrn. 

»*Mr.  W.'s  inside."  >aid  the  man  —  a  driver  from  Mr.  Snaf- 
il-'^  i-st:il»lislniM-nt  ;  ••  hr'>  l.een  in  and  out  this  score  of  times, 
and  looking  <lmvn  the  street  tor  you."  And  in  the  hoii-e. 
in  fact,  ua>  Mr.  \Vo«»lsi'y.  the  tailor,  who  had  him!  the  fly, 
and  was  engaged  to  conduct  the  ladies  that  evening  t<>  the 
play. 

It  was  really  rather  too  bad  to  think  that  Mis-  M-.ijiana. 
after  going  to  one  lover  to  have  her  hair  d 
with  another  to  the  play;  but  such  is  the  way  with  1< 
woman  '.  Let  her  have  a  dozen  admirers,  and  the  d.ar  co.|ur tte 
will  exercise  her  power  upon  them  all :  and  MS  a  lady,  when  she 
lias  a  largo  wardrobe,  and  a  taste  for  variety  in  dress,  will  ap- 
pear every  day  in  a  diU'erent  costume,  so  will  the  vonnii 
giddy  beauty  \\var  her  lovers,  encouraging  now  the  Mack  whis- 
now  smiling  on  the  brown,  now  thinking  that  the  gay 
smiling  rattle,  of  an  admirer  becomes  her  very  well,  and  now 
adopting  the  sad  sentimental  melancholy  one,  according  as  her 
changeful  fancy  prompts  her.  Lot  us  not  be  too  angry  with 
these  uncertainties  and  caprices  of  l.oauty  :  and  depend  on  it 
that,  for  the  most  part,  those  females  who  cry  out  loude-t 
against  the  Mightiness  of  their  sisters,  and  iv'nikc  their  undue 
encouragement  of  this  man  or  that,  would  do  as  much  them- 
selves if  they  had  the  chance,  and  are  constant,  as  I  am  to  my 
coat  inst  now.  because  I  have  no  other. 

"  Did  you  see  Doubleyou,  'Gina  dear?"  said  her  mamma. 
addressing  that  young  lady.      "  lie'*  in  the  bar  with  your 
and  has  his  military  coat  with  the  king's  buttons,  and  looks  like 
an  otlioer." 

This  was  M-.  Woolsey9!  -t\lc.  his  o-reat  aim  being  to  look 
like  an  army  ycnt,  for  many  of  whom  he  in  his  capacity  of 
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tailor  made  those  splendid  red  and  blue  coats  which  character- 
ize our  military.  As  for  the  ro}Tal  button,  had  not  he  made  a 
set  of  coats  for  his  late  Majesty,  George  IV.?  and  he  would 
add,  when  he  narrated  this  circumstance,  "•  Sir,  Prince  Blucher 
and  Prince  Swartzenberg's  measure's  in  the  house  now ;  and 
what's  more,  I've  cut  for  Wellington."  I  believe  he  would 
have  gone  to  St.  Helena  to  make  a  coat  for  Napoleon,  so  great 
was  his  ardor.  He  wore  a  blue-black  wig,  and  his  whiskers 
were  of  the  same  hue.  He  was  brief  and  stern  in  conversation  ; 
and  he  always  went  to  masquerades  and  balls  in  a  field-marshal's 
uniform. 

"  He  looks  really  quite  the  thing  to-night,"  continued  Mrs. 
Crump. 

"  Yes,"  said  'Gina ;  "  but  he's  such  an  odious  wig,  and  the 
dye  of  his  whiskers  always  comes  off  on  his  white  gloves." 

"  Every bod3'  has  not  their  own  hair,  love,"  continued  Mrs. 
Crump  with  a  sigh  ;  "  but  Eglantine's  is  beautiful." 

"  Every  hairdresser's  is,"  answered  Morgiana,  rather  con- 
tern  ptuousty ;  "but  what  I  can't  bear  is  that  their  fingers  is 
always  so  very  fat  and  pudg}*." 

In  fact,  something  had  gone  wrong  with  the  fair  Morgiana. 
Was  it  that  she  had  but  little  liking  for  the  one  pretender  or 
the  other?  Was  it  that  young  Glauber,  who  acted  Romeo 
in  the  private  theatricals,  was  far  younger  and  more  agreeable 
than  either?  Or  was  it,  that  seeing  a  real  gentleman,  such  as 
Mr.  Walker,  with  whom  she  had  had  her  first  interview,  she 
felt  more  and  more  the  want  of  refinement  in  her  other  declared 
admirers!  Certain,  however,  it  is,  that  she  was  very  reserved 
all  the  evening,  in  spite  of  the  attentions  of  Mr.  Woolsey  ;  that 
she  repeatedly  looked  round  at  the  box-door,  as  if  she  ex- 
pected some  one  to  enter;  and  that  she  partook  of  only  a 
very  few  oysters,  indeed,  out  of  the  barrel  which  the  gallant 
tailor  had  sent  down  to  the  "  Bootjack,"  and  off  which  the 
party  supped. 

"  What  is  it?"  said  Mr.  Woolse}r  to  his  ally,  Crump,  as  they 
sat  together  after  the  retirement  of  the  ladies.  "  She  was  dumb 
all  night.  She  never  once  laughed  at  the  farce,  nor  cried  at 
the  tragedy,  and  you  know  she  laughs  and  cries  uncommon. 
She  only  took  half  her  negus,  and  not  above  a  quarter  of  her 
beer." 

"  No  more  she  did  !  "  replied  Mr.  Crump,  very  calmly.  "  I 
think  it  must  be  the  barber  as  has  been  captivating  her  he 
dressed  her  hair  for  the  play." 

"  Hang  him,  I'll  shoot  him  J  "  said  Mr.  Woolsey.     "  A  fat. 
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foolish,    effeminate    beMt     like    licit     in.-irry     M          Uorgiana  : 
Never!      I  //•/'// shoot  him.      I'll  provoke   linn   M.  \L  Nat  iirda  \ 
I'll  tread  on  his  toe  —  I'll  pull  In-  n< 

11  No    quarrelling    at    tin-    '  Kidn.  \  '    an-wen  ,|    Crump, 

Mernly  ;    "  there  shall  be  no  <juan  ellini:  in  that   loom  a-.  l«»ng  aa 
I'm  in  tin-  chair  :  " 

11  Well,  at  any  rate  you'll  stand  my  friend'" 

•  Von  know  I  will,"  answered  the  other  "Yon  are  honor- 
able, and  I  like  you  better  than  Kirlaniine.  I  trust  you  more 
tlrin  Ivjantinr,  sir.  You're  more  of  a  man  than  Kirlantine, 
though  you  nre  a  tailor;  and  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  you  mav 
^vt  Mor^iana.  .Mr-.  ('.  goes  the  other  way.  I  know:  but  I  tell 
\on  what,  women  will  '2<>  their  own  way-,  -ir.  and  M«ip_ry'^  like 
iff  mother  in  this  point,  and  depend  upon  it.  M  •-  ill  deeide 

.or  hei-M-IC." 

.Mi  \\ 'ool-j-y  presently  wmt  home,  still  peixi^tiri'j  in  his  plan 
lor  the  assassination  •»!'  Mudantine.  Mr.  ('ruinp  went  to  bed 
\'i\  quietly,  and  siioi-e(|  through  the  ni^ht  in  hi^  u-nal  tone. 
Mr.  Eglantine  priced  some  feveri>li  moments  of  jeal..iisy,  for 
he  had  come  down  to  the  club  in  the  evening,  and  had  heard 
that  Morgana  was  •_••  .ne  to  the  play  with  his  rival.  And  liisfl 
M<>rL!,iana  dreamed  of  a  man  who  wa-  mn-t  w«-  say  it?  — 
•  •  \.-eedinirly  like  Captain  Ilowanl  Walker.  ••  M  <  ;ptain 
>o  and-so  !  "  thought  she.  tk  Oh,  I  do  love  a  gentleman 

de:irl\  !  " 

And  ahout  :!iis  time,  too,  Mr.  Walker  himself  came  rolling 
home  from  the  %  •  Ixeijfent ."  hieeiippiii'j.  l<  Such  hair  !  —  such  63*6- 
brows  !  —  siu  ii  i-yos  !  like  b-b-billiard-balls,  by  Jove  1 " 


CHAPTER  II. 

IW   WHICH    MR.    WALKER    MARKS    TIIUF.K     A  I  1  I  MPTS   TO    ASCERTAIN 

1111.    DWLI.I.INQ    OF    MORGIANA. 

Tm  day  after  the  dinner  at  the  "  Regent  Club,"  Mr.  Walker 
stepped  over  to  the  shop  of  his  friend  the  perfumer,  where,  as 
ii-ual,  the  young  man,  Mr.  Mossrose,  was  established  in  the 

front  premises. 

For  >omr  iva-i  -n  or  other,  the  Captain  \\:i-  particularly  good- 
humored;  and,  -uiite  forgetful  of  the  wor»l>  which  had  passed 
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between  him  and  Mr.  Eglantine's  lieutenant  the  day  before, 
began  addressing  the  latter  with  extreme  cordiality. 

44  A  good  morning  to  you,  Mr.  JNIossro.se,"  said  Captain 
Walker.  u  Why,  sir,  you  look  as  fresh  as  your  namesake, — 
3rou  do,  indeed,  now,  Mossrose." 

44  You  look  ash  yellow  ash  a  guinea,"  responded  Mr.  Moss- 
rose,  sulkily.  He  thought  the  Captain  was  hoaxing  him. 

"My  good  sir,"  replies  the  other,  nothing  cast  down,  "I 
drank  rather  too  freely  last  night." 

41  The  more  beast  you  !  "  said  Mr.  Mossrose. 

"Thank  you,  Mossrose;  the  same  to  you,"  answered  the 
Captain. 

4 'If  you  call  me  a  beast  I'll  punch  your  head  off!"  an^ 
swered  the  young  man,  who  had  much  skill  in  the  art  which 
many  of  his  brethren  practise. 

4k  I  didn't,  my  fine  fellow,''  replied  Walker.  4-  On  the  con- 
trary, you  —  " 

"  Do  you  mean  to  give  me  the  lie?"  broke  out  the  indignant 
Mossrose,  who  hated  the  agent  fiercely,  and  did  not  in  the  least 
care  to  conceal  his  hate. 

It  fact,  it  was  his  fixed  purpose  to  pick  a  quarrel  with 
Walker,  and  to  drive  him,  if  possible,  from  Mr.  Eglantine's 
shop.  "  Do  }*ou  mean  to  give  me  the  lie,  I  say,  Mr.  Hooker 
Walker?" 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  Amos,  hold  your  tongue  !  "  exclaimed 
the  Captain,  to  whom  the  name  of  Hooker  was  as  poison  ;  but 
at  this  moment  a  customer  stepping  in,  Mr.  Amos  exchanged 
his  ferocious  aspect  for  a  bland  grin,  and  Mr.  Walker  walked 
into  the  studio. 

When  in  Mr.  Eglantine's  presence,  Walker,  too,  was  all 
smiles  in  a  minute,  sunk  down  on  a  settee,  held  out  his  hand 
to  the  perfumer,  and  began  confidentially  discoursing  with  him. 

"  Such  a  dinner,  Tiny  my  bo}T,"  said  he  ;  "  such  prime  fel- 
lows to  eat  it,  too !  Billingsgate,  Vauxhall,  Cinqbars,  Buff  of 
the  Blues,  and  half  a  dozen  more  of  the  best  fellows  in  town. 
And  what  do  you  think  the  dinner  cost  a  head?  I'll  wager 
you'll  never  guess." 

14  Was  it  two  guineas  a  head?  —  In  course  I  mean  without 
wine,"  said  the  genteel  perfumer. 

44  Guess  again;" 

44  Well,  was  it  ten  guineas  a  head?  I'll  guess  any  sum  you 
please,"  replied  Mr.  Eglantine  :  "  for  I  know  that  when  you  nobs 
are  together,  you  don't  spare  3'our  mone}'.  I  myself,  at  the  4  Star 
and  Garter,'  at  Richmond,  once  paid  —  " 
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•'  llciichtcenpencc,  sir!  —  I  paid  fivc-nnd-thirty  sliillincrs  per 
'cad.  I'd  have  you  to  know  that  L  can  |  .11  as 

well  as  any  other  gentleman,  .sir,"  answered  tin-  p<  il'iimer  with 
niiK-li  dignity. 

••  \V.-I1.  ei-hteenpence  \viis  whattt't  paid,  and  not  a  rap  more 
upon  my  honor." 

••  Nonsense,  you're  joking.     Tin-   M:inju.^s  of  Hi  Hi  negate 
dine  for  eighteenpeDOe  ?       Win,  hanir   it.  it'  I   VU|   a    man. 
I'd  pay  a  live  pound  oota  l«»r  my  lunch." 

••  You  little  know  the  person.  Master  K-lantiiie."  ivplu-d  the 
Captain,  with  :i  smile  of  contempt  uoii>  siipei  i,  ,rii  \  ;  ~  ytii  little; 
know  the  real  man  of  fashion,  my  good  fellow.  .simplicity, 
sir.  -simplicity's  the  characteristic  of  tin-  ival  -cntlcman,  and 
so  I'll  tell  you  what,  we  had  for  dim 

I  urtle   and   venis-.n,   of  course:  —  no  nob  dines  without 

Mr//,." 

••  P>h:i  :  we're  sick  of  'mi!  We  had  pea-soup  and  l.oiled 
tripe!  What  do  \ou  think  of  f/mf  f  \\  e  had  ^  prats  and  ln-r- 
i-iii^-s.  a  Millock's  heait.  a  1-aked  -houMer  of  mutton  and  pota- 
UM^  piu's-fry  and  Irish  stew.  /  ordered  the  dinner,  sir.  and 
;rot  more  credit  for  inventing  it  than  they  ever  izave  to  I 
Soyer.  The  .Manjiiess  was  in  •  tin-  Karl  devoured  half 

a  iMisliel  of  sprats,  and  if  the  Viscount  is  not  laid  up  with  a 
surfeit  of  bullock's  heart,  my  name's  not  Howard  Walker. 
Hilly,  as  I  call  him.  was  in  the  chair,  and  gave  my  health;  and 
what  do  you  think  the  rascal  proposed?" 

M  What  <//'/  his  lordship  propo 

"That  every  man  present  .should  subscribe  twopence,  and 

pay  for  my  share  of  the  dinner.     By  Jove!  it  is  true,  and  the 

money  was  handed  to  me  in  a  pewter-pot,  of  which  they  also 

1  to  make  me  a  present.     We  afterwards  went  to  Tom 

Spring's,  from  Tom's  to  the  •  Finish.'  from  the  •  Finish'  to  the 

watch-house  —  that.  is.  f/i.'i/  did,  —  and  scut  for  me,  just  as  I 

•HiiiLr  into  bed,  to  bail  them  all  out." 

••They're  happy  do^x.  tho-e  yoium  noMemen,"  said  Mr. 
Kulantine;  ••  nothing  but  pleasure  from  morniim  till  ni^ht  :  no 
atlectation  neither.  —  no  huture  ;  but  manly,  downright,  straight- 

forward irood  felloWS." 

11  Should  you  like  to  meet  them,  Tiny  my  boy?"  said  the 
Captain. 

ik  If  I  did,  sir,  I  hope  I  should  show  myself  to  be  the  gentle- 
man," answered  Mr.  Fulantine. 

44  Well,  you  thall  meet  them,  and  Lady  Billingsgate  shall 
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order  her  perfumes  at  your  shop.  We  are  going  to  dine,  next 
week,  all  our  set,  at  mealy-faced  Bob's,  and  you  shall  be  my 
guest,"  cried  the  Captain,  slapping  the  delighted  artist  on  the 
back.  "  And  now,  my  boy,  tell  me  how  you  spout  the  evening." 

41  At  my  club,  sir,"  answered  Mr.  Eglantine,  blushing 
rather. 

"  What !  not  at  the  play  with  the  lovely  black-eyed  Miss  — 
what  is  her  name,  Eglantine?" 

"  Never  mind  her  name,  Captain,"  replied  Eglantine,  partly 
from  prudence  and  partly  from  shame.  lie  had  not  the  heart 
to  own  it  was  Crump,  and  he  did  not  care  that  the  Captain 
should  know  more  of  his  destined  bride. 

"  You  wish  to  keep  the  five  thousand  to  yourself —  eh,  you 
rogue?"  responded  the  Captain,  with  a  good-humored  air, 
although  exceedingly  mortified  ;  for,  to  say  the  truth,  he  had 
put  himself  to  the  trouble  of  telling  the  above  long  story  of  the 
dinner,  and  of  promising  to  introduce  Eglantine  to  the  lords, 
solely  that  he  might  elicit  from  that  gentleman's  good-humor 
some  further  particulars  regarding  the  young  lady  with  the 
billiard-ball  eyes.  It  was  for  the  very  same  reason,  too,  that 
he  had  made  the  attempt  at  reconciliation  with  Mr.  Mossrose 
which  had  just  so  signally  failed.  Nor  would  the  reader,  did 
he  know  Mr.  W.  better,  at  all  require  to  have  the  above  ex- 
planation ;  but  as  yet  we  are  only  at  the  first  chapter  of  his 
history,  and  who  is  to  know  what  the  hero's  motives  can  be 
unless  we  take  the  trouble  to  explain  ? 

Well,  the  little,  dignified  answer  of  the  worthy  dealer  in 
bergamot,  "  Never  mind  her  name,  Captain!  "  threw  the  gallant 
Captain  quite  aback ;  and  though  he  sat  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  longer,  and  was  exceedingly  kind ;  and  though  he  threw 
out  some  skilful  hints,  yet  the  perfumer  was  quite  unconquera- 
ble ;  or,  rather,  he  was  too  frightened  to  tell :  the  poor,  fat, 
timid,  easy,  good-natured  gentleman  was  always  the  prey  of 
rogues,  —  panting  and  floundering  in  one  rascal's  snare  or 
another's,  He  had  the  dissimulation,  too,  which  timid  men 
have  ;  and  felt  the  presence  of  a  victimizer  as  a  hare  does  of  a 
greyhound.  Now  he  would  be  quite  still,  now  he  would  double, 
and  now  he  would  run,  and  then  came  the  end.  He  knew,  by 
his  sure  instinct  of  fear,  that  the  Captain  had,  in  asking  these 
questions,  a  scheme  against  him,  and  so  he  was  cautious,  and 
trembled,  and  doubted.  And  oh !  how  he  thanked  his  stars 
when  Lady  Grogmore's  chariot  drove  up,  with  the  Misses 
Grogmore,  who  wanted  their  hair  dressed,  and  were  going  to  3 
breakfast  at  three  o'clock  ! 
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««  I'll  look  in  njjain,  Tiny,"  said  the  Captain.  on  hearing  the 
•ummon- 

••  D»,  Captain."  replied  the  other  :  ••  tliauk  you  ;  "  and  \\ent 
into  the  lady's  siudio  with  a  heavy  heart. 

••(,«•!  .MI!  of  the  \\ay.  \o"  ii't'ernal  villain:"  roared  the 
Captain,  with  many  oath-,  to  Lad\  ( ir<ignioiv'>  1  man. 

with    ruby-eolored    tights,    who    wa>    landing   inhaling  the   ten 
thousand   perfumes  of  tin-   shop;    and   the    latter.  nio\  ini:  a\\  a\ 
in  great  terror,  the  gallant    agent    pa>^-d   (,nt.  quite  In 
the  grin  of  Ml'.   M<'--!' 

Walker  was  in  a  fury  at  his  want  of  sneers,  and  walked 
down  Bond  Street  in  a  fury.  "  I  will  know  where  the  girl 
Uves!M  SWOre  he.  ••  I'll  >pend  a  live-pound  note,  l»\  Jove! 
rather  than  not  know  where  >he  li\e>  :  " 

'•  Tlmt  i/'>u  would — /  know  y»u  ir»til<t .' "  said  n  little  grave 
low  voice,  all  of  a  sudden.  \>\  his  side.  "  Pooh  !  what's  money 
to  you  ?  " 

Walker  looked  d«»wn  ;  it  was  Tom  Dale. 

Who  in  London  did  not  know  little  Tom  Dale?  He  had 
cheeks  like  an  apple,  and  his  hair  curled  every  morning,  and  a 
little  blue  stock,  and  alw:i\>  two  new  niaira/incs  under  his  arm, 
and  an  uinlnvlhi  and  a  little  brown  frock-coat,  and  big  square- 
toed  >hoes  with  which  he  went  /><//>/>/////  down  the  street.  He 
was  everywhere  at  once.  Kverybody  met  him  every  day.  and 
he  knew  evei  \  thing  that  everybody  ever  did;  though  nobody 
ftVei  knew  what  lie  did.  He  was,  they  say,  a  hundred  years 
old,  and  had  never  dined  at  his  own  charge  once  in  those  hun- 
dred years.  He  looked  like  a  figure  out  of  a  wax-work,  with 
urla>-\,  clear,  meaningless  eyes :  he  always  spoke  with  a  grin ; 
he  knew  what  you  had  for  dinner  the  day  before  he  met  you, 
and  what  everybody  had  had  for  dinner  for  a  century  back 
almost.  He  was  the  receptacle  of  all  the  scandal  of  all  the 
world,  from  Bond  Street  to  Bread  Street  ;  he  knew  all  the 
authors,  all  the  actors,  all  the  4k  notorieties"  of  the  town,  and 
the  private  histories  of  each.  That  is,  he  never  knew  anything 
really,  but  supplied  deficiencies  of  truth  and  memory,  with 
ready-coin-d,  never-failing  lies.  lie  was  the  most  benevolent 
man  in  the  universe,  and  never  saw  you  without  telling  you 
everything  most  cruel  of  your  neighbor,  and  when  he  left  you 
he  went  to  do  the  same  kind  turn  by  yourself. 

"  Pooh!  what's  money  to  you,  my  dear  boy?"  said  little 
Tom  Dale,  who  had  just  come  outof  Ebers's,  where  he  had  been 
lilching  an  opera-ticket.  "  You  make  it  in  bushels  in  the  City, 
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you  know  you  do,  —  in  thousands.  7  saw  you  go  into  Eglan- 
tine's. Fine  business  that ;  finest  in  London.  Five-shilling 
cakes  of  soap,  my  dear  boy.  /  can't  wash  with  such.  Thou- 
sands a  year  that  man  has  made  —  hasn't  ho  ? " 

"  Upon  my  word,  Tom,  I  don't  know,"  says  the  Captain. 

"  You  not  know?  Don't  tell  me.  You  know  everything  — 
you  agents.  You  know  he  makes  five  thousand  a  year,  —  ay, 
and  might  make  ten,  but  you  know  Vfhy  he  don't." 

"  Indeed  I  don't." 

"Nonsense.  Don't  humbug  a  poor  old  fellow  like  me. 
Jews  —  Amos  — fifty  per  cent,  ay?  Why  can't  he  get  his 
money  from  a  good  Christian  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  something  of  that  sort,"  said  Walker,  laugh- 
ing. "  Wiry,  by  Jove,  Tom,  you  know  everything !  " 

"Jot*  know  everything,  my  dear  boy.  You  know  what  a 
rascally  trick  that  opera  creature  served  him,  poor  fellow. 
Cashmere  shawls  —  Storr  and  Mortimer's  —  Star  and  Garter. 
Much  better  dine  quiet  off  pea-soup  and  sprats,  —  ay?  His 
tfetters  have,  as  you  know  very  well." 

"Pea-soup  and  sprats!  What!  have  you  heard  of  that 
already  ?  " 

"  Who  bailed  Lord  Billingsgate,  ay,  you  rogue?"  and  here 
Tom  gave  a  knowing  and  almost  demoniacal  grin.  "  Who 
wouldn't  go  to  the  'Finish?'  Who  had  the  piece  of  plate 
presented  to  him  filled  with  sovereigns?  And  you  deserved 
it,  my  dear  boy  —  you  deserved  it.  They  said  it  was  only 
halfpence,  but  /  know  better !  "  and  here  Tom  went  off  in  a 
cough. 

"  I  say,  Tom,"  cried  Walker,  inspired  with  a  sudden  thought, 
<;  }Tou,  who  know  everything,  and  are  a  theatrical  man,  did  3Tou 
ever  know  a  Miss  Delancy ,  an  actress  ? ' 

"  At  '  Sadler's  Wells '  in'16  ?  Of  course  I  did.  Real  name 
was  Budge.  Lord  Slapper  admired  her  very  much,  my  dear 
bo3r.  She  married  a  man  b3r  the  name  of  Crump,  his  lordship's 
black  footman,  and  brought  him  five  thousand  pounds  ;  and 
they  keep  the  'Bootjack'  public-house  in  Bunker's  Buildings, 
and  they've  got  fourteen  children.  Is  one  of  them  handsome, 
eh,  you  sly  rogue,  —  and  is  it  that  which  you  will  give  five 
pounds  to  know?  God  bless  you,  my  dear,  dear  boy.  Jones, 
my  dear  friend,  how  are  3"ou?  " 

And  now,  seizing  on  Jones,  Tom  Dale  left  Mr.  Walker  alone, 
and  proceeded  to  pour  into  Mr.  Jones's  ear  an  account  of  the 
individual  whom  he  had  just  quitted ;  how  he  was  the  best 
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fellow  in   tin-  world,  and  .lone-  /•,//•//•  it  :   how  ho  was  in  a  fine 
wav  of  making  !iis  fortune  ;    how  lie  had  !«•<  n  :n  tbe  I- 1- et  many 
times,  and  how  lie  was  at  this  moment  employed  iti  lookin 
for  a  young  lady  of  whom  a  certain  great  maKju.-»s  (  \N  t. 
kiu-w  vcr\   well,  too;  had  expressed  an  admiration. 

lint  i'or  thcsi-  ohsrrv  ations,  which  In-  did  ii"t  hear.  (  ;ij)laiu 
Walker,  it  may  be  pronounced,  did  not  caiv.  Hi-  ,-\es  In 
died  tip.  In-  marched  quickly  and  gayly  :i\\a\  :  and  turning  into 
his  o\\ii  chambers  opposite  EgUntioe'fl  shop*  ial  it  d  thai  estab- 
lishment with  a  grin  of  triumph.  "  You  wouldn't  tell  me  her 
name,  wouldn't  \o;i?">:iid  -Mr.  Walker.  ••\\<-li.  IIP-  luck's 
with  me  now.  and  here  ^<  ., 

Two  days  after,  as  Mr.  Eglantine,  with  whir  I  and  a 

QMC  of  ean-de-Colc-nr  a^  a  proent  in  hi-  pocket,  arrived  at 
tin-  "  Bootjack  Hotel,"  Little  P.unkcr'>  I'.nildiiicrs.  lierkeley 
Square  (for  it  must  out  —  that  wa>  tin-  place  in  which  Mr. 
Crump's  inn  wa-  situated),  he  pan>ed  for  a  moment  at  the 
threshold  of  the  little  house  of  entertainment,  and  listened,  \\ith 
beating  heart,  to  the  sound  of  delicious  music  that  a  well-known 
voice  was  uttering  within. 

The  moon  was  playing  in  silvery  brightness  down  the  gutter 
of  the  humble  street.  A  "  helper."  rubbing  down  one  of  Lady 
Smigsmag's  carriage-horses,  even  paused  in  his  whistle  to  listen 
to  the  strain.  Mr.  Treble's  man,  who  had  been  professionally 
occupied,  ceased  his  tap-tap  upon  the  coffin  which  he  was  get- 
ting in  readiness.  The  gr«  r  ( there  is  always  a  gi 
grocer  in  those  narrow  streets,  and  he  goes  out  in  white  Berlin 
gloves  as  a  supernumerary  footman)  was  standing  charmed  at 
his  little  green  gate :  the  -cobbler  (there  is  always  a  cobbler 
too)  was  drunk,  as  usual,  of  evenings,  but,  with  unusual  sub- 
ordination, never  sung  except  when  the  rrfnrin  of  the  ditty 
arrived,  when  he  hiccupped  it  forth  with  tipsy  loyalty;  and 
Eglantine  leaned  against  the  Chequers  painted  on  the  door- 
side  under  the  name  of  Crump,  and  looked  at  the  red  illumined 
curtain  of  the  bar,  and  the  vast,  well-known  shadow  of  Mrs. 
(  rnmpV  turhau  within.  Now  and  again  the  shadow  of  that 
worthy  matron's  hand  would  l>e  seen  to  grasp  the  -hado\\ 
of  a  bottle ;  then  the  shadow  of  a  cup  would  rise  tov 
the  turban,  and  still  the  strain  proceeded.  Eglanti 
say,  took  out  his  yellow  bandanna,  and  brushed  the  bead)* 
drops  from  his  brow,  and  laid  the  contents  of  his  white  kids 
on  his  heart,  and  sighed  with  ecstatic  sympathy.  The  song 
began, — 
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"Come  to  the  greenwood  tree,* 
Come  where  the  dark  woods  be, 
Dearest,  O  come  with  me  ! 
Let  us  rove  —  O  my  love  —  O  my  love! 

O  my-y  lor« ! 
5  Drunken  Cobbler  without)—  O  my-y  love ! 

"  Beast !  "  says  Eglantine. 

"  Come  —  'tis  the  moonlight  hour, 
Dew  is  on  leaf  and  flower, 
Come  to  the  linden  bower,  — 
Let  us  rove  —  O  my  love  —  O  my  love  ! 
Let  us  ro-o-ove,  lurlurliety  ;  yes,  we'll  rove,  lurlurlietyv 
Through  the  gro-o-ove,  lurlurliety  —  lurlurli-e-i-e-i-e-i! 
(Cobbler  as  usual)  —  Let  us  ro-o-ove,"  &c. 

l<  You  here?"  says  another  individual,  coming  clinging  up 
the  street,  in  a  military-cat  dress-coat,  the  buttons  whereof 
i>hone  very  bright  in  the  moonlight.  u  You  here,  Eglantine? 
—  You're  alwa}*s  here." 

"  Hush,  Woolsey,"  said  Mr.  Eglantine  to  his  rival  the  tailor 
(for  he  was  the  individual  in  question)  ;  and  Woolsey,  accord- 
ingly, put  his  back  against  the  opposite  door-post  and  cheq- 
uers, so  that  (with  poor  Eglantine's  bulk)  nothing  much  thicker 
than  a  sheet  of  paper  could  pass  out  or  in.  And  thus  these 
two  amorous  caryatides  kept  guard  as  the  song  continued :  — 

"  Dark  is  the  wood,  and  wide, 
Dangers,  they  say,  betide  ; 
But,  at  my  Albert's  side, 
Nought  I  fear,  O  my  love  —  O  my  love ! 

"  Welcome  the  greenwood  tree, 
Welcome  the  forest  tree, 
Dearest,  with  thee,  with  thee, 
Nought  I  fear,  O  my  love  —  O  ma-a-y  love  !  " 

Eglantine's  fine  e}*es  were  filled  with  tears  as  Morgiana 
passionately  uttered  the  above  beautiful  words.  Little  Wool- 
sey's  eyes  glistened,  as  he  clenched  his  fist  with  an  oath,  and 
said,  "  Show  me  airy  singing  that  can  beat  that.  Cobbler,  shut 
your  mouth,  or  I'll  break  your  head  ! " 

But  the  cobbler,  regardless  of  the  threat,  continued  to  per- 
form the  "  Lurlurliety,"  with  great  accuracy;  and  when  that 
was  ended,  both  on  his  part  and  Morgiana's,  a  rapturous 

*  The  words  of  this  song  are  copyright,  nor  will  the  copyright  be  sold 
for  less  than  twopence-halfpenny. 
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knocking  of  glasses  was  heard  in  tin-  little  bar.  then  a  great 
•  •lapping  of  hands,  and  finally,  somebody  shouted  ••  /inivti.'" 

••  Bvavfti" 

At  that  won!  Kulantiue  turned  deadly  pah-,  then  <^ave  a 
start,  then  a  ru.sh  forward,  whi«-h  pinned.  «>r  rather  cushioned. 
tlu>  tailor  against  thr  wall;  then  twisting  him>.-lf  abruptly 
round,  lu-  sprung  to  tin-  door  of  the  bur,  and  bounced  into 
that  apartment. 

u  How  tire  i/nH.  /////  nosegay?"  exclaimed  the  same  voice 
which  had  shouted  "  Brava."  It  was  that  of  Captain  Walker. 

At  ten  o'clock  the  next  morning,  a  gentleman,  with  tin- 
King's  button  on  his  military  coat,  walked  abruptly  into  Mr. 
K^lantine's  .shop,  and.  turning  on  Mr.  Mossrose,  said,  "Tell 
your  master  I  want  to  see  him." 

"  He's  in  his  studio,"  said  Mr.  Mossrose. 

"  Well.  then,  fellow.  £o  and  fetch  him  !  " 

And  M  thinking  it  must  U-  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

or  Doctor  I'netoriiis  at  1, .;,-t.  walked  into  the  studio,  where  the 
perfumer  was  seated  in  a  very  glossy  old  silk  dressing-gown, 
his  t';ur  Uuir  han^in^  over  his  white  face,  his  double  chin  o\ei 
his  tlaccid,  whity-brown  shirt-collar,  his  pea-green  slippers  on 
the  hob,  and,  on  the  fire,  the  pot  of  chocolate  which  was  MMI- 
merinir  for  his  breakfast.  A  la/ier  fellow  than  poor  Eglantine 
it  would  be  hard  to  find ;  whereas,  on  the  contrary,  Woolsey 
was  always  up  and  brushed,  spick-and-span,  at  seven  o'clock ; 
and  had  gone  through  his  books,  and  given  out  the  work  for 
the  journeymen,  and  eaten  a  hearty  breakfast  of  rashers  of 
bacon,  before  Kglantine  had  put  the  usual  pound  of  grease  to 
his  hair  (his  lingers  were  always  as  damp  and  shiny  as  if  he 
had  them  in  a  pomatum-pot) ,  and  arranged  his  figure  for  the 
day. 

u  Here's  a  gent  wants  you  in  the  shop,"  saya  Mr.  Mossrose, 
leaving  the  door  of  communication  wide  open. 

44  Say  I'm  in  bed,  Mr.  Mossrose;  I'm  out  of  sperrets,  and 
really  can  see  nobody." 

"•It's  some  one  from  Vindsor,  I  think;  he's  got  the  royal 
button,"  says  Mossrose. 

44  It's  me  —  Woolsey,"  shouted  the  little  man  from  the  shop. 

Mr.  K^lantine  at  this  jumped  up,  made  a  rush  to  the  door 
leading  to  his  private  apartment,  and  disappeared  in  a  twink- 
ling. Hut  it  must  not  be  imagined  that  he  fled  in  order  to 
avoid  Mr  WooU  \.  lie  only  went  away  for  one  minute  just 
to  put  on  his  belt,  for  he  was  ashamed  to  be  seen  without  it  by 
uia  rival. 
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This  being  assumed,  and  his  toilet  somewhat  arranged,  Mr. 
Woolsey  was  admitted  into  his  private  room.  And  Mossrose 
would  have  heard  every  word  of  the  conversation  between  those 
two  gentlemen,  had  not  Woolsey,  opening  the  door,  suddenly 
pounced  on  the  assistant,  taken  him  by  the  collar,  and  told  him 
to  disappear  altogether  into  the  shop :  which  Mossrose  did  ; 
vowing  he  would  have  his  revenge. 

The  subject  on  which  Woolse}T  had  come  to  treat  was  an 
important  one.  "  Mr.  Eglantine,"  says  he,  "  there's  no  use  dis- 
guising from  one  another  that  we  are  both  of  us  in  love  with 
Miss  Morgiana,  and  that  our  chances  np  to  this  time  have  been 
pretty  equal.  But  that  Captain  whom  you  introduced,  like  an 
ass  as  you  were  —  " 

"An  ass,  Mr.  Woolsey?  I'd  have  you  to  know,  sir,  that 
I'm  no  more  a  hass  than  you  are,  sir ;  and  as  for  introducing 
the  Captain,  I  did  no  such  thing." 

"  Well,  well,  he's  got  a-poaching  into  our  preserves  some- 
how. He's  evidently  sweet  upon  the  young  woman,  and  is  a 
more  fashionable  chap  than  either  of  us  two.  We  must  get 
him  out  of  the  house,  sir  —  we  must  circumwent  him;  and 
then,  Mr.  Eglantine,  will  be  time  enough  for  }TOU  and  me  to  tiy 
which  is  the  best  man." 

"  He  the  best  man  !  "  thought  Eglantine  ;  "the  little,  bald, 
unsightly  tailor-creature !  A  man  with  no  more  soul  than  his 
smoothing-hiron !  "  The  perfumer,  as  may  be  imagined,  did 
not  utter  this  sentiment  aloud,  but  expressed  himself  quite 
willing  to  enter  into  any  hamicable  arrangement,  by  which  the 
new  candidate  for  Miss  Crump's  favor  must  be  thrown  over. 
It  was,  accordingly,  agreed  between  the  two  gentlemen  that 
they  should  coalesce  against  the  common  enemy  ;  that  they 
should,  by  reciting  many  perfectly  well-founded  stories  in  the 
Captain's  disfavor,  influence  the  minds  of  Miss  Crump's  par- 
ents, and  of  herself,  if  possible,  against  this  wolf  in  sheep's 
clothing ;  and  that,  when  the}^  were  once  fairly  rid  of  him,  each 
should  be  at  liberty,  as  before,  to  prefer  his  own  claim. 

4 '  I  have  thought  of  a  subject,"  said  the  little  tailor,  turn* 
ing  very  red,  and  hemming  and  hawing  a  great  deal.  "  I've 
thought,  I  say,  of  a  pint,  which  may  be  resorted  to  with  ad- 
vantage at  the  present  juncture,  and  in  which  each  of  us  may 
be  useful  to  the  other.  An  exchange,  Mr.  Eglantine ;  do  yoq 
take?" 

"Do  you  mean  an  accommodation-bill?"  said  Eglantine, 
whose  mind  ran  a  good  deal  on  that  species  of  exchange. 

"Pooh,  nonsense,  sir!     The  name  of  our  firm  is,  I  flatter 
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myself,  a  little  more  up  in  the  market  than  some  other  pe< 

Hail' 

••  ho  you  mean  to  insult  tin-  name  of  Archibald  Kgluntine, 
sir?  I'd  have  y>u  to  know  that  at  tlm-i-  inoiitlis  —  " 

44  Nonsense  :  "   sn\s   Mr.    Woolly,    in  his  emotion. 

"  There's  no  M  a-quarrelling,  Mr.  K.  :    ue'iv   not    in  love  with 
each   other,  1  know  that.      You  wish   me   han-ed,  or  as  go 
know  that  ! 

"  Indeed  I  d..n't,  sir!  " 

44  You  do,  .sir;  1  tell  you.  you  do!  and  what's  more,  I  wish 
the  same  to  j*ou— -transp. ,.  lint  as  two  sailors, 

when  a  boat's  a--iiiki:iur.  though  they  hate  each  other  ever  so 
much,  will  help  and  l>ale  the  boat  out;  so,  sir,  let  us  act 

us  be  the  two  s:ii! 

M  Hail,  >ir?"  >aid  Kglantinc,  as  usu.-d  mi.stakinjr  the  drift  of 
the  argument.  ••  I'll  hail  no  man  !  If  \  oii'iv  ii:  ditlienlties,  I 
think  you  had  better  iro  to  your  senior  partner.  Mr.  Woolsey." 
And  BgUnttae'a  eowardly  little  >«>iil  was  (ill.-.j  with  a  savage 
satisfaction  to  think  that  his  enemy  was  in  distress,  and  actually 
obliged  to  conn'  to  him  for  Mirror. 

44  You're  enough  to  make  Job  swear,  you  great  fat  stupid 
Jazy  old  l)arber!"  roared  Mr.  Woolsey.  in  a  fury. 

lauiiui1  juinpi'd  up  and  made  for  the  bell-rope.    The  gallant 
.ittle  tailor  laughed. 

liTlMre'l  no  IH  ed  to  call  in  Hi-t  1  he.      4t  I'm  not 

a-noinur  to  eat   you,  I-Ailantine  ;    V«MI'IV  a  -;ian  than  me  : 

if  vou  wero  just  to  fall  on  me,  you'd  smother  me!     Just  sit 
still  on  the  sofa  and  listen  to  reason." 

4'  Well.  sir.  pro  civd,"  said  the  barber  with  a  gasp. 

"  Now,  listrn  :  What's  the  darling  wish  of  your  heart?  I 
know  it,  sir  !  you've  told  it  to  Mr.  Tressle,  sir,  and  other  gents 
at  the  c.lub.  The  darling  wi-h  of  your  heart,  sir,  is  to  have  a 
slap-up  coat,  turned  out  of  the  <//.//<•;•«  of  Messrs.  Linsey,  Wool- 
sey. and  Company.  You  said  you'd  give  twenty  guineas  for  one 
of  our  coats,  yon  know  you  did!  Lord  Bolsterton's  a  fatter 
man  than  you.  and  look  what  a  figure  we  turn  him  out.  Can 
any  firm  in  Kn^land  dress  Lord  Bolsterton  but  us,  so  as  to 
make  his  lordship  look  decent?  I  defy 'em,  sir!  We  could 
have  given  Daniel  Lambert  a  figure!" 

••If  I  want  a  coat,  sir."  said  Mr.  Eglantine,  "  and  I  don't 
deny  it,  there's  some  people  want  a  head  of  hair!" 

44  That's  the  very  point  I  was  coming  to,"  said  the  tailor, 
resuming  the  violent  blush  which  was  mentioned  a*  having 
suffused  his  countenance  at  the  beginning  of  the  conversation. 

10 
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"  Let  us  have  terms  of  mutual  accommodation.  Make  me  a 
wig,  Mr.  Eglantine,  and  though  I  never  yet  cut  a  yard  of  cloth 
except  for  a  gentleman,  I'll  pledge  you  my  word  I'll  make  you 
a  coat." 

44  Will  you,  honor  bright?  "  says  Eglantine, 
"Honor  bright,"  says  the  tailor.  4kLook!"  and  in  an 
instant  he  drew  from  his  pocket  one  of  those  slips  of  parch- 
ment which  gentlemen  of  his  profession  carry,  and  putting 
Eglantine  into  the  proper  position,  began  to  take  the  prelimi- 
nary observations.  He  felt  Eglantine's  heart  thump  with 
happiness  as  his  measure  passed  over  that  soft  part  of  the  per- 
fumer's person. 

Then  pulling  down  the  window-blind,  and  looking  that  the 
door  was  locked,  and  blushing  still  more  deeply  than  ever,  the 
tailor  seated  himself  in  an  arm-chair  towards  which  Mr.  Eglan- 
tine beckoned  him,  and,  taking  off  his  black  wig,  exposed  his 
head  to  the  great  perruquier's  gaze.  Mr.  Eglantine  looked  at 
it,  measured  it,  manipulated  it,  sat  for  three  minutes  with  his 
head  in  his  hand  and  his  elbow  on  his  knee  gazing  at  the  tailor's 
cranium  with  all  his  might,  walked  round  it  twice  or  thrice,  and 
then  said,  44  It's  enough,  Mr.  Woolsey.  Consider  the  job  as 
done.  And  now,  sir,"  said  he,  with  a  greatly  relieved  air  — 
•'  and  now,  Woolse}r,  let  us  'ave  a  glass  of  cura£oa  to  celebrate 
this  hauspicious  meeting." 

The  tailor,  however,  stiffly  replied  that  he  never  drank  in  a 
morning,  and  left  the  room  without  offering  to  shake  Mr. 
Eglantine  by  the  hand :  for  he  despised  that  gentleman  very 
heartily,  and  himself,  too,  for  coming  to  an}'  compromise  with 
him,  and  for  so  far  demeaning  himself  as  to  make  a  coat  for  a 
barber. 

Looking  from  his  chambers  on  the  other  side  of  the  street, 
that  inevitable  Mr.  Walker  saw  the  tailor  issuing  from  the  per- 
fumer's shop,  and  was  at  no  loss  to  guess  that  something  ex- 
traordinary must  be  in  progress  when  two  such  bitter  enemies 
met  together. 
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CHAPTER    III. 

WHAT   CAME    OF    MR.    WAI.KKIl's    DISCOVERT   OF   THK 


IT  is  very  ea-v  to  Mate  how  the  (':ipt:iin  came  to  take  up 
that  proud  position  at  the  k<  IJoi.tjaek  "  which  we  have  seen  him 
occupy  on  tin-  evening  when  the  sound  of  tin-  fatal  M  brava "  so 
a-«l««nished  Mr.  Kghmtine. 

The  mere  entry  into  the  establishment  was,  of  course,  not 
diflicult.  Any  person  by  simply  Uttering  the  words,  kt  A  pint 
of  beer,"  was  free  of  the  "  Uootjaek  :  "  and  it  was  some  such 
watchword  that  Howard  \Valker  employed  when  he  made  liU 
first  appearance.  He  requested  to  be  shown  into  a  parlor 
win-re  he  miirht  repose  him-clf  f«r  a  while,  and  was  ushered 
into  that  very  sanrtmn  where  the  ••  Kidney  (  lul."  met.  Then 
h"  stated  that  the  beer  w:is  the  best  he  had  ever  tasted,  except 
in  Bavaria,  and  in  some  parts  of  Spain,  he  added;  and  pro- 
feeing  to  be  extremely  ••  pecki>h."- requested  to  know  if  there 
irere  any  cold  meat  in  the  house  whereof  he  could  make  a 
dinner. 

"  I  don't  usually  dine  at  this  hour,  landlord, "  said  he, 
flinging  down  a  half-sovereign  for  payment  of  the  beer;  »•  but 
your  parlor  looks  so  comfortable  and  the  Windsor  chairs  are  so 
siiiiLi,  that  I'm  sure  I  could  not  dine  better  at  the  first  club  in 
London." 

fci  Owe  of  the  first  clubs  in  London  is  held  in  this  very  room," 
said  Mr.  Crump,  very  well  pleaded:  "and  attended  by  some 
of  the  best  gents  in  town,  too.  We  call  it  the  '  Kidney 
Club.'" 

11  Why,  bless  my  soul !  it  is  the  very  club  my  friend  Eglan- 
tine has  so  often  talked  to  me  about,  and  attended  by  some  of 
the  tip-top  tradesmen  of  the  metropolis  !  " 

ki  There's  better  men  here  than  Mr.  Eglantine,"  replied  Mr. 
Crump;  tk  though  he's  a  good  man  —  I  don't  say  he's  not  a 
good  man  —  but  there's  better.  Mr.  Clinker,  sir;  Mr.  Wool- 
Bey,  of  the  house  of  Linsey,  Woolsey  and  Co  —  " 

4kThe  great  army-clothiers!"  cried  Walker;  "  the  first 
house  in  town!"  and  so  continued,  with  exceeding  urbanity, 
holding  conversation  with  Mr.  Crump,  until  the  honot  land- 
lord retired  deli-hud,  and  told  Mrs.  Crump  in  the  bar  that 
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there  was  a  tip-top  swell  in  the  "Kidney"  parlor,  who  was 
a-going  to  have  his  dinner  there. 

Fortune  favored  the  brave.  Captain  in  every  way.  It  was 
just  Mr.  Crump's  own  dinner-hour ;  and  on  Mrs.  Crump  step- 
ping into  the  parlor  to  ask  the  guest  whether  he  would  like  a 
slice  of  the  joint  to  which  the  family  were  about  to  sit  down, 
fanc}T  that  lady's  start  of  astonishment  at  recognizing  Mr. 
Eglantine's  facetious  friend  of  the  day  before.  The  Captain  at 
once  demanded  permission  to  partake  of  the  joint  at  the  family 
table  ;  the  lady  could  not  with  any  great  reason  deny  this 
request ;  the  Captain  was  inducted  into  the  bar ;  and  Miss 
Crump,  who  always  came  down  late  for  dinner,  was  even  more 
astonished  than  her  mamma  on  beholding  the  occupier  of  the 
fourth  place  at  the  table.  Had  she  expected  to  see  the  fasci- 
nating stranger  so  soon  again  ?  I  think  she  had.  Her  big  eyes 
said  as  much,  as,  furtively  looking  up  at  Mr.  Walker's  face, 
they  caught  his  looks  ;  and  then  bouncing  down  again  towards 
her  plate,  pretended  to  be  very  busy  in  looking  at  the  boiled 
beef  and  carrots  there  displayed.  She  blushed  far  redder  than 
those  carrots,  but  her  shining  ringlets  hid  her  confusion  together 
with  her  lovely  face. 

Sweet  Morgiana !  the  billiard-ball  e3res  had  a  tremendous 
effect  on  the  Captain.  The}-  fell  plump,  as  it  were,  into  the 
pocket  of  his  heart ;  and  he  gallantly  proposed  to  treat  the 
company  to  a  bottle  of  champagne,  which  was  accepted  without 
much  difficulty. 

Mr.  Crump,  under  pretence  of  going  to  the  cellar  (where  he 
said  he  had  some  cases  of  the  finest  champagne  in  Europe) , 
called  Dick,  the  boy,  to  him,  and  despatched  him  with  all  speed 
to  a  wine- merchant's,  where  a  couple  of  bottles  of  the  liquor 
were  procured. 

"  Bring  up  two  bottles,  Mr.  C.,"  Captain  Walker  gallantly 
said  when  Crump  made  his  move,  as  it  were,  to  the  cellar  ;  and 
it  may  be  imagined  after  the  two  bottles  were  drunk  (of  which 
Mrs.  Crump  took  at  least  nine  glasses  to  her  share),  how 
happ}',  meriy,  and  confidential  the  whole  party  had  become. 
Crump  told  his  story  of  the  "  Bootjack,"  and  whose  boot  it  had 
drawn  ;  the  former  Miss  Delancy  expatiated  on  her  past  theatri- 
cal life,  and  the  pictures  hanging  round  the  room.  Miss  was 
equally  communicative ;  and,  in  short,  the  Captain  had  all  the 
secrets  of  the  little  family  in  his  possession  ere  sunset.  He 
knew  that  Miss  cared  little  for  either  of  her  suitors,  about  whom 
mamma  and  papa  had  a  little  quarrel.  He  heard  Mrs.  Crump 
talk  of  Morgiana's  property,  and  fell  more  in  love  with  her  than 
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ever.      Then  ram-'  tea,  the  luscious  crumpet.  I'M-  rpn.  | 

Cribbage.  and  tin-  .so!i_r —  the  Ming  which  | r  I  .-  lantine  li 

and  which  caused  Woolly's  ra-_:e  .-iii'l  !ii>  -I-  -pair. 

At  the  close  of  thr  evening  the  tailor  WM  in  a  .ige, 

an'l  the  perfumer  in  greater  despair  than  ever.     He  had  • 

his  lit tlo  present  of  eaii-de-(  otogne.       "  <  Mi  lie  !  "  -ays  tin-  (  ap- 

tain,  with  a  horse-laugh,  ••  it  sim  //.<  »f  >  lie  tai. 

tlic  tailor  :il)«nit  his  wig,  aii'l  tin-  honest  fellow  had  only  an 
oalh  to  give  by  way  of  repartee.  11.-  1<>M  his  >tori;-s  about  his 
dul>  and  liis  lordly  friend-.  What  ehan«-e  had  either  against 
the  all-aeeninplishcd  Howard  Walk' 

Old  (rump,  with  a  ^ood  innate  sense  of  right  and  wrong, 
hated  the  man:  .Mi<.  I 'rump  did  not  fed  <jiiite  at  ho  r  ease  re- 
garding him;  l>ut  Morginna  thought  him  the  most  delightful 
persrin  the  world  ever  produced. 

Kglantiue's  u-ual  morning  costume  was  a  blue  satin  n. 
cloth  embroidered  with  luitterllies  and  ornamented  with  a 
brandy-ball  brooch,  a  light  shaw!  waistcoat,  and  a  rhubarb- 
colored  coat  of  tlu1  sort  which.  I  believe,  are  called  Taglionis, 
and  which  have  no  wai>t-l»uttons,  and  make  a  pretence,  as  it 
were,  to  have  no  waists,  but  are  in  reality  adopted  by  the  fat 
in  order  to  give  them  n  wai>t.  Nothing  easier  for  an  ob.^c 
man  than  to  have  a  wai-t  :  he  has  but  to  pinch  his  middle  part 
a  little  and  the  very  fat  on  either  side  pushed  violently  for.- 
iDfih-s  a  waist,  a>  it  were,  and  our  worthy  perfumer's  figure  was 
that  of  a  bolster  cut  almost  in  two  with  a  string. 

V.  alker  presently  saw  him  at  his  shop-door  grinning  in  this 
costume,  twiddling  his  ringlets  with  his  dumpy  greasy  fingers, 
glittering  with  oil  and  rings,  and  looking  so  exceedingly  con- 
tented and  happy  that  the  estate-agent  felt  assured  some  verv 
satisfactory  conspiracy  had  been  planned  between  the  tailor 
and  him.  How  was  .Mr.  Walker  to  U-arn  what  the  scheme  was? 
Alas!  the  poor  fellow's  vanity  and  delight  were  such,  that  he 
c«>uld  not  keep  silent  as  to  the  cause  of  his  satisfaction,  and 
rather  than  not  mention  it  at  all,  in  the  fulness  of  his  heart  he 
would  have  told  his  secret  to  .Mr.  Mossrose  himself. 

11  When  I  get  my  coat."  thought  the  Bond  Street  Alnaschar, 
"  I'll  hire  of  Snallle  that  el  cream-colored  'oss  that  he 

bought  from  and    I'll  canter  through  the  Park,  and 

won't  I  pass  through  Little  Hunker's  Buildings,  that's  all?  I'll 
wear  my  gray  troupers  with  the  velvet  stripe  down  the  side, 
and  got  my  spurs  lacquered  up.  and  a  French  polish  to  my 
boot  ;  and  if  I  don't  t/o  for  the  Captain  and  the  tailor  too,  my 
name's  not  Archibald.  And  I  know  what  I'll  do:  I'll  hire  the 
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small  Clarence,  and  invite  the  Crumps  to  dinner  at  trie  '  Gar 
and  Starter"'  (this  was  his  facetious  way  of  calling  the  "  Star 
and  Garter"),  "  and  Fll  ride  by  them  all  the  way  to  Richmond. 
It's  rather  a  long  ride,  but  with  Snaffle's  soft  saddle  I  can  do 
it  pretty  easy,  I  dare  say."  And  so  the  honest  fellow  built 
castles  upon  castles  in  the  air ;  and  the  last  most  beautiful 
vision  of  all  was  Miss  Crump  "  in  white  satting,  with  a  horange- 
flower  in  her 'air,"  putting  him  in  possession  of  "her  lovely 
'and  before  the  haltar  of  St.  George's,  'Anover  Square."  As 
for  Woolsey,  Eglantine  determined  that  he  should  have  the 
best  wig  his  art  could  produce  ;  for  he  had  not  the  least  fear  of 
his  rival. 

These  points  then  being  arranged  to  the  poor  fellow's  satis- 
faction, what  does  he  do  but  send  out  for  half  a  quire  of  pink 
note-paper,  and  in  a  filigree  envelope  despatch  a  note  of  invita- 
tion to  the  ladies  at  the  ' '  Bootjack :  "  — 

"  BOWER  OF  BLOOM,  BOND  STREET, 

"Thursday. 

"Mr.  Archibald  Eglantine  presents  his  compliments  to  Mrs.  and  Miss 
Crump,  and  requests  the  honor  and  pleasure  of  their  company  at  the  '  Star 
and  Garter '  at  Richmond  to  an  early  dinner  on  Sunday  next. 

"If  agreeable,  Mr.  Eglantine's  carriage  will  be  at  your  door  at  three 
o'clock,  and  I  propose  to  accompany  them  on  horseback  if  agreeable  like- 
wise." 

This  note  was  sealed  with  yellow  wax,  and  sent  to  its 
destination  ;  and  of  course  Mr.  Eglantine  went  himself  for  the 
answer  in  the  evening :  and  of  course  he  told  the  ladies  to  look 
out  for  a  certain  new  coat  he  was  going  to  sport  on  Sunday ; 
and  of  course  Mr.  Walker  happens  to  call  the  next  day  with 
spare  tickets  for  Mrs.  Crump  and  her  daughter,  when  the  whole 
secret  was  laid  bare  to  him, — how  the  ladies  were  going  to 
Richmond  on  Sundaj7  in  Mr.  Snaffle's  Clarence,  and  how  Mr. 
Eglantine  was  to  ride  by  their  side. 

Mr.  Walker  did  not  keep  horses  of  his  own  ;  his  magnificent 
friends  at  the  u  Regent"  had  plent}7  in  their  stables,  and  some 
of  these  were  at  livery  at  the  establishment  of  the  Captain's 
old  "  college"  companion,  Mr.  Snaffle.  It  was  easy,  therefore, 
for  the  Captain  to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  that  individual. 
So,  hanging  on  the  arm  of  my  Lord  Vauxhall,  Captain  Walker 
next  day  made  his  appearance  at  Snaffle's  livery-stables,  and 
looked  at  the  various  horses  there  for  sale  or  at  bait,  and  soon 
managed,  by  putting  some  facetious  questions  to  Mr.  Snaffle 
regarding  the  "Kidney  Club,"  &c.,  to  place  himself  on  a 
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friendly  footing  with   that  gentleman.   an«l  to  lear«  from  him 
what  horse  Mr.  Iv_rlantine  was  to  ride  on  Sundax . 

Tin-  monster  \Valkrr   had  fully  determined    in  his   mind  that 
Eglantine  should  full  off  that  horse  in  the  course  of  hi>  Sun 
ride. 

"That  Miig'lar   hanimal."  -aid    Mr.  Snallle.  pointing    to  the 
old    hor-r.   --is   the   celebrated    Hempen*!'   that  was   tin-  wond.-r 
of    Hastle\'s   some    years   hack,   and    was    parted    with   bv    Mr. 
DOOTOW  bonly  beOftQM   his    feelin's  wouldn't    allow  him    to 
him  no  louder  after  the  death  of  the  lii>t   Mr-.   I).,  who  invaria- 
bly null-  him.      I    bought  him,  thinking  that    p'raps   ladies  am! 
Coekney  bucks   might  like  to  ride  him  (tor  his   hactiou    j^  won- 
derful, and  he  ranters  like  a  harm-chair)  ;    lmt  he's  not   sa! 
anv  dav  e\<-ept  Sundax-." 

"And  why's  that?'"  a>ked  Captain  Walker.  M  Why  is  he 
safer  on  Sundays  than  other  d.\ 

11  /irtiiisc  M^/v'.s  jm  music  in  the  streets  on  Sundays.  The 
_'ont  that  rode  him  found  him>elf  dancing  a  quadrille  in 
II upper  Brook  Street  to  an  'urdy-gurdy  that  was  playing 
•  Clu-rry  Ripe.'  such  is  the  natur  of  the  hanimal.  And  if  you 
ivklert  the  play  of  the  -  Battle  of  HoNsterlitx.'  in  which  Mrs. 
I),  hartrd  •  the  female  hussar,'  you  may  rememlier  how  she  and 
the  horse  died  in  the  third  art  to  the  toon  of  *  God  preserve 
i he  Kmperor,'  from  which  this  horse  took  his  name.  Only  play 
that  toon  to  him,  and  he  rears  hisself  up,  beats  the  hair  in  time 
with  his  forelegs,  and  then  sinks  gently  to  the  ground  as  though 
he  w<  re  carried  off  by  a  cannon-ball.  He  served  a  lad}'  hoppo- 
site  Hapsley  Ouse  so  one  day,  and  since  then  I've  never  let 
him  out  to  a  friend  except  on  Sunday,  when,  in  course,  there's 
no  danger,  lle^lantinc  is  a  friend  of  mine,  and  of  course  I 
wouldn't  put  th.-  poor  fellow  on  a  hanimal  I  couldn't  trust." 

After  a  little  more  conversation,  my  lord  and  his  friend 
(]iiitted  Mr.  Sn-iflle's.  and  as  they  walked  away  towards  the 
rc.it/'  his  lordship  might  lie  heard  shrieking  with  laughter, 
crying,  "Capital,  by  jingo!  exthlent  !  Dwivc  down  in  the 
dwag!  Take  Lungly.  Worth  a  thousand  pound,  by  Jove!" 
and  similar  ejaculations,  indicative  of  exceeding  delight. 

On  Saturday  morning,  at  ten  o'clock  to  a  moment,  Mr. 
Woolsey  railed  at  Mr.  lv_rlanti lie's  with  a  3'cllow  handkerchief 
under  his  arm.  It  contained  the  best  and  handsomest  body- 
COat  that  ever  gentleman  put  on.  It  fitted  Eglantine  to  a 
nicety  —  it  did  not  pinch  him  in  the  least,  and  yet  it  was  of  so 
exquisite  a  cut  that  the  perfumer  found,  as  he  n:1./  'd  d.-!i_rhtcd 
in  the  glass,  that  he  looked  like  a  manly,  portly,  high-bred 
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gentleman  —  a  lieutenant-colonel  in  the  army,  at  the  very 
least. 

"  You're  a  full  man,  Eglantine,"  said  the  tailor,  delighted, 
too,  with  his  own  work  ;  "  but  that  can't  be  helped.  You  look 
more  like  Hercules  than  Falstaflf  now,  sir ;  and  if  a  coat  can 
make  a  gentleman,  a  gentleman  you  are.  Let  me  recom- 
mend you  to  sink  the  blue  cravat,  and  take  the  stripes  off 
your  trousers.  Dress  quiet,  sir ;  draw  it  mild.  Plain  waist- 
coat, dark  trousers,  black  neck-cloth,  black  hat,  and  if 
there's  a  better-dressed  man  in  Europe  to-morrow  I'm  a 
Dutchman." 

"  Thank  you,  Woolsey  —  thank  you,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the 
charmed  perfumer.  "  And  now  I'll  just  trouble  you  to  try  on 
this  here." 

The.  wig  had  been  made  with  equal  skill ;  it  was  not  in  the 
florid  st}Tle  which  Mr.  Eglantine  loved  in  his  own  person,  but, 
as  the  perfumer  said,  a  simple,  straightforward  head  of  hair. 
"It  seems  as  if  it  had  grown  there  all  your  life,  Mr.  Woolsey ; 
nobody  would  tell  that  it  was  not  your  nat'ral  color"  (Mr. 
Woolsey  blushed)  —  "it  makes  you  look  ten  year  younger ; 
and  as  for  that  scarecrow  yonder,  you'll  never,  I  think,  want 
to  wear  that  again." 

Woolsey  looked  in  the  glass,  and  was  delighted  too.  The 
two  rivals  shook  hands  and  straightway  became  friends,  and  in 
the  overflowing  of  his  heart  the  perfumer  mentioned  to  tho 
tailor  the  party  which  he  had  arranged  for  the  next  da}*,  and 
offered  him  a  seat  in  the  carriage  and  at  the  dinner  at  the 
"  Star  and  Garter."  "Would  you  like  to  ride?"  said  Eglan- 
tine, with  rather  a  consequential  air.  "  Snaffle  will  mount 
you,  and  we  can  go  one  on  each  side  of  the  ladies,  if  you 
like." 

But  Woolsey  humbly  said  he  was  not  a  riding  man,  and 
gladly  consented  to  take  a  place  in  the  Clarence  carriage, 
provided  he  was  allowed  to  bear  half  the  expenses  of  the 
entertainment.  This  proposal  was  agreed  to  by  Mr.  Eglantine, 
and  the  two  gentlemen  parted  to  meet  once  more  at  the  "  Kid- 
neys "  that  night,  when  everybody  was  edified  by  the  friendly 
tone  adopted  between  them. 

Mr.  Snaffle,  at  the  club  meeting,  made  the  very  same  pro- 
posal to  Mr.  Woolsey  that  the  perfumer  had  made ;  and  stated 
that  as  Eglantine  was  going  to  ride  Hempcror,  Woolsey,  at 
least,  ought  to  mount  too.  But  he  was  met  by  the  same  modest 
refusal  on  the  tailor's  part,  who  stated  that  he  had  never 
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mounted    a    horso    yet,    and    preferred     givatly    tho    in*    of  a 

COacll. 

!     lantinc'<  character  as  a    "  swell"   rose  greatly  with 
club  that  evening. 

Two  o'clock  on  Sunday  came  :  tin-  two  beaux  arrived  punc- 
tually at  the  door  to  receive  tin-  two  Minimi:  ladi' 

"  Blem  us,  Mr.  Rgfawttnt ! "  said  Jiia§<  lump,  quite  struck 

by  him,  M  I  never  saw  \<>u  lo,,k  >«>  hand-onie  in  \our  life." 
lie  could  have  Hung  his  arm--  around  hci  ii«-<-k  at  the  compli- 
ment. '•  And  law.  Ma!  what  ha-  happ 

doesn't  he  look  ten  years  younger  than  jesterdaj  mum 

i!ed,  and  \Yools,-y  bowed  gallantly,  and  the  two  gentlemen 
exchanged  a  nod  of  hearty  friendship. 

The  day  was  delight  fill.  Kglantinr  pranced  along  magnifi- 
cently on  his  eantei'in^  arm-chair,  with  his  hat  on  one  ear.  his 
left  hand  on  his  side,  and  his  head  tlmi'_r  over  hi>  >honld«-r,  and 
throwing  uudcr-^laiu-rs  at  Mor^iana  whenever  the  ••  I-iuij.eror" 
n  advance-  of  the  Clarence.  The  "Emperor"  pricked  up 
his  ears  a  little  uneasily  pa»iiiur  the  Kbenezer  chapel  in  1. 
mond,  where  the  OOQgregatiOD  W6F6  dinging  a  hymn,  hut  beyond 
this  no  accident  occurred;  nor  was  Mr.  Iv_rlantiue  in  the 
Milt1  or  fatigued  by  the  time  tin-  party  reached  Richmond,  where 
he  arrived  time  enough  to  give  his  .Meed  into  the  charge  of  an 
ostler,  and  to  present  his  elbow  to  the  ladies  as  the)'  alighted 
from  the  Clarenee  can  ; 

What  this  jovial  party  ate  for  dinner  at  the  '-Star  and 
darter"  need  not  hen1  be  set  down.  If  they  did  not  drink 
champagne  I  am  very  much  mistaken.  They  were  a^  merry 
as  any  four  people  in  Christendom:  and  between  the  bewil- 
dering attentions  of  the  perfumer,  and  the  manly  courtesy  of 
the  tailor.  Morgiana  very  likely  forgot  the  gallant  captain',  or, 
at  least,  was  very  happy  in  his  absence. 

At  eight  o'clock  they  began  to  drive  homewards.  "  Won't 
you  com-'  into  the  carriage?"  >aid  Morgiaua  to  Kglantinc,  with 
one  of  her  tendeivM  looks;  "  Dick  can  ride  the  horse."  But 
Archibald  was  too  great  a  lover  of  equestrian  .  M  I'm 

afraid  to  trust  anybody  on  this  horse,"  said  he  with  a  knowing 
look  ;  and  so  he  pranced  away  by  the  side  of  the  little  carnage- 
The  moon  was  brilliant,  and.  with  the  aid  of  the  gas-lamps, 
illuminated  the  whole  lace  of  the  countrv  in  away  inexpressi- 
bly lively. 

Presently,  in  the  distance,  the  sweet  and  plaintive  notes  of 
a  bugle  were   heard,   and   the   performer,   with   great  deli- 
t'xecuicd   u   religious   air.      -  M.UMC.    too!    heavenly!"    said 
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Morgiana,  throwing  up  her  eyes  to  the  stats.  The  music  came 
nearer  and  nearer,  and  the  delight  of  the  company  was  only 
more  intense.  The  fly  was  going  at  about  four  miles  an  hour, 
and  the  "  Emperor"  began  cantering  to  time  at  the  same 
rapid  pace. 

u  This  must  be  some  gallantry  of  yours,  Mr.  Woolsey,"  said 
the  romantic  Morgiana,  turning  upon  that  gentleman.  "Mr. 
Eglantine  treated  us  to  the  dinner,  and  you  have  provided  us 
with  the  music." 

Now  Woolsey  had  been  a  little,  a  very  little,  dissatisfied 
during  the  course  of  the  evening's  entertainment,  by  fancying 
that  Eglantine,  a  much  more  voluble  person  than  himself,  had 
obtained  rather  an  undue  share  of  the  ladies'  favor ;  and  as  he 
himself  paid  half  of  the  expenses,  he  felt  very  much  vexed  to 
think  that  the  perfumer  should  take  all  the  credit  of  the  busi- 
ness to  himself.  So  when  Miss  Crump  asked  if  he  had  pro- 
vided the  music,  he  foolishly  made  an  evasive  reply  to  her  queiy, 
and  rather  wished  her  to  imagine  that  he  had  performed  that 
piece  of  gallantry.  "If  it  pleases  you,  Miss  Morgiana,"  said 
this  artful  Schneider,  "  what  more  need  an}'  man  ask?  wouldn't 
1  have  all  Drury  Lane  orchestra  to  please  you  ?  " 

The  bugle  had  by  this  time  arrived  quite  close  to  the  Clar- 
ence carriage,  and  if  Morgiana  had  looked  round  she  might 
have  seen  whence  the  music  came.  Behind  her  came  slowly  a 
drag,  or  private  stage-coach,  with  four  horses.  Two  grooms 
with  cockades  and  folded  arms  were  behind ;  and  driving  on 
the  box,  a  little  gentleman  with  a  blue  bird's-eye  n^ck-cloth,  and 
a  white  coat.  A  bugleinan  was  by  his  side,  who  performed  the 
melodies  which  so  delighted  Miss  Crump.  He  played  very 
gently  and  sweetlj*,  and  "God  save  the  King"  trembled  so 
softly  out  of  the  brazen  orifice  of  his  bugle,  that  the  Crumps, 
the  tailor,  and  Eglantine  himself,  who  was  riding  close  by  the 
carriage,  were  quite  charmed  and  subdued. 

44  Thank  you,  dear  Mr.  Woolsey,"  said  the  grateful  Morgi- 
ana ;  which  made  Eglantine  stare,  and  Woolsey  was  just  saying, 
44  Really,  upon  my  word,  I've  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  when  the 
man  on  the  drag-box  said  to  the  bugleman,  4'  Now  !  " 

The  bugleman  began  the  tune  of — 

"  Heaven  preserve  our  Emperor  Fra-an-cis, 
Rum  tum-ti-tum-ti-titti-ti." 

At  the  sound,  the  4'  Emperor"  reared  himself  (with  a  roar  from 
Mr.  Eglantine)  —  reared  and  beat  the  air  with  his  fore-paws, 
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Ivjriantinc  flu  nur  his  arms  around  tin-  l>easf>  ne.-k.  still    h«-    k.-pt 
beating  time  with  his  lure-paw-.     Mr-.  (rump  Bcreamed ;  Mr. 

\VooUev.   Dick,  tin-  (  laivnee   coachman.   Lord    Yauxhall  (for   it 
was    he'i.  ami    his    lonNnp's    tw..   pTOOttS,  l>n:  'it  of 

laughter;  Horgjana  cries  "Mercy!  D&eroyl  lantiiw  yefli 

pi" H  \V«,  "  !  —  ••  ( )li  :  "   ami  a  1  h<  >u-and  ejaeiilati«. 

hidcun-   terror;    until.  ^    last,  down  dn.px   the  "Kmp 

st,.ne  dead    ill    tin-    mi'Mlf   <>f  tin-    n»a.l    U   if  rarru-d    off  by   a 

oanoon-balL 

I'ancv  thr  situation,  \«-  rallmis  souls  who  laugh  at  the  Mii-<T\ 
of  hiiiua'nitv,  l:im-\  the  situation  "I1  IMH-I-  l.-laiilinr  iin.l.-r  the 
••  Kmprror  :  "  llr  had  t'allni  vi-rv  »-a>\.  tin-  animal  lay  JKI- 
i;.«-tlv  <iuic't,  ami  th»-  IUTI'IIIIMT  was  to  all  int«-nt-  and  purposes 
as  (I  ad  as  tin-  animal,  lie  had  not  fainted,  l.nt  In-  was  iinino\a- 
ble  N\ith  terror;  h.-  lay  in  a  pnd«ll.-,  ami  thought  it  was  hi>  own 
i>|..od  -iishinu"  from  him;  and  lit-  would  havi-  lain  thrrr  until 
Monday  im>inin^  if  n.\  lord's  grooms,  descending,  had  not 

dra-^-d  him  l»v  tin-  coat-.-ollars    In. in  undn-  thr  hca.st.  who  Mill 
lav  tinii't. 

*»PUy    -(harming    .Indv    Calla-han.'    will    ye?"    MJ8    Mr. 

Snaffle's  man,  the  fly-driver;  «>n  ^'hi.-h  th.-  im-ln-  pn-fonm-d 
that    livi-lv  :»ir.  :iml   up  started  tin-  horse,  and  the  grooms. 
wri.-  r!iM'in_i  Mr.   1'  ilantiiu-  down  against  a   lainp-iX)st,   invited 
him  to  remount. 

But,  his  heart  was  too  broken  for  that.  The  ladies  gladly 
Miade  room  for  him  in  the  Clarence.  Dick  mounted 
•  Kmperor"  and  rode  homewards.  The  drag,  too,  dr-ve 
awav,  plavinir.  "^  dear,  what  ran  the  matter  be?"  and  with 
a  -eo\vl  of  furious  hate.  Mr.  lvj.lantine  -at  and  regarded  his 
rival.  His  pantaloons  were  >plil.  and  his  coat  torn  up  the 
hark. 

"  Are  \ou  hurt  much,  dear  Mr.  Archibald  ?"  said  Morgiana, 
with  unatleeted  eo:npas>ion. 

»  N-m.t   much,"  said    the   poor   fellow,  n-ady    to   burst  into 

•k  Oh,    Mr.  \VooN, -y."  added   the  gOOd-DAtared  girl,   tl  how 

eouUl  vou  plav  such  a  trick?" 

kk  Tpon  my  word."  Woolsey  l.c-jau.  intending  to  plead  inno 
cence;  luit  the  ludlcrousness  of  the  situation  was  once  mor 

loo  much  for  him.  and  he  hurst  out  into  a  roar  of  laughter. 

"You!  you  cowardly  heast  !  "  howled  out  Kirlantine,  now 
driven  to  fiirv,  —  '•  i/»<  lami'li  at  me.  you  iniscrahle  crctur  ! 
lake  that,  sir'l  "  and'  he  fell  upon  him  with  all  his  might  and 
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wellnigh   throttled    the    tailor,   and   pummelling    his  eyes,  his 
nose,  his  ears,  with  inconceivable  rapidity,  wrenched,  finally, 
his  wig  off  his  head  and  ttung  it  into  the  road. 
Morgiana  saw  that  Woolsey  had  red  hair.* 


CHAPTER  IV. 

IN    WHICH    THE    HEROINE    HAS    A    NUMBER    MORE    LOVERS,    AND 
CUTS    A    VERY    DASHING    FIGURE    IN   THE    WORLD. 

Two  years  have  elapsed  since  the  festival  at  Richmond, 
which,  begun  so  peaceably,  ended  in  such  general  uproar.  Mor- 
giana never  could  be  brought  to  pardon  Woolsey's  red  hair,  nor 
to  help  laughing  at  Eglantine's  disasters,  nor  could  the  two  gen- 
tlemen be  reconciled  to  one  another.  Woolsey.,  indeed,  sent  a 
challenge  to  the  perfumer  to  meet  him  with  pistols,  which  the  hit- 
ter declined,  saying,  justly,  that  tradesmen  had  no  business  with 
such  weapons ;  on  this  the  tailor  proposed  to  meet  him  with 
coats  off,  and  have  it  out  like  men,  in  the  presence  of  their  friends 
of  the  "  Kidney  Club."  The  perfumer  said  he  would  be  party  to 
no  such  vulgar  transaction  ;  on  which,  Woolsey,  exasperated, 
made  an  oath  that  he  would  tweak  the  perfumer's  nose  so  surely 
as  he  ever  entered  the  club-room  ;  and  thus  one  member  of  the 
"•  Kidneys  "  was  compelled  to  vacate  his  arm-chair. 

Woolsey  himself  attended  every  meeting  regularly,  but  he 
did  not  evince  that  gaj'ety  and  good-humor  which  render  men's 
company  agreeable  in  clubs.  On  arriving,  he  would  order  the 
boy  to  "  tell  him  when  that  scoundrel  Eglantine  came  ;"  and. 
hanging  up  his  hat  on  a  peg,  would  scowl  round  the  room,  and 
tuck  up  his  sleeves  very  high,  and  stretch,  and  shake  his  fingers 
and  wrists,  as  if  getting  them  read}'  for  that  pull  of  the  nose 
which  he  intended  to  bestow  upon  his  rival.  So  prepared,  he 
would  sit  down  and  smoke  his  pipe  quite  silently,  glaring  at  all, 
and  jumping  up,  and  hitching  up  his  coat-sleeves,  when  any  one 
entered  the  room. 

The  wk  Kidneys  "  did  not  like  this  behavior.  Clinker  ceased 
to  come.  Bustard,  the  poulterer,  ceased  to  come.  As  for 
Snaffle,  he  also  disappeared,  for  Wroolsey  wished  to  make  him 

*  A  French  prorerbe  furnished  the  author  with  the  notion  of  the  rivalry 
between  the  Barber  and  the  Tailor. 
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answerable  for  the  misbehavior  of  Kulantine,  and  proposed  to 
him  the  duel  Which  tin-  latter  ha«l  declined.  So  ^nallle  \\.  nt. 
1'ieseiitlv  the\  all  went,  except  tin-  tailor  and  1  \sho  li\n! 

down  tin-  sin-el,  an«l  these  t \\o  would  sit  and  putt' their  toh:. 
one  on  cadi   side   i»l'   (rump,  the    landlord,  as    Client    as    Indian 
chiefs  in  a  wigwam.      Tin-re  grew  to  he  more  and  more  room  I'm 
poor  old  ( 'rump  in  his  chair  and  in  hi--  clothes  ;   the  ll  Kidn- 
were  gone,  and  why  should  he    remain?      One    Saturday  he   did 
not  come  down  to  preside  at  the  club  (as   he   still    fondly  called 
it),  and  the  Saturday  following  'l're»le    had    made   a   collin    for 
him;   and   Wo«.Uey,  with   the    undertaker   hy  liis   side,  followed 
to  the  grave  tin-  father  of  the  "  Kidn 

Mrs.  Crump  was   now  alone   in    the   world.      "  How  aloi, 
>ome    innocent    and    iv>perted  ic;,drr.       All  !    m\   d*ai 
do  you  know  >o  little  of  human  nature  as  not  to  be  aware  that, 
one  week  after  the  Richmond  alfair.   M-n-iana  married  Captain 
Walker?      That   did    she    privately,    of  OOUT86;    and.    al'ter   the 
\'eremon\  .  came  tripping  hack  to  her  parents,  as    \oimji   p. 
ilo    in    pla\s,    and    said.  "  l-'m ••f\\ f    me.   dear    1'a    and    Ma.    I'm 
married,  EJKl    here    is   my    hu>l)and,  the   Cnptnin  !  "      l'ai>a   and 
mamma  did  forgive  her.  a>  v,  hy  shouldn't  they?   and  papa  paid 
Over  her  fortune   to   her,  which   she  carried    home   delighted    to 
the  Captain.      This  happened  several  mouths  before  111 
of  old  Crump:   and  Mr>.  Captain  Walker  was  on  the  Continent 
with  her  Howard  when  that  melancholy  event  took  place;  : 
Mi-.  Crump's  loneliness  and  unprotected  condition.      Morgiana 
had  not  latterly  seen   much  of  the  old   people:    how  eoiild 
moving  in  her  exalted  sphere,  receive  at   her  genteel   IK  w  resi- 
dence iii  the  K« liveware  Road, 'the  old  publican  and  his  w: 

BeiiiLC,    then,    alone    in    the    woild.    Mr>.    Crump    could    not 
al'car,  she  said,  to    live    in   the   house    where    she    had    be. 
respi  cted  and  happy  :  so  she  sold  the  good-will  of  the  ••  i 
jack."  and.  with   the   money  arising  from  this  sale  and  her  own 
private   fortune,  heini;  able  to  mushr  some  sixty    pounds  per 
annum,  retired   to  the  neighborhood  of  her  dear  old  "  Sadler's 
Wells,"  where  she  hoarded  with  one  of  Mrs.  Serle's  forty  pupils. 
Her  heart  was   broken,  she   said;    but   nevertheless,  about  nine 
months  after   Mr.  Crump's  death,  tin-  wallllowers,  nasturtiums, 
polyanthuses  and   convolvuluses   began    to   blossom    under    her 
bonnet  as  usual;   in   a  year   she   was  dressed  quite  as  fn 
ever,  and   now  never  mis-cd  the  "  WelU."  or  some  other  place 
of  entertainment,  one  single  night,  but   WAS   *S   regular  as  the 
box-keeper.      Nay,  she    was   a    buxom   widow  still,  and    an   old 
flame  of  hers,  Fisk,  so  celebrated  as   pantaloon   in   (.rimaldi's 
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time,  but  now  doing  the  "  heavy  fathers"  at  the  "  Wells,"  pro- 
posed to  her  to  exchange  her  name  for  his. 

But  this  proposal  the  worthy  widow  declined  altogether. 
To  say  truth,  she  was  exceedingly  proud  of  her  daughter, 
Mrs.  Captain  Walker.  They  did  not  see  each  other  much  at 
first ;  but  eveiy  now  and  then  Mrs.  Crump  would  pay  a  visit  to 
the  folks  in  Connaught  Square;  and  on  the  days  when  "•  the 
Captain's"  lady  called  in  the  City  Road,  there  was  not  a  single 
official  at  "  The  Wells,"  from  the  first  tragedian  down  to  the 
call-boy,  who  was  not  made  aware  of  the  fact. 

It  has  been  said  that  Morgiana  carried  home  her  fortune  in 
her  own  reticule,  and  smiling  placed  the  mone}'  in  her  hus- 
band's lap ;  and  hence  the  reader  may  imagine,  who  knows 
Mr.  Walker  to  be  an  extremely  selfish  fellow,  that  a  great  scene 
of  anger  must  have  taken  place,  and  mam"  coarse  oaths  and 
epithets  of  abuse  must  have  come  from  him,  when  he  found  that 
five  hundred  pounds  was  all  that  his  wife  had,  although  he  h:id 
expected  five  thousand  with  her.  But,  to  say  the  truth,  Walker 
was  at  this  time  almost  in  love  with  his  handsome,  rosy,  good- 
humored,  simple  wife.  Thety  had  made  a  fortnight's  tour,  dur- 
ing which  they  had  been  exceedingly  happy ;  and  there  was 
something  so  frank  and  touching  in  the  way  in  which  the  kind 
creature  flung  her  all  into  his  lap,  saluting  him  with  a  hearty 
embrace  at  the  same  time,  and  wishing  that  it  were  a  thousand 
billion  billion  times  more,  so  that  her  darling  Howard  might 
enjoy  it,  that  the  man  would  have  been  a  ruffian  indeed  could 
he  have  found  it  in  his  heart  to  be  angry  with  her  ;  and  so  he 
kissed  her  in  return,  and  patted  her  on  the  shining  ringlets, 
and  then  counted  over  the  notes  with  rather  a  disconsolate  air, 
and  ended  by  locking  them  up  in  his  portfolio.  In  fact,  site 
had  never  deceived  him ;  Eglantine  had,  and  he  in  return  had 
out  tricked  Eglantine ;  and  so  warm  were  his  affections  for 
Morgiana  at  this  time,  that,  upon  my  word  and  honor,  I  don't 
think  he  repented  of  his  bargain.  Besides,  five  hundred  pounds 
in  crisp  bank-notes  was  a  sum  of  money  such  as  the  Captain 
was  not  in  the  habit  of  handling  every  day ;  a  dashing,  san- 
guine fellow,  he  fancied  there  was  no  end  to  it,  and  alread^y 
thought  of  a  dozen  waj's  by  which  it  should  increase  and 
multiply  into  a  plum.  Woe  is  me !  Has  not  many  a  simple 
soul  examined  live  new  hundred-pound  notes  in  this  way,  and 
calculated  their  powers  of  duration  and  multiplication  ! 

This  subject,  however,  is  too  painful  to  be  dwelt  on.  Let 
us  hear  what  Walker  did  with  his  money.  Why,  he  furnished 
the  house  in  the  Edgcware  Road  before  mentioned,  he  ordered 
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A  handsome  service  of  piav.  IP-  -ported  ;l  j, ],a, .t,,n  and  t\\n 
ponies,  lit-  kept  ;i  couple  of  smart  maids  and  a  groom  f'oot-bov. 
—  in  fact,  lie  mounted  just  Mich  a  neat,  nnpn-ti -nding.  gentle 
manlike  establishment  a>  UGOOnMMi  a  respectable  voting  couple 
on  their  outset  in  life.  M  I'\e  -<>wn  my  wild  oat-."  he  would 
say  to  his  acojiaintanees  ;  ••  a  few  year-  -ince.  perhaps.  I  would 
have  longed  to  cut  a  da-h.  but  now  prudence  i>  the  word  .  ami 
I've  settled  e\ci\  farthing  ul'  .Mrs.  Walker'-  til'teeii  thousand  on 
herself."  And  the  be-t  proof  that  the  world  had  confideiiee  in 
him  is  the  fact,  that  for  the  article-,  of  plate,  equipage,  and 
furniture,  which  have  been  mentioned  as  I.ein^  in  hi-  p..--.  - 
sion.  he  did  not  pay  one  single  -hilling:  and  so  prudent  was 
he.  that  but,  lor  turnpikes.  po-ta'je--tanips,  and  king's  taxes, 
lie  hardly  had  occasion  to  change  a  five-pound  note  of  iiis  wife's 
fortune. 

To  tell  the  truth.  Mr.  Walker  had  determined  to  make  his 
fortune.  And  what  is  easier  in  I^ndon?  Is  not  the  slian  - 
market  open  to  all?  Do  not  Spani>h  and  Cohinihinn  Itond^ 
rise  and  fall?  For  what  are  -ompani.  >•  invented  but  to  place 
thousands  in  the  pockets  of  >ha.reholders  and  directors?  Into 
the.se  commercial  pursuits  the  gallant  Captain  now  pin 
with  Lireat  enciLiy.  and  made  some  brilliant  hits  ;.t  tir-t  starting, 
ainl  bought  and  sold  .so  opportunely,  that  his  name  Ir^an  to 
rise  in  the  (  ity  as  a  capitalist,  and  mi.irht  be  seen  in  the  printed 
list  of  directors  of  many  excellent  and  philanthropic  sche; 
of  which  there  is  never  any  lack  in  London.  Business  to  the 
amount  of  thousands  was  done  at  his  agency;  shares  of  vast 
value  were  l.ouuht  and  sold  under  his  management.  How  poor 
Mr.  Kirlantine  used  to  hate  him  and  envy  him,  as  from  the  door 
of  his  emporium  (the  firm  was  Iv_rlantine  and  >  now)  he 

saw  the  Captain  daily  arrive  in  his  pony-phaeton,  and  heard  of 
th;'  start  he  had  taken  in  life. 

The  only  regret  Mrs.  Walker  had  was  that  she  did  not  enjoy 
en-muli  of  her  hu>I»and's  society.     His  l.usiness  called  him:. 
all  day  ;   his  business,  too,  obliged  him  to  leave  her  of  eveninj- 
Aery  frequently  alone ;  whilst  he  (always  in  pursuit  of  bnsii 
was   dinin-j;    with    his   <;reat   friends   at    the   club,  and   drinking 
claret  and  champagne  to  the  same  end. 

She  was  a  perfectly  p»od-natured  and  simple  soul,  and 
never  made  him  a  single  reproach  :  but  when  he  could  pass  an 
evening  at  home  with  her  she  was  delighted,  and  when  hecould 
drive  with  her  in  the  Park  she  was  happy  for  a  week  after.  On 
tlK'se  occasions,  and  in  the  fulness  of  her  heart,  she  would  drive 
to  her  mother  and  tell  her  story.  "  Howard  drove  with  me  in 
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the  Park  yesterday,  mamma  ;  "  "  Howard  has  promised  to  take 
me  to  the  Opera,"  and  so  forth.  And  that  evening  the  man- 
ager, Mr.  Gawler,  the  first  tragedian,  Mrs.  Serle  and  her  forty 
pupils,  all  the  box-keepers,  bonnet-women  —  nay,  the  ginger- 
beer  girls  themselves  at  u  The  AVells,"  knew  that  Captain  and 
Mrs.  Walker  were  at  Kensington  Gardens,  or  were  to  have  the 
Marchioness  of  Billingsgate's  box  at  the  Opera.  One  night  — 
O  joy  of  joys  ! — Mrs.  Captain  Walker  appeared  in  a  private 
box  at  "The  Wells."  That's  she  with  the  Mack  ringlets  and 
Cashmere  shawl,  smelling-bottle,  and  black  velvet  gown,  and 
bird  of  paradise  in  her  hat.  Goodness  gracious  !  how  they  all 
acted  at  her,  Gawler  and  all,  and  how  happy  Mrs.  Crump  was  ! 
She  kissed  her  daughter  between  all  the  acts,  she  nodded  to  all 
her  friends  on  the  stage,  in  the  slips,  or  in  the  real  water;  she 
introduced  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Captain  Walker,  to  the  box- 
opener ;  and  Melvil  Delamere  (the  first  comic),  Canterfield 
(the  t}*rant),  and  Jonesini  (the  celebrated  Fontarabian  Statu- 
esque), were  all  on  the  steps,  and  shouted  for  Mrs.  Captain 
Walker's  carriage,  and  waved  their  hats,  and  bowed  as  the 
little  pony-phaeton  drove  away.  Walker,  in  his  moustaches, 
had  come  in  at  the  end  of  the  play,  and  was  not  a  little  grati- 
fied by  the  compliments  paid  to  himself  and  lady. 

Among  the  other  articles  of  luxury  with  which  the  Captain 
furnished  his  house  we  must  not  omit  to  mention  an  extremely 
grand  piano,  which  occupied  four-fifths  of  Mrs.  Walker's  little 
back  drawing-room,  and  at  which  she  was  in  the  habit  of  prac- 
tising continuall}'.  All  da}r  and  all  night  during  Walker's  ab- 
sences (and  these  occurred  all  night  and  all  day)  you  might 
hear  —  the  whole  street  might  hear  —  the  voice  of  the  lady 
at  No.  23  gurgling,  and  shaking,  and  quavering,  as  ladies  do 
when  they  practise.  The  street  did  not  approve  of  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  noise  ;  but  neighbors  are  difficult  to  please,  and 
what  would  Morgiana  have  had  to  do  if  she  had  ceased  to  sing? 
It  would  be  hard  to  lock  a  blackbird  in  a  cage  and  prevent  him 
from  singing  too.  And  so  Walker's  blackbird,  in  the  snug  little 
cage  in  the  Edgew-are  Road,  sang  and  was  not  unhappy. 

After  the  pair  had  been  married  for  about  a  year,  the  omni- 
bus that  passes  both  by  Mrs.  Crump's  house  near  "  The  Wells," 
and  b}*  Mrs.  Walker's  street  off  the  Edge  ware  Road,  brought  up 
the  former-named  lad}T  almost  every  da}T  to  her  daughter.  She 
came  when  the  Captain  had  gone  to  his  business  ;  she  stayed  to 
a  two-o'clock  dinner  with  Morgiana,  she  drove  with  her  in  the 
pon3T-carriage  round  the  Park,  but  she  never  stopped  later  than 
Biz.  Had  she  not  to  go  to  the  play  at  seven?  And,  besides, 
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the  Captain   mif/lt  mine   home  with  •    friends, 

and  he  alwa\x  >won«  and  urmnhlrd  much  if  he  |i>mi<l  li 
in-law  on  the  premi-es.       A-  for  Morgana,  she  wa>  «  n\<    . 
women  who  encourage  despoti-in  in  hn-hands.      What  the  hus- 
band  sa\s   HIM -I    in-   rii'lit.  because   In-  UjTt  it  ;    what    he  nrdn- 
fiiu-t  l>e  obeyed  treinblin<jl\  .       Mr-.   Walker  <ravo  up  lier  entire 
reason    to   her   lor«l.      Why    was   it?      lie  ton     marriage   she  had 
fieen    an    independent    little   person  ;     N|,,.    had    far   m«re    brain- 
than    her  Howard.      I    think  it  mu-t    ha\.-    !..  .-n    his  moustaches 
that  frightened  her.  and  raii-rd  in  her  this  humility. 

Selfish  husbands  have  this  adsanta'je  in  maintainin«j  with 
minded  wives  a  ri^id  and  intle\il»le  behavior,  vi/..  that  if 
they  •!<>  hy  any  elianee  jrrant  a  little  lav«u-.  the  ladiex  n-r. 
with  siieli  transports  of  gratitude  as  they  would  nev«-r  think 
of  showing  to  a  lord  and  master  who  was  accustomed  to  give 
them  eventhiii'j;  they  a-ked  lor;  and  hen.-e.  when  Captain 
Walker  signified  his  assent  to  his  wife's  prayer  that  she  should 
take  a  MnLrinir-ma-ter.  she  thought  !r  -ity  almost  divine, 

and  fell  upon  h-T  mamma's  neck,  when  that  lady  came  thr  : 
day.  and  said  what  a  <1.  ar  adoraMe  anir'-l  IUT  FJoward  was,  and 
what  o,i-ht  >he  not  to  do  for  a  man  who  had  taken  her  1'mm 
her  huml>le  situation,  and  raised  her  to  ho  what  she  was  !  What 
>hf  was.  poor  soul  !  Sin-  was  the  wife  of  a  swindling  pn 
ilentleinau.  She  reeeived  visits  from  six  ladies  of  her  husband's 
[iiaintanees, — two  attorneys'  ladies,  his  hill-hmkor's  lady, 
or  two  more,  of  w!i«>s»-  clnra.-ters  we  ha«l  be-t.  if  you 
iy  not  hi  n -j: :  and  she  thought  it  an  honor  to  be  so  dis- 
Ignished:  as  if  Walker  had  Keen  a  Lord  Kxeter  to  marry  n 
iml»h>  maiden,  or  a  noble  prince  to  fall  in  love  with  a  hunihli* 
ideivlla,  or  a  niaj.-stie  Jove  to  come  down  fmm  heaven  and 
Look  throujirh  the  woi-ld,  rospoctable  reader, 
your  honorable  acfjuaintancos.  and  say  if  this  soil 
faith  in  women  is  not  very  frequent?  They  iri/l  beli> 
•ir  husbands,  whatever  tho  latter  do.  Let  .John  ho  dull, 
tly.  vulgar,  and  a  hnmbnj.  his  Alary  Ann  never  find-  it  out ; 
him  tell  his  stories  ever  so  many  times,  there  is  she  always 
idy  with  her  kind  smile;  let  him  he  stiniry.  she  says  h 
prudent  ;  let  him  (juan-el  with  his  host  friend,  she  s&ys  he  is 
always  in  the  rinht  ;  let  "him  lie  prodigal,  she  says  he  is  gen- 
erous, and  that  his  health  requires  enjoyment  ;  lot  him  be  idle, 
~ie  must  have  relaxation;  and  she  will  pinch  herself  and  her 
isehold  that  ho  may  have  a  iruiinvi  for  Ins  club.  Y<<  :  and 
.TV  morning,  as  she  wakes  and  looks  at  the  face,  snoring  on 
pillow  hy  her  Me  —  every  morning,  I  say,  she  blesses  that 
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dull,  ug]y  countenance,  and  the  dull  ugly  soul  reposing  there, 
and  thinks  both  are  something  divine.  I  want  to  know  how  it 
is  that  women  do  not  find  out  their  husbands  to  be  humbugs? 
Nature  has  so  provided  it,  and  thanks  to  her.  When  hist  year 
they  were  acting  the  "Midsummer  Night's  Dreamv"  and  all 
the  boxes  began  to  roar  with  great  coarse  heehaws  at  Titania. 
hugging  Bottom's  long  long  ears  —  to  me,  considering  tin  -«• 
things,  it  seemed  that  there  were  a  hundred  other  male  brutes 
squatted  round  about,  and  treated  just  as  reasonably  as  Bottom 
was.  Their  Titanias  lulled  them  to  sleep  in  their  laps,  sum- 
moned a  hundred  smiling,  delicate,  household  fairies  to  tickle 
their  gross  intellects  and  minister  to  their  vulgar  pleasures ; 
and  (as  the  above  remarks  are  only  supposed  to  apply  to  honest 
women  loving  their  own  lawful  spouses)  a  mercy  it  is  that  no 
wicked  Puck  is  in  the  way  to  open  their  e}res,  and  point  out 
their  folly.  Cui  bono?  let  them  live  on  in  their  deceit:  I  know 
two  lovely  ladies  who  will  read  this,  and  will  say  it  is  just  very 
likely,  and  not  see  in  the  least  that  it  has  been  written  regard 
ing  them. 

Another  point  of  sentiment,  and  one  curious  to  speculate  on 
Have  you  not  remarked  the  immense  works  of  art  that  womo  : 
get  through?  The  worsted-work  sofas,  the  counterpanes 
patched  or  knitted  (but  these  are  among  the  old-fashioned  in 
the  country),  the  bushels  of  pincushions,  the  albums  they 
laboriously  fill,  the  tremendous  pieces  of  music  they  practise, 
the  thousand  other  fiddle-faddles  which  occupy  the  attention 
of  the  dear  souls  —  nay,  have  we  not  seen  them  seated  of  even- 
ings in  a  squad  or  company,  Louisa  emplo3'ed  at  the  worsted- 
work  before  mentioned,  Eliza  at  the  pincushions,  Amelia  at 
card-racks  or  filigree  matches,  and,  in  the  midst,  Theodosia 
with  one  of  the  candles,  reading  out  a  novel  aloud?  Ah  !  my 
dear  sir,  mortal  creatures  must  be  very  hard  put  to  it  for  amuse- 
ment, be  sure  of  that,  when  they  are  forced  to  gather  too-ether 
in  a  company  and  hear  novels  read  aloud  !  They  only  do  it 
because  they  can't  help  it,  depend  upon  it:  it  is  a  sad  life,  a 
poor  pastime.  Mr.  Dickens,  in  his  American  book,  tells  of 
the  prisoners  at  the  silent  prison,  how  they  had  ornamented 
their  rooms,  some  of  them  with  a  frightful  prettiness  and  elab- 
oration. Women's  fanc3*-work  is  of"  this  sort  often  —  only 
prison  work,  done  because  there  was  no  other  exercising- 
ground  for  their  poor  little  thoughts  and  fingers ;  and  hence 
these  wonderful  pincushions  are  executed,  these  counterpanes 
woven,  these  sonatas  learned.  B}r  everything  sentimental, 
I  see  two  kind,  innocent,  fresh-cheeked  young  women 
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go  to  a  piano,  and  sit  down  opposite  to  it  upon  two  chairs 
piled  with  inmv  or  le>s  nuisie-books  (aeeordin^  to  their  QOD- 
ttOe),  and,  so  sealed,  o-o  through  a  -ct  of  double-barrelled 
•io us  upon  tliis  or  that  tune  by  Her/  or  Kalkbrcnner, —  I 
•  tr  fn>m  receiving  any  satisfaction  at  the  noise  made  by 
the  performance,  my  too  susceptible  heart  is  «ji\vn  up  entirely 
to  bleedinn;  lor  tin-  performers.  What  hours,  and  wreks,  nay, 
preparatory  years  of  study,  has  tii:it  infernal  jiix  cost  them! 
What  lum«  has  pripa  paid,  what  si-oldin^  lias  mamma  admin- 
1  (••  Lady  r.ullblock  does  not  play  herself."  Sir  Thomas 
.  ••  Imt  sin-  has  naturally  tin-  finest  car  for  music  ever 
known!")  ;  what  evidences  of  slavery,  in  a  word,  are  there! 
It  is  the  condition  of  the  youn<4  lady's  existence.  She  break- 
fasts at  eiurht,  she  does  "Hangnail's  Questions"  with  the 
governess  till  ten,  she  practises  till  one,  she  walks  in  the 
square  \\ith  l»ars  round  her  till  two,  then  she  practises  again, 
then  she  sews  or  hems,  or  reads  I-Ycnch.  or  Hume's  "  History," 
then  she  eomes  down  to  play  to  p:ipa,  because  he  likes  music 
whilst  he  is  asleep  after  dinner,  and  then  it  is  bedtime,  and 
the  morrow  is  another  day  with  what  are  ealh  d  the  same 
11  duties"  to  be  gone  through.  A  friend  of  mine  went  to  call 
at  a  nobleman's  house  the  other  day.  and  one  of  the  young 
ladies  of  the  house  came  into  the  room  with  a  tray  on  her  head  ; 
this  tray  was  to  give  Lady  Maria  a  graceful  carriage.  Mon 
/)>'•''/ .'  and  who  knows  but  at  that  moment  Lady  Bell  was  at 
work  with  a  pair  of  her  dumb  namesakes,  and  Lady  Sophy 
hinij  Mat  on  a  stretching-board?  I  could  write  whole  articles 
on  this  theme  :  but  peace!  we  are  keeping  Mrs.  Walker  wait- 
ing nil  the  while. 

\\  ell,  then,  if  the  above  disquisitions  have  anything  to  do 
with  the  story,  as  no  doubt  they  have,  I  wish  it  to  be  under- 
stood that,  during  h-.-r  husband's  absence,  and  her  own  solitary 
cotitini  UK  nt.  Mix.  Howard  Walker  bestowed  a  prodigious  quan- 
tity of  her  time  and  energy  on  the  cultivation  of  her  musical 
talent;  and  havinir,  as  before  stated,  a  very  fine  loud  voice, 
speedily  attained  no  ordinary  skill  in  the  use  of  it.  She  first 
had  for  teacher  little  Podmore,  the  fat  chorus-master  at  "The 
Wells,"  and  who  had  taught  her  mother  the  "  Tink-a-tink " 
BOH L:  which  has  been  such  a  favorite  since  it  first  appeared. 
He  grounded  her  well,  and  bade  her  eschew  the  singing  of  all 
those  ••  Ka-rle  Tavern"  ballads  in  which  her  heart  formerly 
delighted  ;  and  when  he  had  brought  her  to  a  certain  point  of 
skill,  the  honest  little  chorus-master  said  she  should  have  a 
utill  better  instructor,  and  wrote  a  note  to  Captain  Walker  (en- 
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closing  his  own  little  account),  speaking  in  terras  of  the  most 
fluttering  encomium  of  his  lady's  progress,  and  recommending 
that  she  should  take  lessons  of  the  celebrated  Baroski.  Captain 
Walker  dismissed  Podmore  then,  and  engaged  Signer  Baroski, 
at  a  vast  expense  ;  as  he  did  not  fail  to  tell  his  wife.  In  fact, 
he  owed  Baroski  no  less  than  two  hundred  and  twenty  guineas 
when  he  was  .  .  .  But  we  are  advancing  matters. 

Little  Baroski  is  the  author  of  the  opera  of  ';  Eliogabalo," 
of  the  oratorio  of  "  Purgatorio,"  which  made  such  an  immense 
sensation,  of  songs  and  ballet-musics  innumerable.  He  is  a 
German  by  birth,  and  shows  such  an  outrageous  partiality  for 
pork  and  sausages,  and  attends  at  church  so  constantly,  that 
I  am  sure  there  cannot  be  an\T  foundation  in  the  ston-  that  he 
is  a  member  of  the  ancient  religion.  He  is  a  fat  little  man, 
with  a  hooked  nose  and  jetty  whiskers,  and  coal-black  shining 
eyes,  and  plenty  of  rings  and  jewels  on  his  fingers  and  about 
his  person,  and  "a  very  considerable  portion  of  his  shirt-sleeves 
turned  over  his  coat  to  take  the  air.  His  great  hands  (which 
can  sprawl  over  half  a  piano,  and  produce  those  effects  on  the 
instrument  for  which  he  is  celebrated)  are  encased  in  lemon- 
colored  kids,  new,  or  cleaned  daily.  Parenthetically,  let  us 
ask  why  so  many  men,  with  coarse  red  wrists  and  big  hands, 
persist  in  the  white  kid  glove  and  wristband  system  ?  Baroski's 
gloves  alone  must  cost  him  a  little  fortune ;  only  he  sa3"s  with 
a  leer,  when  asked  the  question,  "Get  along  vid  you;  don't 
you  know  dere  is  a  gloveress  that  lets  me  have  dem  very  sheap  ?  " 
He  rides  in  the  Park ;  has  splendid  lodgings  in  Dover  Street ; 
and  is  a  member  of  the  "  Regent  Club,"  where  he  is  a  great 
source  of  amusement  to  the  members,  to  whom  he  tells  aston- 
ishing stories  of  his  successes  with  the  ladies,  and  for  whom  he 
has  always  pla}'  and  opera  tickets  in  store.  His  eye  glistens 
and  his  little  heart  beats  when  a  lord  speaks  to  him ;  and  he 
has  been  known  to  spend  large  sums  of  money  in  giving  treats 
to  young  sprigs  of  fashion  at  Richmond  and  elsewhere.  "  In 
my  bolyticks,"  he  says,  "  I  am  consarevatiff  to  de  bag-bone." 
In  fine,  he  is  a  puppy,  and  withal  a  man  of  considerable  genius 
in  his  profession. 

This  gentleman  then  undertook  to  complete  the  musical  edu- 
cation of  Mrs.  Walker.  He  expressed  himself  at  once  "  en- 
shanted  vid  her  gababilities,"  found  that  the  extent  of  her  voice 
was  kibrodigious,"  and  guaranteed  that  she  should  become  a 
first-rate  singer.  The  pupil  was  apt,  tlie  master  was  exceed- 
ingly skilful;  and,  accordingly,  Mrs.  Walker's  progress  was 
very  remarkable :  although,  for  her  part,  honest  Mrs.  Crump, 
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who  used  to  attend  h6T  daughter's  leSSOHft,  would  LTumble  not  H 
liltle  :it    the   new  s\-tem.  and  tin-  ciidlr-  .liidi    -he. 

Morgana,  was  made   to  v;o  thn»uirh.       I  :,t    jM 

her  time,  she   said.      fadedon    knev.  ml    u  ho   , 

siiiLT  so    well  now?     (Jive   her  a   L: I    I-.n-jli^h   ballad;   it  was 

a   thousand    times    sweeter    than    \.nir    •    .  |"    and    ' 

iniramides." 

In  spite  of  these  objection-,   however,    and  with   amazing 
perseverance  and  <  heei Tulin •--.  Mr>.  Walker  pursued  the  : 
oil  of  study  pointed  out   to  her   liy  her  master.     As  soon  as 
her  husband  went  to  the  City   in  tin-  morning  her  operations 
beiian  ;   if  he  remained  away  at  dinner,    her  labors  still 
tinned:  nor  is  it  necessary  for  me  to  pai  tieulai  i/e  her  course 
of  study,  nor.    indeed,  possible  ;   for,    Let  ween  our^eh  c>.    none 
of  the  male  Kit/.-lioodles  ever  could   MULT  a  note,  and  th< 
«ron  of  scales  and   solfeggios  is  quite  unknown  to  me. 
as  no  man   can  have  seen  persons  addicted  to  music  without 
remarking  the    prodigious  energies  they  display  in  the  pi;: 
as  there   is   no   tat  her  of  daughters,  however  ignorant,  1 
aware  of  the  piano-rattling  and  VOi(X  -ins;  which  goes  on 

in  his  house    from  morning  till  night,  so  let  all   fancy,  without 
fu rtlier  inquiry,  how  the  heroine  of  our  story  was  at 'this 
of  her  existence  occupied. 

Walker  was  delighted  with  her  progress,  and  did  everything 
1'iit  pay  Baro^ki.  her  instructor.      We  know  why  he  didn't  pay. 
Jt    was  his  nature  not   to  pay  hills,  except  on  extreme  com- 
pulsion ;     but    why    did    not     Ilaro.-ki     employ     that 
compulsion?      lieeause,  if  he  had  received  his  money,  he  v 
have  lost  his  pupil,  and  because  he  loved  his  pupil   mure  than 
money.      Rather  than  lose  her,  he  would  have  given  her  a  guinea 
as  well   as  her  c,u'l,,t.      He  would  someti  point  a 

6,  but  he  never  missed  his  attendance  on  l«r  :  ah  \ 
truth  must  out  that   he  was  in  love  with  her,  as  and 

Kirlantine  had  been  before. 

-•  liy  the  immortel  Chofe!"  he  \\ould  say.  ••  dat  letell  ding 
sents  me  mad  vid  her  hiur  iee  !  lint  only  vail  avile  :  in  six  \ 
1  can  lirin«r  any  \<>man  in  Kngland  on  her  knees  to  me  ;  and  you 
shall  see  vat  I  vill  do  vid  my  Mor-iana."  He  attended  her* for 
six  weeks  punctually,  and  yet  Morgana  was  never  brought 
down  on  her  knee^  ;  he  exhausted  I  Block  of  " gOZnbli- 

:nends."  and  she  never  seemed  di>[x>sed  to  receive  them  with 
ai.ything  but  lauirhter.  And,  as  a  matter  of  course,  he  onty 
grew  more  infatuated  with  the  lovely  eivature  who  was  SO  pro- 
vokingly  good-humored  and  so  laughingly  cruel. 
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Benjamin  Baroski  was  one  of  the  chief  ornaments  of  the 
musical  profession  in  London  ;  he  charged  a  guinea  for  a  lesson 
of  three-quarters  of  an  hour  abroad,  and  he  had,  furthermore,  a 
school  at  his  own  residence,  where  pupils  assembled  in  consid- 
erable numbers,  and  of  that  curious  mixed  kind  which  those 
may  see  who  frequent  these  places  of  instruction.  There  were 
very  innocent  young  ladies  with  their  mammas,  who  would  hurry 
them  off  trembling  to  the  farther  corner  of  the  room  when  cer- 
tain doubtful  professional  characters  made  their  appearance. 
There  was  Miss  Grigg,  who  sang  at  the  "  Foundling,"  and  Mr. 
Johnson,  who  sang  at  the  "  Eagle  Tavern,"  and  Madame  Fio- 
ravanti  (a  very  doubtful  character),  who  sang  nowhere,  but  was 
always  coming  out  at  the  Italian  Opera.  There  was  Lumlej1 
Limpiter  (Lord  Tweedledale's  son),  one  of  the  most  accom- 
plished tenors  in  town,  and  who,  we  have  heard,  sings  with  the 
professionals  at  a  hundred  concerts ;  and  with  him,  too,  was 
Captain  Guzzard  of  the  Guards,  with  his  tremendous  bass 
voice,  which  all  the  world  declared  to  be  as  fine  as  Porto's,  and 
who  shared  the  applause  of  Baroski's  school  with  Mr.  Bulger, 
the  dentist  of  Sackville  Street,  who  neglected  his  ivory  and  gold 
plates  for  his  voice,  as  ever}7  unfortunate  individual  will  do  who 
is  bitten  by  the  music  mania.  Then  among  the  ladies  there 
were  a  half-score  of  dubious  pale  governesses  and  professionals 
with  turned  frocks  and  lank  damp  bandeaux  of  hair  under 
shabby  little  bonnets ;  luckless  creatures  these,  who  were  part- 
ing with  their  poor  little  store  of  half-guineas  to  be  enabled  to 
say  they  were  pupils  of  Signer  Baroski,  and  so  get  pupils  of 
their  own  among  the  British  youths,  or  employment  in  the 
choruses  of  the  theatres. 

The  prima  donna  of  the  little  company  was  Amelia  Larkins, 
Baroski's  own  articled  pupil,  on  whose  future  reputation  the 
eminent  master  staked  his  own,  whose  profits  he  was  to  share, 
and  whom  he  had  farmed,  to  this  end,  from  her  father,  a  most 
respectable  sheriffs  officer's  assistant,  and  now,  by  his  daugh- 
ter's exertions,  a  considerable  capitalist.  Amelia  is  blond 
and  blue-ej'ed,  her  complexion  is  as  bright  as  snow,  her  ring- 
lets of  the  color  of  straw,  her  figure  —  but  wh}r  describe  her 
figure?  Has  not  all  the  world  seen  her  at  the  Theatres  Royal 
and  in  America  under  the  name  of  Miss  Ligonier? 

Until  Mrs.  Walker  arrived,  Miss  Larkins  was  the  undis- 
puted princess  of  the  Baroski  company  —  the  Semiramide,  the 
Rosina,  the  Tamina,  the  Donna  Anna.  Baroski  vaunted  her 
ever}rwhere  as  the  great  rising  genius  of  the  da}7,  bade  Cata- 
lani  look  to  her  laurels,  and  questioned  whether  Mis8  Stephens 
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could  sing  a  ballad  like  hU  pupil.  Mrs.  Howard  Walker  ar- 
rived and  created,  on  the  lir-:  M.  n<>  small  - 
She  improved,  and  the  little  society  became  speedily  di. 
into  \Valkerites  and  Larkinsians  ;  and  between  HICM-  two  ! 
(as,  indeed,  between  (iu/./ard  and  Bulger  before  mentioned, 
between  Miss  Urunek  and  Mi-^s  Ilorsman,  the  two  contraltos. 
and  between  the  rlioni>--in-_:"-r-.  after  their  kind)  a  great  rivalry 
•TOM.  Larkins  was  certainly  the  better  singer ;  but  eon  Id  her 
straw-colored  curls  and  dumpy  high-shouldered  figure  bear  any 
comparison  with  tin-  jetty  ringlets  aud  stately  form  of  Mor- 
giana?  Did  not  Mr>.  Walker,  too,  come  to  tlu-  music-lesson  in 
her  carriage,  and  with  a  black  velvet  gown  and  Cashmere 
shawl,  while  poor  Larkins  meekly  stepped  from  Bell  Yard, 
Temple  liar,  in  an  old  print  gown  and  clog*,  which  she  left  in 
the  hall?  ••  Larkins  sing!"  said  Mrs.  Crump,  sarcastically; 
"  I'm  sure  she  ought  ;  her  mouth's  big  enough  to  sing  a  duet." 
1'oor  Larkins  had  no  one  to  make  epigrams  in  her  behoof;  her 
mother  was  at  home  tending  the  younger  ones,  her  father 
abroad  following  the  duties  of  his  profession  ;  she  had  but  one 
protector,  as  she  thought,  and  that  one  was  Baroski.  Mrs. 
(rump  did  not  fail  to  tell  Lumley  Limpiter  of  her  own  former 
triumphs,  and  to  sing  him  "  Tink-a-tink."  which  we  have  pre- 
viously heard,  and  to  state  how  in  former  days  she  had  been 
called  the  Ravenswing.  And  Lumley,  on  this  hint,  made  a 
poem  in  which  he  compared  Morgiana's  hair  to  the  plumage  of 
the  Raven's  wing,  and  Larkinissa's  to  that  of  the  canary ;  by 
which  two  names  the  ladies  began  soon  to  be  known  in  the 
school. 

Ere  long,  the  flight  of  the  Ravenswing  became  evidently 
stronger,  whereas  that  of  the  canary  was  seen  evidently  to 
droop.  When  Morgiana  sang,  all  the  room  would  cry  "  bravo  ;" 
when  Amelia  performed,  scarce  a  hand  was  raised  for  applause 
of  her,  except  Morgiana's  own,  ami  that  the  Larkinses  thought 
was  lifted  in  odious  triumph,  rather  than  in  sympathy,  for 
Miss  L.  was  of  an  envious  turn,  and  little  understood  the 
generosity  of  her  rival. 

At  last,  one  day,  the  crowning  victory  of  the  Ravenswing 
came.  In  the  trio  of  Baroski's  own  opera  of  "  Eliogabalo," 
lt  Rosy  lips  and  rosy  wine,"  Miss  Larkins,  who  was  evidently 
unwell,  was  taking  the  part  of  the  I.nirlish  captive,  which  she 
had  sung  in  public  concerts  before  royal  dukes,  and  with  con- 
siderable applause,  and.  from  some  reason  performed  it  so  ill, 
that  Baroski.  slapping  down  the  music  on  the  piano  in  a  fury, 
cried,  "  Mrs.  Howard  Walker,  as  Miss  Larkius  cannot  sing  to- 
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day,  will  you  favor  us  by  taking  the  part  of  Boadicetta?"  Mrs. 
Walker  got  up  smilingly  to  obey  —  the  triumph  was  too  givat 
to  be  withstood  ;  and.  as  she  advanced  to  the  piano,  Miss  Lar- 
kins  looked  wildly  at  her,  and  stood  silent  for  a  while,  and,  at 
last,  shrieked  out,  k»  licnjamin!"  in  a -tone  of  extreme  agony, 
and  dropped  fainting  down  on  the  ground.  Benjamin  looked 
extremely  red,  it  must  be  confessed,  at  being  thus  called  by 
what  we  shall  denominate  his  ( 'hristiun  name,  and  Limpiter 
looked  round  at  Guzzard,  and  Miss  Brunck  nudged  Miss  llors- 
man,  and  the  lesson  concluded  rather  abruptly  that  day ;  for 
Miss  Larkins  was  carried  off  to  the  next  room,  laid  on  a  couch, 
and  sprinkled  with  water. 

Good-natured  Morgiana  insisted  that  her  mother  should  take 
Miss  Larkins  to  Bell  Yard  in  her  carriage,  and  went  herself 
home  on  foot ;  but  I  don't  know  that  this  piece  of  kindness 
prevented  Larkins  from  hating  her.  I  should  doubt  if  it  did. 

Hearing  so  much  of  his  wife's  skill  as  a  singer,  the  astute 
Captain  Walker  determined  to  take  advantage  of  it  for  the 
purpose  of  increasing  his  "  connection."  He  had  Lumley 
Limpiter  at  his  house  before  long,  which  was,  indeed,  no  great 
matter,  for  honest  Lum  would  go  anywhere  for  a  good  dinner, 
and  an  opportunity  to  show  off  his  voice  afterwards,  and  Lumley 
was  begged  to  bring  any  more  clerks  in  the  Treasury  of  his 
acquaintance  ;  Captain  Guzzard  was  invited,  and  any  officers 
of  the  Guards  whom  he  might  choose  to  bring  ;  Bulger  received 
occasional  cards :  —  in  a  word,  and  after  a  short  time,  Mrs. 
Howard  Walker's  musical  parties  began  to  be  considerably 
suivies.  Her  husband  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  his  rooms 
filled  by  many  great  personages  ;  and  once  or  twice  in  return 
(indeed,  whenever  she  was  wanted,  or  when  people  could  not 
afford  to  hire  the  first  singers)  she  was  asked  to  parties  else- 
where, and  treated  with  that  killing  civility  which  our  English 
aristocracy  knows  how  to  bestow  on  artists.  Clever  and  wise 
aristocracy !  It  is  sweet  to  mark  your  ways,  and  stud}'  your 
commerce  with  inferior  men. 

I  was  just  going  to  commence  a  tirade  regarding  the  aristoc- 
racy here,  and  to  rage  against  the  cool  assumption  of  superiority 
which  distinguishes  their  lordships'  commerce  with  artists  of  all 
sorts  :  that  politeness  which,  if  it  condescend  to  receive  artists 
at  all,  takes  care  to  have  them  all  together,  so  that  there  can  be 
no  mistake  about  their  rank  —  that  august  patronage  of  art 
which  rewards  it  with  a  silly  flourish  of  knighthood,  to  be  sure, 
but  takes  care  to  exclude  it  from  an}T  contact  with  its  betters  in 
society,  —  I  was,  1  say,  just  going  to  commence  a  tirade  against 
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tho  aristocracy  for  excludi:  MI   thoir  company,  and 

to  be  extremely  satirical  upon  th     i.,  for  instance.  |'<,r  u- 
in;.;  my  friend  Mi'ririana.  when    it    suddenly  cairn-   into  m\ 

k,  was  Mr-.  \\'alker  lit  tomo\e   in   the    i  } — to 

which  query  it  must  limnlily  l»e  replied  thai    she  \\  II,  r 

education  was  not  Mich  a>  to  make  her  ijuite  the  equal  of  |; 
Street.      She  was   a    kin-l.  homM.  ami    clever   creature:    l»nt,  it 
must    be  confe-scd.    Hot     refined.        NYhcIWer    sh--    \\eiit     -lie     had, 

if  not  the  finest,  at  any  rate  the  im»t  showy  «:<>wn  in  the  room; 
IK  r  ornamenN  \\ere  the  hi-iieM  :  lier  hats.  \><  rets,  mar- 

ul)outs.  and  other  fallals.  al\\a\s  the  most  conspicuous.  She 
drops  M  h's  "  here  and  then-.  1  have  seen  her  eat  ]»<  ase  with  a 
knii'f  (and  \Yalker,  scowling  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  tahle, 
.striving  in  vain  to  eateh  1,  :  and  I  .shall  ne\.  r  ! 

Lady  Smieiiia'/s  horror  \\hen  she  asked  tor  porter  at  dinner  at 
Kirlimond.  and  lie^an  to  drink  it  out  of  the  pewter  pot.      It  was 
a  line  si^ht.      She  lifted  up  the   tankard  with  one  of  tin1   ' 
arms,  covered  with  the  iiraeelets  ever  seen  :   and  had  a 

bird  of  paradisr  on  her  head,  that  curled  round  t!  disk 

of  the  pot  as  she  raised  it.  like  a  halo.  These  peculiarities  she 
had.  and  has  still.  She  i-  l»est  away  from  the  «:entcel  world, 
that  is  tin'  fact,.  When  she  says  that  ••  The  weather  is  so 'ot 
that  it  is  quite  deluliatini:  :  "  when  she  laiiuhs.  when  she  hits 
her  neuhlior  at  dinner  on  the  side  of  the  waistcoat  (as  she  will 
if  he  >!ionM  say  anything  that  amuses  her),  she  does  what  is 
perfectly  natural  and  unatlected  on  her  part,  hut  what  is  not 
customarily  done  :un«>nir  polite  persons,  who  can  sneer  at  her 
odd  manners  and  her  vanity,  hut  don't  know  the  kindness, 
honesty,  and  simplicity  which  distinguish  her.  This  point  b 
admitted,  it  follows,  of  course,  that  the  tirade  against  the  aris- 
tocracy would,  in  the  present  instance,  lie  out  of  place  —  SO  it 
shall  he  reserved  for  some  other  occasion. 

The  Ravenswing  was  a  person  admiralty  disposed  l>y  na- 
ture to  he  happy.  She  had  a  disposition  so  kindly  that  any 
small  attention  would  satisfy  it  ;  was  pleased  when  alone;  was 
delighted  in  a  crowd;  was  charmed  with  a  joke,  however  old  ; 
WM-  always  ready  to  lanirh.  to  dance,  to  -ing,  or  to  be  merry  ;  was 
so  tender-hearted  that  the  smallest  ballad  would  make  her  cry, 
ami  hence  was  supposed,  by  many  persons,  to  be  extreme  ly 
•ed.  and  bv  almost  all,  to  be  a  downright  coquette.  ve\- 
eral  compel itoi-s  for  her  favor  presented  ihcm-elves  b« 

dxi.  YOIIIIL:  dandies  used  to  canter  round  her  phaeton  in 
the  1'ark.  and  mi<j,ht  be  seen  haunting  her  doors  in  the  morn- 
iiu-.  The  fashionable  artist  ot  the  day  made  a  drawing  of  her, 


170  MEN'S  WIVES. 

which  was  engraved  and  sold  in  the  shops  ;  a  copy  of  it  was 
printed  in  a  song,  "Black-eyed  Maiden  of  Araby,"  the  words 
by  Desmond  Mulligan,  Esq.,  the  music  composed  and  dedicated 
to  Mrs.  HOWARD  WALKER,  by  her  most  faithful  and  obliged 
servant,  Benjamin  Baroski ;  and  at  night  her  Opera-box  was 
full.  Her  Opera-box?  Yes,  the  heiress  of  the  "Bootjack" 
actually  had  an  Opera-box,  and  some  of  the  most  fashionable 
manhood  of  London  attended  it. 

Now,  in  fact,  was  the  time  of  her  greatest  prosperity  ;  and 
her  husband  gathering  these  fashionable  characters  about  him, 
extended  his  "agency"  considerably,  and  began  to  thank  his 
stars  that  he  had  married  a  woman  who  was  as  good  as  a  for- 
tune to  him. 

In  extending  his  agency,  however,  Mr.  Walker  increased  hig 
expenses  proportionably,  and  multiplied  his  debts  accordingly. 
More  furniture  and  more  plate,  more  wines  and  more  dinner- 
parties, became  necessary ;  the  little  pony-phaeton  was  ex- 
changed for  a  brougham  of  evenings ;  and  we  may  fancy  oui 
old  friend  Mr.  Eglantine's  rage  and  disgust,  as  he  looked  up 
from  the  pit  of  the  Opera,  to  see  Mrs.  Walker  surrounded  by 
what  he  called  "  the  swell  young  nobs"  about  London,  bowing 
to  my  lord,  and  laughing  with  his  grace,  and  led  to  her  carriage 
by  Sir  John. 

The  Ravenswing's  position  at  this  period  was  rather  an  ex- 
ceptional one.  She  was  an  honest  woman,  visited  by  that 
peculiar  class  of  our  aristocracy  who  chiefly  associate  with 
ladies  who  are  not  honest.  She  laughed  with  all,  but  she  en- 
couraged none.  Old  Crump  was  constantly  at  her  side  now 
when  she  appeared  in  public,  the  most  watchful  of  mammas, 
always  awake  at  the  Opera,  though  she  seemed  to  be  alwa}rs 
asleep ;  but  no  dandy  debauchee  could  deceive  her  vigilance, 
and  for  this  reason,  Walker,  who  disliked  her,  (as  every  man 
naturally  will,  must,  and  should  dislike  his  mother-in-law,)  was 
contented  to  suffer  her  in  his  house  to  act  as  a  chaperon  to 
Morgiana. 

None  of  the  young  dandies  ever  got  admission  of  mornings 
to  the  little  mansion  in  the  Edgeware  Road ;  the  blinds  were 
always  down  ;  and  though  you  might  hear  Morgiana's  voice 
half  across  the  Park  as  she  was  practising,  yet  the  }Touthful 
hall-porter  in  the  sugar-loaf  buttons  was  instructed  to  deny  her, 
and  always  declared  that  his  mistress  was  gone  out,  with  the 
most  admirable  assurance. 

After  some  two  years  of  her  life  of  splendor,  there  were,  to 
be  sure,  a  good  number  of  morning  visitors,  who  came  with 
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ginfftf  knocks,  and  asked   for  Captain  Walker;  but  these  were 
no  more  admitted  than  tin-  dandle-,  aforesaid,  and 
generally,  to  the   (  'aplain's   oilier.   \\nither   they  went    or    n<>!   :it 
their  eonvenienee.      The  only  man  who  obtained  admission  into 
the    house  was    liaro-ki.   \\li->-c    eab    transported    him    tin. 
week    to   the    neiglil )oi'lio( M i  of  ( 'omiaught    Square,  and  who  ob- 
tained ready  entrance  in  hU  pr<  >fe-H"iial  eapaeity. 

T.iit  even  then,  and  miieli  to  the  wicked  little  m  lisle-master's 
d'-appoinlmcnt,  the  dragon  Crump  was  always  at  the  piano 
with  her  endless  worsted  work,  or  eUe  reading  her  unfailing 
Fttm/ay  Times;  and  U-ir<»ki  could  only  cmplo\  "de  laugvitch 
of  de  ice,"  as  he  called  it,  with  his  fair  pupil,  who  used  to  mimie 
his  manner  of  rolling  his  eyes  about  afterwards,  and  per- 
formed "  Baroski  in  love,"  for  the  amusement  of  her  husband 
and  her  mamma.  The  former  had  his  reasons  for  overlooking 
the  attentions  of  the  little  music-master;  and  as  for  the  latter, 
had  she  not  been  on  the  sta;jv,  and  had  not  many  hundreds  of 
us,  in  jest  or  earnest,  made  love  to  her?  What  else  can 
a  pretty  woman  expeetj  who  is  much  before  the  public?  And 
so  the  worthy  mother  counselled  her  daughter  to  bear  these 
attentions  with  good  humor,  rather  than  to  make  them  a  sub- 
ject of  perpetual  alarm  and  quunvl. 

IJaroski.  tl ini.  was  allowed  to  go  on  being  in  love,  and  was 
never  in  the  least  disturbed  in  his  passion  ;  and  if  he  was  not 
suc( cssful,  at  least  the  little  wretch  could  have  the  pleasure  of 
that  he  was,  and  looking  particular!}'  roguish  when  the 
was  named,  and  assuring  his  friends  at  the  club, 
that  "  upon  his  vort  deiv  Y.-K  no  trut  in  dot  rebort." 

At  last  one  day  it  h  ippened  that  Mrs.  Crump  did  not  arrive 
in  time  for  In -r  dauglter's  lesson  (perhaps  it  rained  and  the 
omnibus  was  full — u  smaller  circumstance  than  that  has 
ehanired  a  whole  lift  ere  now)  —  Mrs.  Crump  did  not  arrive, 
and  Baroski  did.  and  Morgiana,  seeing  no  great  harm,  sat 
down  to  her  lessor-,  as  u^ual.  and  in  the  midst  of  it  down  went 
the  music-master  <  n  his  knees,  and  made  a  declaration  in  the 
nioM  rl(M|iirut  ten  ix  h«>  could  intMcr. 

•-  Don't  be  a  fool.  I'.arovki!"  said  the  lady — (I  can't  help 
it  if  her  language  \\.-is  not  more  ehoicc,  and  if  she  did  not  rise 
witli  cold  dignity,  exclaiming  '•  t'nhund  me,  sir!"  —  "don't 
b  a  fool!"  ftaid'Mn,  Walker,  < 4  but  get  up  and  let's  finish  the 
lesson." 

11  You  hard-hearted  adorable  little  greature,  vil  you  not 
listen  to  me?" 

"  No,  I  vill  not  listen  to  you,  Benjamin  ! "  concluded  the 
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lady ;  "  get  up  and  take  a  chair,  and  don't  gc  on  in  that 
ridiklous  way,  don't !  " 

But  Baroski,  having  a  speech  by  heart,  determined  to 
deliver  himself  of  it  in  that  posture,  and  begged  Morgiana  not 
to  turn  avay  her  divine  hice,  and  to  listen  to  de  voice  of  his 
despair,  and  so  forth ;  he  seized  the  lady's  hand,  and  was  go- 
ing to  press  it  to  his  lips,  when  she  said,  with  more  spirit,  per- 
haps, than  grace,  — 

"  Leave  go  my  hand,  sir  ;  I'll  box  your  ears  if  you  don't !  " 

But  Baroski  wouldn't  release  her  hand,  and  was  proceeding 
to  imprint  a  kiss  upon  it,  and  Mrs.  Crump,  who  had  taken  the 
omnibus  at  a  quarter  past  twelve,  instead  of  that  at  twelve, 
had  just  opened  the  drawing-room  door  and  was  walking  in, 
when  Morgiana,  turning  as  red  as  a  peony,  and  unable  to 
disengage  her  left  hand  which  the  musician  held,  raised  up  her 
right  hand,  and,  with  all  her  might  and  main,  gave  her  lover 
such  a  tremendous  slap  in  the  face  as  caused  him  abruptly  to 
release  the  hand  which  he  held,  and  would  have  laid  him  pros- 
trate on  the  carpet  but  for  Mrs.  Crump,  who  rushed  forward 
and  prevented  him  from  falling  by  administering  right  and  left 
a  whole  shower  of  slaps,  such  as  he  had  never  endured  since 
the  da}r  he  was  at  school. 

"What  imperence!"  said  that  worthy  lady;  "you'll  lay 
hands  on  my  daughter  will  you?  (one,  two).  You'll  insult  a 
woman  in  distress,  3-011  little  coward?  (one,  two).  Take  that, 
and  mind  }^our  manners,  you  filthy  monster ! " 

Baroski  bounced  up  in  a  fury.  "  By  Chofe,  you  shah1  hear 
of  dis  !  "  shouted  he  ;  "  you  shall  pay  me  dis  !  " 

"As  many  more  as  you  please,  little  Benjamin,"  cried  the 
widow.  "  Augustus"  (to  the  page),  "  was  that  the  Captain's 
knock  ?  "  At  this  Baroski  made  for  his  hat.  ' '  Augustus,  show 
this  imperence  to  the  door,  and  if  he  tries  to  come  in  again, 
call  a  policeman  :  do  you  hear  ?  " 

The  music-master  vanished  very  rapidly,  and  the  two  ladies, 
instead  of  being  frightened  or  faUing  into  hysterics  as  their 
betters  would  have  done,  laughed  at  the  odious  monster's  dis- 
comfiture, as  they  called  him.  "  Such  a  man  as  that  set  him- 
self up  against  my  Howard ! "  said  Morgiana,  with  becoming 
pride ;  but  it  was  agreed  between  them  that  Howard  should 
know  nothing  of  what  had  occurred,  for  fear  of  quarrels,  or 
lest  he  should  be  annoyed.  So  when  he  came  home  not  a  word 
was  said ;  and  only  that  his  wife  met  him  with  more  warmth 
than  usual,  you  could  not  have  guessed  that  anything  extraor- 
dinary had  occurred.  It  is  not  my  fault  that  my  heroine's  sensi- 
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bilities  were  not  morn  keen,  that  sh«-  ha- 1  not  the  least  occasion 

d-volatile  or  M  mptom  of  n  fainting  lit;    hut  -o  il  wa-. 
Mr.   Howard  Walker  knew    nothing  of  the   quart. 
wife  and  her  instructor,  until   .   .   . 

Until  he  was  arrested  next  day  at  the  suit  of  Benjamin 
Baroski  for  two  hundred  and  twenty  guineas,  and,  in  default  of 
payment,  was  conducted  by  .Mr.  Tobias  Larkins  to  hU 
pal's  lock-up  house  in  Chamvry  Lane. 


CHAPTER  V. 

IN   WHICn    MR.    WALKER     FALLS    FNTO    DIFFICULTIES,    AND   MRS. 
WALKEK    MAKES    MANY    FOOLISH  ATTEMPTS   TO    RESCUE    HIM. 

I  HOPE  the  beloved  reader  is  not  silly  enough  to  imagine 
that  Mr.  Walker,  on  finding  himself  inspunged  for  debt  in 
Chancery  Lane,  was  so  foolish  as  to  think  of  applying  to  any 
of  his  friends  (those  great  personages  who  have  appeared  even- 
now  and  then  in  the  course  of  this  little  history,  and  have 
served  to  give  it  a  fashionable  air).  No,  no;  he  knew  the 
world  too  well :  and  that,  though  Hi llingsgate  would  give  him  as 
many  dozen  of  claret  as  he  could  carry  away  under  his  belt, 
a-  the  phrase  is  (I  can't  help  it,  Madam,  if  the  phrase  is  not 
more  genteel),  and  though  Vauxhall  would  lend  him  his  car- 
riage, slap  him  on  the  back,  and  dine  at  his  house  ;  their  lord- 
ships would  have  seen  Mr.  Walker  depending  from  a  beam  in 
front  of  the  Old  Bailey  rather  than  have  helped  him  to  a  hun- 
dred pounds. 

And  why,  forsooth,  should  we  expect  otherwise  in  the  world  ? 
I  observe  that  men  who  complain  of  its  selfishness  are  quite  as 
selfish  as  the  world  is,  and  no  more  liberal  of  money  than  their 
neighbors  ;  and  I  am  quite  sure  with  regard  to  Captain  Walker 
that  he  would  have  treated  a  friend  in  want  exactl}*as  he  when 
in  want  was  treated.  There  was  only  his  lady  who  was  in  the 
least  ailliited  by  his  captivity;  and  as  for  the  club,  that  went 
on,  we  are  bound  to  say,  exactly  as  it  did  on  the  day  previous 
to  his  disappearance. 

By  the  way,  about  clubs,  — could  we  not,  but  for  fear  of  de- 
taining the  fair  reader  too  long,  enter  into  a  wholesome  disser- 
tation here,  on  the  manner  of  friendship  established  in  those 
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institutions,  and  the  noble  feeling  of  selfishness  which  they  are 
likely  to  encourage  in  the  male  race  ?  I  put  out  of  the  question 
the  stale  topics  of  complaint,  such  as  leaving  home,  encourag- 
ing gormandizing  and  luxurious  habits,  &c.  ;  but  look  also 
at  the  dealings  of  club-men  with  one  another.  Look  at  the 
rush  for  the  evening  paper  !  See  how  Shiverton  orders  a  fire 
in  the  dog-days,  and  Swettenham  opens  the  windows  in  Febru- 
ary. See  how  Cramley  takes  the  whole  breast  of  the  turke}'  on 
his  plate,  and  how  many  times  Jenkins  sends  awa}'  his  beg- 
garly half-pint  of  sherry  !  Clubbery  is  organized  egotism.  Club 
intimacy  is  carefully  and  wonderfully  removed  from  friendship. 
You  meet  Smith  for  twenty  years,  exchange  the  day's  news 
with  him,  laugh  with  him  over  the  last  joke,  grow  as  well 
acquainted  as  two  men  ma}^  be  together  —  and  one  day,  at  the 
end  of  the  list  of  members  of  the  club,  you  read  in  a  little 
paragraph  by  itself,  with  all  the  honors, 

MEMBER   DECEASED. 

Smith,  John,  Esq. ; 

or  he,  on  the  other  hand,  has  the  advantage  of  reading  your 
own  name  selected  for  a  similar  typographical  distinction. 
There  it  is,  that  abominable  little  exclusive  list  at  the  end  of 
every  club  catalogue  —  you  can't  avoid  it.  I  belong  to  eight 
clubs  myself,  and  know  that  one  year  Fitz-Boodle,  George 
Savage,  Esq.  (unless  it  should  please  fate  to  remove  my  brother 
and  his  six  sons,  when  of  course  it  would  be  Fitz-Boodle,  Sir 
George  Savage,  Bart.),  will  appear  in  the  dismal  category. 
There  is  that  list ;  down  I  must  go  in  it :  — the  day  will  come, 
and  I  shan't  be  seen  in  the  bow-window,  some  one  else  will  be 
sitting  in  the  vacant  arm-chair  :  the  rubber  will  begin  as  usual, 
and  yet  somehow  Fitz  will  not  be  there.  "Where's  Fitz?" 
says  Trumpington,  just  arrived  from  the  Rhine.  "Don't  you 
know? "says  Punter,  turning  down  his  thumb  to  the  carpet. 
"You  led  the  club.  I  think?"  says  Ruff  to  his  partner  (the 
other  partner !),  and  the  waiter  snurfs  the  candles. 


I  hope  in  the  course  of  the  above  little  pause,  every  single 
member  of  a  club  who  reads  this  has  profited  by  the  perusal. 
He  may  belong,  I  say,  to  eight  clubs,  he  will  die  and  not  be 
missed  by  any  of  the  five  thousand  members.  Peace  be  to 
him  ;  the  waiters  will  forget  him,  and  his  name  will  pass  away, 
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and  another  great-rout  will  hang  <>n  tin-  hook  whonco  hi>  own 

USed    to    be     dependent. 

And  this.  1  need   not  say,  i<   the  beauty  of  tin-  club-institu- 
lion*.      If  it.  wen-  otherwise,        if.  for-ooth.  we  wen-  to  be 
wlu-n  our    friends   died,    or    to  draw   out    our   pOTMf    win  i, 
friends  were  in  \\ant.  we  should    be  insolvent,  and  life   would  be 
miserable.     I'M-  it  our-  to  button  up  our  j..  ,<|  niir  hearN  . 

and  to  make  merry  —  it  is  enough  to  swim  down  this  life-Mream 
for  ourselves;    if  Poverty    is   clutching     hold    of  our    heels,    or 
Friendship   would    catch    an    arm,  kick   them   both  oil'.      1 
man  for  himself,  is  tin-  word,  and  plenty  to  do  too. 

My  friend  Captain  Walker  had  practiced  the  above  mavms 
BO  long  and  resolutely  as  to  he  (juite  aware  when  he  came  him- 
self to  be  in  distress,  that  not  a  single  soul  in  the  whole  um- 
fene  would  help  him.  and  he  took  his  measures  accordingly. 

When  earned  to  Mr.  l»endigo\  lock-up  house,  he  snmnx  -ned 
dint   gentleman   in  a  very  haughty  way,  took  a  blank  banker's 
check  out  of  his   pocket-book,  and  filling  it  up  for  the  < 
dtun  of  the  writ,  orders  Mr.  Bendigo  forthwith  to  open  the  door 
And  let  him  go  forth. 

Mr.  BenCBgO,  smiling  with  exceeding  archness,  and  putting 
A  linger  covered  all  over  with  diamond  rings  to  his  extremely 
Aquiline  nose,  inquired  of  Mr.  Walker  whether  he  saw  any- 
Miiiiir  green  about  his  face?  intimating  by  this  gay  and  good - 
humored  interrogatory  his  suspicion  of  the  unsatisfactory  nature 
of  the  document  handed  over  to  him  by  Mr.  Walker. 

"  Hang  it,  sir!  "says  Mr.  Walker,  "go  and  get  the  check 
cashed,  and  be  quick  about  it.  Send  your  man  in  a  cab,  and 
here's  a  half-crown  to  pay  for  it."  The  confident  air  somewhat 
staggers  the  bailiff,  who  asked  him  whether  he  would  like  any 
refreshment  while  his  man  was  absent  getting  the  amount  of 
the  check,  and  treated  his  prisoner  with  great  civility  during 
the  time  of  the  messenger's  journe\  . 

But  as  Captain  Walker  had  but  a  balance  of  two  pounds 
live  and  twopence  (this  sum  was  afterwards  divided  among  his 
creditors,  the  law  expenses  being  previously  deducted  from  it), 
the  bankers  of  course  declined  to  ca^h  the  Captain's  draft  for 
two  hundred  and  odd  pounds,  simply  writing  the  words  "  no 
effects "  on  the  paper;  on  receiving  which  reply  Walker,  far 
from  being  east  down,  burst  out  laughing  very  gayly,  produced 
H  real  live-pound  note,  and  called  upon  liis  host  for  a  bottle  of 
champagne,  which  the  two  worthies  drank  in  perfect  friendship 
ajul  good-humor.  The  bottle  \\a-  ..uceiv  f'uUhed.  and  the 
young  Isruclitish  gentleman  who  acts  as  waiter  in  Cursitor 
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Street  had  only  time  to  remove  the  flask  and  the  glasses,  when 
poor  Morgiana  with  a  flood  of  tears  rushed  into  her  husband's 
arms,  and  flung  herself  on  his  neck,  and  calling  him  her  "'  dear- 
est, blessed  Howard,"  would  have  fainted  at  his  feet ;  but  that 
he,  breaking  out  in  a  fury  of  oaths,  asked  her  how,  after  get- 
ting him  into  that  scrape  through  her  infernal  extravagance, 
she  dared  to  show  her  face  before  him  ?  This  address  speedily 
frightened  the  poor  thing  out  of  her  fainting  fit  —  there  is 
nothing  so  good  for  female  hysterics  as  a  little  conjugal  stern- 
ness, nay  brutality,  as  many  husbands  can  aver  who  are  in  the 
habit  of  employing  the  remedy. 

4k  My  extravagance,  Howard? "  said  she,  in  a  faint  way  ;  and 
quite  put  off  her  purpose  of  swooning  by  the  sudden  attack 
made  upon  her  —  "  Surety,  my  love,  you  have  nothing  to  com- 
plain of — " 

14  To  complain  of,  ma'am  ?"  roared  the  excellent  Walker. 
"  Is  two  hundred  guineas  to  a  music-master  nothing  to  complain 
of?  Did  you  bring  me  such  a  fortune  as  to  authorize  }*our 
taking  guinea  lessons?  Haven't  I  raised  you  out  of  your 
sphere  of  life  and  introduced  you  to  the  best  of  the  land? 
Haven't  I  dressed  you  like  a  duchess?  Haven't  I  been  for 
you  such  a  husband  as  very  few  women  in  the  world  ever 
had,  madam? — answer  me  that." 

"  Indeed,  Howard,  you  were  always  very  kind,"  sobbed 
the  lady. 

"Haven't  I  toiled  and  slaved  for  you, — been  out  all  day 
working  for  you?  Haven't  I  allowed  your  vulgar  old  mother  to 
come  to  your  house  —  to  my  house,  I  say?  Haven't  I  done  all 
this?" 

She  could  not  deny  it,  and  Walker,  who  was  in  a  rage  (and 
when  a  man  is  in  a  rage,  for  what  on  earth  is  a  wife  made  for 
but  that  he  should  vent  his  rage  on  her?),  continued  for  some 
time  in  this  strain,  and  so  abused,  frightened,  and  overcame 
poor  Morgiana,  that  she  left  her  husband  fully  convinced  that 
she  was  the  most  guilty  of  beings,  and  bemoaning  his  double 
bad  fortune,  that  her  Howard  was  ruined  and  she  the  cause  of 
his  misfortunes. 

When  she  was  gone,  Mr.  Walker  resumed  his  equanimity 
(for  he  was  not  one  of  those  men  whom  a  few  months  of  the 
King's  Bench  were  likely  to  terrify),  and  drank  several  glasses 
of  punch  in  company  with  his  host ;  with  whom  in  perfect  calm- 
ness he  talked  over  his  affairs.  That  he  intended  to  pay  his 
debt  and  quit  the  spunging-house  next  da}r  is  a  matter  of  course  ; 
no  one  ever  was  yet  put  m  a  spunging-house  that  did  not  pledge 
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his  veracity  he  intended  to  quit  it  to-morrow.     Mr.  Bendigo 
said  lie  should  be  heartily  ^lad  to  open  the  door  to  him,  and  in 
the  meantime   sent    out    diligently  to    Me    rinmnir  hi*    frier, 
there  were  any  more  detainers  aiiain-t    tin-   ^  aptain.  and   to  in- 
form tin-  (aptain'-.  creditors  to  com,    forward  against  him. 

Morgana  \\ent  home  in  profound  «;rief.  it  may  be  imagined, 
and  could  hardly  retrain  from  Uniting  into  tears  when  the 
siiLjar-loaf  p:ijie  asked  whether  master  was  coining  home  early, 
or  whether  he  had  taken  hi>  key:  >hc  lay  awake  tossing 
)\  retched  the  whole  ni^ht,  and  very  early  in  the  morning  1066 
up.  and  dressed,  and  \\ent  out. 

Before  nine  o'clock  she  was  in  C'ursitor  Street,  and  once 
more  joyfully  bounced  into  her  hu>l>and's  arms;  who  woke  up 
yawning  and  swearing  somewhat,  with  a  severe  headache,  oc- 
ca>ioned  by  the  jollification  of  the  previous  night:  for.  >trange 
though  it  may  seem,  there  are  perhaps  no  places  in  Europe 
when-  jollity  is  more  practised  than  in  prisons  for  debt;  and  I 
declare  for  my  own  part  (I  mean,  of  course,  that  I  went  to  vi>it 
a  friend)  I  have  dined  at  Mr.  Aminadub's  as  sumptuously  as  at 
Long's. 

But  it  is  necessary  to  account  for  Morgiana's  joyfulness ; 
which  was  strange  in  her  husband's  perplexity,  and  after  her 
soi  row  of  the  previous  night.  Well,  then,  when  Mrs.  Walker 
went  out  in  the  morning,  she  did  so  with  a  very  large  basket 
under  her  arm.  "  Shall  I  carry  the  basket,  ma'am?"  said  the 
page,  seizing  it  with  much  alacrity. 

44  No,  thank  you,"  cried  his  mistress,  with  equal  eagerness : 
»4  it's  only—  ' 

44  Of  course,  ma'am,"  replied  the  boy,  sneering,  "I  knew  it 
was  that." 

44  Glass,"  continued  Mrs.  Walker,  turning  extremely  red. 
44  Have  the  goodness  to  call  a  coach,  sir,  and  not  to  speak  till 
yon  are  questioned." 

The  young  gentleman  disappeared  upon  his  errand :  the 
coach  was  called  and  came.  Mrs.  Walker  slipped  into  it  with 
her  basket,  and  the  page  went  down  stairs  to  his  companions  in 
the  kitchen,  and  said,  44  It's  a  comin' !  master's  in  quod,  and 
missus  has  gone  out  to  pawn  the  plate."  When  the  cook  went 
out  that  day,  she  somehow  had  by  mistake  placed  in  her  basket 
a  dozen  of  table-knives  and  a  plated  egg-stand.  When  the 
lady's-maid  took  a  walk  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  she 
found  she  had  occasion  for  eight  .ambric  pocket-handkerchiefs 
marked  with  hei  uistress's  cipher),  half  a  dozen  pair  of  shoes, 
gloves,  long  and  snort,  some  silk  stockings,  and  a  gold-headed 
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wcent-bottle.  "Both  the  new  cashmeres  is  gone,"  said  she, 
"  and  there's  nothing  left  in  Mrs.  Walker's  trinket-box  but  a 
paper  of  pins  and  an  old  coral  bracelet."  As  for  the  page,  he 
rushed  incontinently  to  his  master's  dressing-room  and  examined 
every  one  of  the  pockets  of  his  clothes  ;  made  a  parcel  of  some 
of  them,  and  opened  all  the  drawers  which  Walker  had  not 
locked  before  his  departure.  He  only  found  three-half-pence 
and  a  bill-stamp,  and  about  forty-five  tradesmen's  accounts, 
neatly  labelled  and  tied  up  with  red  tape.  Tkese  three  wor- 
thies, a  groom,  who  was  a  great  admirer  of  Trimmer  the  lady's- 
maid,  and  a  policeman,  a  friend  of  the  cook's,  sat  down  to  a 
comfortable  dinner  at  the  usual  hour,  and  it  was  agreed  among 
them  all  that  Walker's  ruin  was  certain.  The  cook  made  the 
policeman  a  present  of  a  china  punch-bowl  which  Mrs.  Walker 
had  given  her ;  and  the  lady's-maid  gave  her  friend  the  "  Book 
of  Beauty  "  for  last  year,  and  the  third  volume  of  B3rron's  poems 
from  the  drawing-room  table. 

"  I'm  dash'd  if  she  ain't  taken  the  little  French  clock,  too," 
said  the  page,  and  so  indeed  Mrs.  Walker  had ;  it  slipped  in 
the  basket  where  it  lay  enveloped  in  one  of  her  shawls,  and 
then  struck  madly  and  unnatural!}'  a  great  number  of  times,  as 
Morgiana  was  lifting  her  store  of  treasures  out  of  the  hackney- 
coach.  The  coachman  wagged  his  head  sadly  as  he  saw  her 
walking  as  quick  as  she  could  under  her  heavy  load,  and  disap- 
pearing round  the  corner  of  the  street  at  which  Mr.  Balls's  cele- 
brated jewellery  establishment  is  situated.  It  is  a  grand  shop, 
with  magnificent  silver  cups  and  salvers,  rare  gold-headed 
canes,  flutes,  watches,  diamond  brooches,  and  a  few  fine  speci- 
mens of  the  old  masters  in  the  window,  and  under  the  words  — 

BALLS,  JEWELLER, 
you  read, 

Money  Lent. 

in  the  very  smallest  type  on  the  door. 

The  interview  with  Mr.  Balls  need  not  be  described ;  but  it 
must  have  been  a  satisfactory  one,  for  at  the  end  of  half  an 
hour  Morgiana  returned  and  bounded  into  the  coach  with  spark- 
ling e}res,  and  told  the  driver  to  gallop  to  Cursitor  Street ;  which, 
smiling,  he  promised  to  do,  and  accordingly  set  off  in  that  direc- 
tion at  the  rate  of  four  miles  an  hour.  "  I  thought  so,"  said  the 
philosophic  charioteer.  "When  a  man's  in  quod,  a  woman 
don't  mind  her  silver  spoons  ;  "  and  he  was  so  delighted  with  her 
action,  that  he  forgot  to  grumble  when  she  came  to  settle  ac- 
counts with  him,  even  though  she  gave  him  only  double  his  fare. 
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"Take  me  to  him,"  said  she  to  the  young  Hebrew  who 
opened  tin-  <l<x>r. 

"To   whom?"  sa\s    the    sarcastic    \oiith;    "there'.-   t\\. 
hints  Ii-Te.      You're  prrcimis  carh." 

"To  Captain  Walker.  \<>m!'_r  man."  replied  Morgana  haugh- 
tily ;  whereupon  the  \outh  opening  the  second  door,  ami  & 
Mr.  IJendigo  in  a  llowerc«|  dres>inir-iiown  dcsei-ndiii'.:  the  stairs 
exclaimed,  "  Papa,  heic'>  a  lady  lor  the  Captain."  M  I'm  c"iiie 
to  free  him,"  said  she,  treiu tiling  ami  holding  out  a  bundle  of 
bank-notes.  "Here's  the  amount  of  \oiir  claim,  sir  - 
Imndred  and  twenty  guinea-,  as  you  told  me  last  night."  The 
Jew  took  the  notes,  and  grinned  as  he  looked  at  her,  and 
grinned  double  as  he  looked  at  his  son,  and  bribed  Mrs.  Walker 
to  step  into  his  study  and  take  a  receipt.  When  the  door  of 
that  apartment  closed  upon  the  lady  and  his  lather.  Mr.  ; 
digo  the  younger  fell  back  in  an  agony  of  laughter,  which  it  is 
impossible  to  describe  in  words,  and  presently  ran  out  into  a 
court  where  some  of  the  luckless  inmates  of  the  house  were 
already  taking  the  air,  and  communicated  something  to  them 
which  made  those  individuals  also  laugh  as  uproariously  as  he 
had  previously  done. 

Well,  after  joyfully  taking  the  receipt  from  Mr.  Bendigo 
(how  her  cheeks  flushed  and  her  heart  fluttered  as  she  dried  it 
on  the  blotting-book !),  and  after  turning  very  pale  again  on 
hearing  that  the  Captain  had  had  a  very  bad  night;  "  And  well 
he  might,  poor  dear !  "  said  she  (at  which  Mr.  Bendigo,  having 
no  person  to  grin  at,  grinned  at  a  marble  bust  of  Mr.  Pitt. 
which  ornamented  his  sideboard) — Morgiana,  I  say,  these 
preliminaries  bring  concluded,  was  conducted  to  her  husband's 
apartment,  and  once  more  flinging  her  arms  round  her  dearest 
Howard's  neck,  told  him,  with  one  of  the  sweetest  smiles  in  the 
world,  to  make  haste  and  get  up  and  come  home,  for  breakfast 
was  waiting  and  the  carriage  at  the  door. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  love?  "  said  the  Captain,  starting  up 
and  looking  exceedingly  surprised. 

"  1  mean  that  my  dearest  is  free  ;  that  the  odious  little  crea- 
ture is  paid  at  least  the  horrid  hailitf  is." 

"Have  you  been  to  Baroski?"  said  Walker,  turning  very 
red. 

"  Howard  !  "  said  the  wife,  quite  indignant. 

44  Did  —  did  your  mother  give  you  the  money?"  asked  the 
Captain. 

k-  No;  I  had  it  by  me,"  replies  Mrs.  Walker,  with  a  very 
knowing  look. 
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Walker  was  more  surprised  than  ever.  u  Have  you  any 
more  money  by  you?  "  said  he. 

Mrs.  Walker  showed  him  her  purse  with  two  guineas ; 
"That  is  all,  love,"  she  said.  4t  And  I  wish,"  continued  she, 
44  you  would  give  me  a  draft  to  pay  a  whole  list  of  little  bills 
that  have  somehow  all  come  in  within  the  last  lew  days." 

44  Well,  well,  you  shall  have  the  cheque,"  continued  Mr. 
Walker,  and  began  forthwith  to  make  his  toilet,  which  com- 
pleted, he  rung  for  Mr.  Bendigo,  and  his  bill,  and  intimated  his 
wish  to  go  home  directly. 

The  honored  bailiff  brought  the  bill,  but  with  regard  to  his 
being  free,  said  it  was  impossible. 

44  How  impossible?  "  said  Mrs.  Walker,  turning  very  red  and 
then  veiy  pale.  4t  Did  I  not  pay  just  now  ?  " 

4'  So  you  did,  and  you've  got  the  reshipt;  but  there's  an- 
other detainer  against  the  Captain  for  a  hundred  and  fifty. 
Eglantine  and  Mossrose,  of  Bond  Street ;  —  perfiimeiy  for  five 
years,  you  know." 

44  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  were  such  a  fool  as  to  pay 
without  asking  if  there  were  any  more  detainers?"  roared 
Walker  to  his  wife. 

44  Yes  she  was  though,"  chuckled  Mr.  Bendigo ;  44  but  she'll 
know  better  the  next  time :  and,  besides,  Captain,  what's  a 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  to  you  ?  " 

Though  Walker  desired  nothing  so  much  in  the  world  at  that 
moment  as  the  liberty  to  knock  down  his  wife,  'his  sense  of 
prudence  overcame  his  desire  for  justice  :  if  that  feeling  may  be 
called  prudence  on  his  part,  which  consisted  in  a  strong  wish  to 
cheat  the  bailiff  into  the  idea  that  he  (Walker)  was  an  exceed- 
ingly respectable  and  wealthy  man.  Many  worthy  persons  in- 
dulge in  this  fond  notion,  that  they  are  imposing  upon  the 
world  ;  strive  to  fancy,  for  instance,  that  their  bankers  consider 
them  men  of  property  because  they  keep  a  tolerable  balance, 
pay  little  tradesmen's  bills  with  ostentatious  punctuality,  ,and  so 
forth,  —  but  the  world,  let  us  be  pretty  sure,  is  as  wise  as  need 
be,  and  guesses  our  real  condition  with  a  marvellous  instinct,  or 
learns  it  with  curious  skill.  The  London  tradesman  is  one  of 
the  keenest  judges  of  human  nature  extant ;  and  if  a  tradesman, 
how  much  more  a  bailiff?  In  reply  to  the  ironic  question, 
"  What's  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  to  you?"  Walker,  col- 
lecting himself,  answers,  4'  It  is  an  infamous  imposition,  and  I 
owe  the  money  no  more  than  you  do  ;  but,  nevertheless,  I  shall 
instruct  my  lawyers  to  pay  it  in  the  course  of  the  mxtfning : 
under  protest,  of  course." 
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44  Oh,  of  coin  l£r.  Bei  1   <|uitting 

the  room,  and   leasing    Mr-.   \\  :. .... -r  to  Hj.-  p|(-:i>  . 
tele  with  her  husband. 

And    now  being   alone  with    tin-    partner  of  his  bosom,   the 
wortin  gentleman  began  an  addrv  —  ID  IHT  which  eaiiuot  he  j.ut 
down  on  paper  here  ;    because  tin-  \\orl.l  i>  exceed 
i.-h,  and   dors   not   WK   to  hear   tin-  \\hole    truth   about    ia- 
and    because    the    fact    i>   that  almost   evogf   Othtf    \'-»r>\   of  the 
Captain's  >peeeh  wa-  a  0010*1  such  as  would  shock  th- 
reader were  it  put  in  print. 

Fancy,  tlu-iK  in  lini  of  (lie  Conversation,  a  scnuudn-1 
appointed  and  in  a  lury.  urcakini:  hi>  lirutal  rrv»-n;jr  u|>uii  an 
amiublc  woman,  who  >its  t'-cnililini:  and  pair,  and  wondering  at 
this  Middrn  exhibition  of  wrath.  Fancy  how  he  clenches  his 
lists  and  stands  over  her,  and  stamp-  and  M-ivams  out  CUFSCS 
with  a  livid  face,  ^rowinic  wilder  and  wilder  in  his  ra-_re  ;  wrench- 
ing her  hand  when  she  want-  to  turn  auay.  and  only  stopping 
at  last  when  she  has  fallen  oll'tlu-  chair  in  a  tainting  lit,  with  a 
heart-lireaUinu;  sol>  that  made  the  .l«-\v-ln»y  who  was  li>t«'iiingat 
the  key-hoh'  turn  <jiiite  pale  ami  walk  auay.  Well,  it  it  best, 
perhaps,  that  such  a  conversation  -houtd  not  be  told  at  leii 

—  at  the  end  of  it,  when  Mr.  Walker  had  his  wife  lifeless  on  the 
lloor,  he  seizes  a  water-jn^  and  poured  it  over  her;  whieh  opera- 
tion pretty  soon  brought  her  to  herself,  and  shaking  her  black 
ringlets,  she  looked  up  once  more  again  timidly  into  his  face, 
and  took  his  hand,  and  began  to  CTJ  . 

lie  spoke  now  in  a  somewhat  softer  voice,  and  let  her  keep 
paddling  on  with  his  hand  as  before  ;  he  r« */////<'/  speak 
fiercely  to  the  poor  girl  in  her  attitude  of  defeat,  and  tcuder- 
.  and  supplication.  4t  Mor^iana."  said  he.  "  your  extrava- 
gance ami  carelessness  have  brought  me  to  ruin.  Fin  afraid. 
If  you'd  chosen  to  have  gone  to  llaro-ki.  a  word  from  you  would 
have  made  him  withdraw  the  writ,  and  my  property  wouldn't 
have  been  sacrificed,  as  it  has  now  been,  for  nothing.  It  mayn't 
be  yet  too  late,  however,  to  retrieve  ourselves.  This  bill  of 
K«ilautine'>  i-  a  regular  conspiracy,  I  am  sui  en  Moss- 

and  liendiuo  heic:  you  must  go  to  Eglantine  —  he's  an 
old  —an  old  tlame  of  yours,  you  know." 

She  dropped  his  hand;  "  I  can't  goto  lvj:Iantine  after  what 
has  passed  between  us,"  she  said  ;  but  Walker's  face  instantly 
began  to  wear  a  certain  look,  and  she  said  with  a  shudder. 
k'  Well.  well,  dear,  I  //•///  go. "  ••  You  will  go  to  Kulantine,  and 
ask  him  to  take  a  bill  for  the  amount  of  this  shameful  de: 

—  at  any  date,  never  mind  what.      .Mind.  In-  •  see   him 


182  MEN'S   WIVES. 

alone,  and  I'm  sure  if  you  choose  you  can  settle  the  business. 
Make  haste ;  set  off  directly,  and  coine  back,  as  there  may  be 
more  detainers  in." 

Trembling,  and  in  a  great  flutter,  Morgiana  put  on  her  bon- 
net and  gloves  and  went  towards  the  door.  lk  It's  a  tine  morn- 
ing," said  Mr.  Walker,  looking  out:  "  a  walk  will  do  you 
good  ;  and  —  Morgiana  —  didn't  you  say  you  had  a  couple  of 
guineas  in  your  pocket  ?  " 

"  Here  it  is,"  said  she,  smiling  all  at  once,  and  holding  up 
her  face  to  be  kissed.  She  paid  the  two  guineas  for  the  kiss. 
Was  it  not  a  mean  act?  kt  Is  it  possible  that  people  can 
love  where  they  do  not  respect?  "  says  Miss  Prim  :  "  1  never 
would."  Nobody  asked  you,  Miss  Prim:  but  recollect  Mor- 
giana was  not  born  with  your  advantages  of  education  and 
breeding ;  and  was,  in  fact,  a  poor  vulgar  creature,  who  loved 
Mr.  Walker,  not  because  her  mamma  told  her,  nor  because  he 
was  an  exceedingly  eligible  and  well-brought-up  young  man, 
but  because  she  could  not  help  it,  and  knew  no  better.  Nor  is 
Mrs.  Walker  set  up  as  a  model  of  virtue  ;  ah,  no  !  when  I  want 
a  model  of  virtue  I  will  call  in  Baker  Street,  and  ask  for  a  sit- 
ting of  my  dear  (if  I  may  be  permitted  to  say  so)  Miss  Prim. 

We  have  Mr.  Howard  Walker  safely  housed  in  Mr.  Ben- 
digo's  establishment  in  Cursitor  Street,  Chanceiy  Lane  ;  and 
it  looks  like  mockery  and  want  of  feeling  towards  the  excellent 
hero  of  this  story,  (or,  as  should  rather  be  said,  towards  the 
husband  of  the  heroine,)  to  say  what  he  might  have  been  but 
for  the  unluck}'  little  circumstance  of  Baroski's  passion  for 
Morgiana. 

If  Baroski  had  not  fallen  in  love  with  Morgiana,  he  would 
not  have  given  her  two  hundred  guineas'  worth  of  lessons;  he 
would  not  have  so  far  presumed  as  to  seize  her  hand,  and 
attempt  to  kiss  it ;  if  he  had  not  attempted  to  kiss  her,  she 
would  not  have  boxed  his  ears ;  he  would  not  have  taken  out 
the  writ  against  Walker ;  Walker  would  have  been  free,  very 
possibly  rich,  and  therefore  certainly  respected :  he  always 
said  that  a  month's  more  liberty  would  have  set  him  beyond  the 
reach  of  misfortune. 

The  assertion  is  very  likely  a  correct  one  ;  for  Walker  had  a 
flashy,  enterprising  genius,  which  ends  in  wealth  sometimes,  in 
the  King's  Bench  not  seklom,  occasionally,  alas,  in  Van  Die- 
men's  Land  !  He  might  have  been  rich,  could  he  have  kept  his 
credit,  and  had  not  his  personal  expenses  and  extravagances 
pulled  him  down.  He  had  gallantly  availed  himself  of  his 
wife's  fortune ;  nor  could  any  man  in  London,  as  he  proudly 
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<  have  made  five  hundred  pounds  go  so  far.  Mo  had,  as 
we  have  seen,  furnished  a  IHMIM-.  sidel.oard,  and  cellar  with  it  ; 
he  had  a  carriage,  and  hoisrs  in  h>  -laMe.  and  with  tin- 
remainder  he  hud  purchased  share-  in  four  compani* of 

three  of  wliieh  he  wa^  founder  and  director,  had  conducted 
innumerable  bargains  in  the  lorci-n  Moek^.  had  lived  and 
entertained  sumptuously  ,  and  made  himself  a  \«-r\  cun«.idcrablr 
income.  He  had  set  up  'I'm.  C.\rin>L  Loan  and  Life  A--III- 
anee  Company,  had  di-»cu\  nvd  the  ( 'himbura/.u  nold  mines, 
and  the  Society  tor  Reco\erin-j;  and  Draining  the  1'ontine 
Marshes;  capital  ten  millions;  pat  run  Hi-  H«>I.IM.--  mi. 
I'ui'K.  It  certainly  was  stated  in  an  evening  l>apcr  that  Hi> 
Holiness  had  made  him  a  Knight  of  the  ^pnr,  and  had  ofl 
to  him  the  rank  of  Count;  and  be  was  raising  a  loan  fur  lli> 
Highness  the  Caci.jue  of  Panama,  who  has  sent  him  <  by  way 
of  dividi'iid  )  the  grand  cordon  of  His  Hii:lme->>'s  order  of  the 
Castle  and  Falcon,  which  mi^ht  be  seen  any  day  at  his  ollice  in 
Bond  Street,  with  the  parchments  signed  and  sealed  by  the 
(irand  Master  and  l-'alcon  Kin^-at-Arms  of  his  Highness. 
In  a  week  more,  Walker  would  have  raised  a  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  on  his  Iliirhncss's  twenty  per  cent  loan;  he 
'would  have  had  fifteen  thousand  pounds  commission  for  him- 
self; his  companies  would  have  risen  to  par,  he  would  have 
reali/ed  his  shares;  he  would  have  gone  into  1'arliameiit ;  he 
would  have  been  made  a  baronet,  who  knows?  a  peer,  proba- 
bly !  kk  And  I  appeal  to  you,  sir,"  Walker  would  say  to  his 
friends,  "  could  any  man  have  shown  better  proof  of  his  af- 
fection for  his  wiie,  than  by  laying  out  her  little  miserable 
money  as  I  did?  They  call  me  heartless,  sir,  because  I  didn't 
succeed;  sir,  my  life  has  been  a  series  of  sacrifices  for  that 
woman,  such  as  no  man  ever  performed  before." 

A  proof  of  Walker's  dexterity  and  capability  for  business 
may  be  >een  in  the  fact  that  he  had  actually  appealed  and 
reconciled  one  of  his  bitterest  enemies  — our  honest  friend 
Eglantine.  After  Walker's  marriage.  KiLlantine,  who  had  now 
no  mercantile  dealings  with  his  former  airent.  became  so  en  raged 
with  him,  that,  as  the  only  means  of  revenue  in  his  power,  he 
sent  him  in  his  bill  for  goods  supplied  to  the  amount  of  one 
hundred  and  fifty  guineas,  and  sued  him  for  the  amount.  But 
Walker  stepped  boldly  over  to  his  enemy,  and  in  the  course  of 
half  an  hour  they  were  friends. 

Eglantine  promised  to  forego  his  claim ;  and  accepted  in  lieu 
of  it  three  1  ()()/.  shares  of  the  ex-Panama  stock,  bearing  25  per 
cent,  payable  half-yearly  at  the  house  of  Hocus  Brothers,  St 
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Swithin's  Lane;  three  100J.  shares,  and  the  second  class  of  the 
order  of  the  Castle  and  Falcon,  with  the  ribbon  and  badge. 
lk  In  four  years,  Eglantine,  my  boy,  I  hope  to  get  you  the 
Grand  Cordon  of  the  order,"  said  Walker:  "I  hope  to  see 
you  a  KNIGHT  GRAND  CROSS,  with  a  grant  of  a  hundred  thou- 
sand acres  reclaimed  from  the  Isthmus." 

To  do  my  poor  Eglantine  justice,  he  did  not  care  for  the 
hundred  thousand  acres  —  it  was  the  star  that  delighted  him  : 
—  ah !  how  his  fat  chest  heaved  with  delight  as  he  sewed  on 
the  cross  and  ribbon  to  his  dress  coat,  and  lighted  up  four  wax 
candles  and  looked  at  himself  in  the  glass.  He  was  known  to 
wear  a  great-coat  after  that  —  it  was  that  he  might  wear  the 
cross  under  it.  That  year  he  went  on  a  trip  to  Boulogne.  He 
was  dreadfully  ill  during  the  voyage,  but  as  the  vessel  entered 
the  port  he  was  seen  to  emerge  from  the  cabin,  his  coat  open, 
the  star  blazing  on  his  chest ;  the  soldiers  saluted  him  as  lie 
walked  the  streets,  he  was  called  Monsieur  le  Chevalier,  and 
when  he  went  home  he  entered  into  negotiations  with  Walker, 
to  purchase  a  commission  in  his  Highness's  service.  Walker 
said  he  would  get  him  the  nominal  rank  of  Captain,  the  fees  at 
the  Panama  War  Office  were  five-and-twenty  pounds,  which 
sum  honest  Eglantine  produced,  and  had  his  commission,  and' 
a  pack  of  visiting  cards  printed  as  Captain  Archibald  Eglan- 
tine, K.C.F.  Many  a  time  he  looked  at  them  as  they  lay  in 
his  desk,  and  he  kept  the  cross  in  his  dressing-table,  and  wore 
it  as  he  shaved  every  morning. 

His  Highness  the  Cacique,  it  is  well  known,  came  to  Eng- 
land, and  had  lodgings  in  Regent  Street,  where  he  held  a  levee, 
at  which  Eglantine  appeared  in  the  Panama  uniform,  and  was 
most  graciously  received  by  his  Sovereign.  His  Highness  pro- 
posed to  make  Captain  Eglantine  his  aide-de-camp  with  the 
rank  of  Colonel,  but  the  Captain's  exchequer  was  rather  low  ut 
that  moment,  and  the  fees  at  the  u  War  Office"  were  peremp- 
tory. Meanwhile  his  Highness  left  Regent  Street,  was  said  by 
some  to  have  returned  to  Panama,  by  others  to  be  in  his  native 
city  of  Cork,  by  others  to  be  leading  a  life  of  retirement  in  the 
New  Cut,  Lambeth ;  at  any  rate  was  not  visible  for  some  time, 
so  that  Captain  Eglantine's  advancement  did  not  take  place. 
Eglantine  was  somehow  ashamed  to  mention  his  military  and 
chivalric  rank  to  Mr.  Mossrose,  when  that  gentleman  came  into 
partnership  with  him ;  and  left  these  facts  secret,  until  they 
were  detected  by  a  very  painful  circumstance.  On  the  very 
day  when  Walker  was  arrested  at  the  suit  of  Benjamin  Baroski, 
there  appeared  in  the  newspapers  an  account  of  the  imprison- 
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incut  of  his  I!i"_rhne>^  the  I'rinec  of  Panama,  fora  1)111 
:i  licensed   victualler   in    Kateli:'  ,.      The   m:i_ 

whom   the    victualler    subsequently    eame    to    eomplain.    passed 
many    pleasant  rics    on    the  i     \\hcthei 

Highness  did    not    drink    like   a   swan   with  two  i,, 
he  had  brought  any  lielles  savages  with  him  from  Panama. 
so    forth;     ;ind    the    whole   court,    said    the    report,    "  was   con- 
vulsed  with    laughter,    when    Boniface   pr<>dueed    a   green   and 
yellow   ribbon  with  a   larcv  Mar  of  the  order  of  the  CaMl. 
!       on,   with  which   his   Highness  proposed  to  gratify   hii, 
lii-ti  of  paying  his  little  bill." 

It  was  as   he  \\as  reading  the  above  document  with  a  bleeding' 
heai-t  that   Mr.   IfOMTOM  eamrin  from  his  daily  walk  to  the  ( 'it  \ 
"Veil,  Iv^lantine."  says  he,  ••  have  you  heard  the  newsh  r  ' 

u  About  his  Highness?" 

"  About  your  friend  Valker;  he's  arrested  for  two  hundred 
poundsh ! " 

! antine  at  this  could  contain  no  more;  but  told  his  story 
of  how  he  had  been  induced  to  accept  300/.  of  Panama  stock 
for  his  account  against  Walker,  and  cursed  his  stars  for  his 
folly. 

44  Veil,  you've  only  to  bring  in  another  bill,"  said  the  younger 
perfumer;  u  swear  he  owes  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds, 
and  we'll  have  a  writ  out  against  him  this  afterno 

And  so  a  second  writ  was  taken  out  against  Captain 
Walker. 

44  You'll  have  his  wife  here  ver}r  likely  in  a  day  or  two," 
Mr.  Mossrose  to  his  partner;  4t  them  chaps  always  sends 
their  wives,  and  I  hope  you  know  how  to  deal  with  her." 

M  I  don't  value  her  a  fig's  hend,"  said  Eglantine.  4l  I'll  treat 
her  like  the  dust  of  the  hearth.  After  that  woman's  conduct  to 
me.  I  should  like  to  see  her  have  the  haudacity  to  come  here; 
and  if  she  does,  you'll  see  how  I'll  serve  her." 

The  worthy  perfumer,  was,  in  fact,  resolved  to  be  exceed- 
ingly hard-hearted  in  his  behavior  towards  his  old  love,  and 
acted  over  at  ni^ht  in  l>cd  the  scene  which  was  to  occur  when  the 
meeting  should  take  place.  Oh,  thought  he.  but  it  will  be  a 
grand  thing  to  see  the  proud  Moriziana  on  her  knees  to  me; 
and  me  a  pointing  to  the  door;  and  saying,  44  Madam,  yo 
steeled  this  'eart  against  you,  you  have  :  —  bury  the  recollection 
of  old  times,  of  those  old  times  when  I  thought  my  'eart  would 
have  broke,  but  it  didn't  —  no,  'earts  are  made  of  sterner  stuff. 
I  didn't  die  as  I  thought  I  should ;  I  stood  it,  and  live  to  see 
the  woman  I  despised  at  my  feet  —  ha.  ha,  at  my  i 
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In  the  midst  of  these  thoughts  Mr.  Eglantine  fell  asleep  ;  but 
it  was  evident  that  the  idea  of  seeing  Morgiana  once  more, 
agitated  him  considerably,  else  why  should  he  have  been  at  the 
pains  of  preparing  so  much  heroism  ?  His  sleep  was  exceedingly 
fitful  and  troubled  ;  he  saw  Morgiana  in  a  hundred  shapes  ;  he 
dreamed  that  he  was  dressing  her  hair ;  that  he  was  riding 
with  her  to  Richmond  ;  that  the  horse  turned  into  a  dragon,  and 
Morgiana  into  Woolsey,  who  took  him  by  the  throat  and  choked 
him,  while  the  dragon  played  the  key-bugle.  And  in  the 
morning  when  Mossrose  was  gone  to  his  business  in  the  City, 
and  he  sat  reading  the  Morning  Post  in  his  study,  ah !  what  a 
thump  his  heart  gave  as  the  lad}r  of  his  dreams  actually  stood 
before  him ! 

Many  a  lady  who  purchased  brushes  at  Eglantine's  shop, 
would  have  given  ten  guineas  for  such  a  color  as  his  when  he 
saw  her.  His  heart  beat  violently,  he  was  almost  choking  in 
his  stays :  he  had  been  prepared  for  the  visit,  but  his  courage 
failed  him  now  it  had  come.  They  were  both  silent  for  some 
minutes. 

"  You  know  what  I  am  come  for,"  at  last  said  Morgiana 
from  under  her  veil,  but  she  put  it  aside  as  she  spoke. 

u  I —  that  is  —  }'es  —  it's  a  painful  affair,  mem,"  he  said, 
giving  one  look  at  her  pale  face,  and  then  turning  awa}r  in  a 
flurry.  u  I  beg  to  refer  to  you  Blunt,  Hone,  and  Sharpus,  my 
lawyers,  mem,"  he  added,  collecting  himself. 

"I  didn't  expect  this  from  you,  Mr.  Eglantine,"  said  the 
lady,  and  began  to  sob. 

44  And  after  what's  'appened,  I  didn't  expect  a  visit  from 
you,  mem.  I  thought  Mrs.  Capting  Walker  was  too  great  a 
dame  to  visit  poor  Harchibald  Eglantine  (though  some  of  the 
first  men  in  the  country  do  visit  him).  Is  there  anything  in 
which  I  can  oblige  you,  mem  ?  " 

44  O  heavens!"  cried  the  poor  woman;  "have  I  no  friend 
left?  I  never  thought  that  you,  too,  would  have  deserted  me, 
Mr.  Archibald." 

The  "  Archibald,"  pronounced  in  the  old  way,  had  evidently 
an  effect  on  the  perfumer ;  he  winced  and  looked  at  her  very 
eagerly  for  a  moment.  "  What  can  I  do  for  you,  mem?"  at 
last  said  he. 

44  What  is  this  bill  against  Mr.  Walker,  for  which  he  is  now 
in  prison  ?  " 

•' Perfumery  supplied  for  five  years;  that  man  used  more 
air-brushes  than  any  duke  in  the  land,  and  as  for  Eau  de  Co- 
logne, he  must  have  bathed  himself  in  it.  He  bordered  me  about 
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like  a  lord.  He  never  paid  me  one  shilling,  —  he  stabbed  mr 
in  my  most  vital  part  but.  :ili  !  all!  never  mind  that:  and  1 
uiiid  1  \\ould  be  re\  elided,  and  I  <///.." 

The  perfumer  was  <juite  in  a  rage  again  by  this  time,  and 
wiped  hi-;  t'at  face  with  his  pockd-handkerchicf.  and  glared  upoi. 
•Mrs.  Walker  with  a  most  determined  air. 

••  Ur\  elided  (>n  whom?  Archibald  —  Mr.  Iv_dant  ine.  re- 
venijyd  on  mr  —  on  a  poor  woman  whom  \«.u  made  mi-« -r:ibl<  '. 
Yon  would  not  have  dour 

ull:i!    and  a  precioi;  /•,"   said   Eg- 

lantine:   "don't   talk   to   me.   mem,    of  once.      Bury   the   recol- 
lection of  once  tor  hever  !     I  thought  my  'eart  would  have  1 
OD06,  but  n«>;  Varts  are  made  of  stonier  st  nil'.      1  didn't  die  as 
I  thought  I  should;   I  stood  it  —  and  1   live  to  see  the  woman 
wh<>  despised  me  at  my  feet." 

u  Oh.  An  -hi  bald  !  "  was  all  the  lady  could  say,  and  she  f«-M 
to  sobbing  again  :  it  was  perhaps  her  best  argument  with  the 
perfumer. 

44  Oh,  Ilarehibald.  indeed!"  continued  he,  beginning  to 
swell;  "don't  call  me  I larchibald,  Morgiana.  Think  what  a 
position  you  might  have  held,  if  you'd  chose:  when,  when  — 
von  miyht  have  called  im»  I  larehibald.  Now  it's  no  use,"  added 
'he,  with  hanowing  pathos;  "but  though  I've  been  wronged, 
1  can't  bear  to  >ee  women  in  tears  —  tell  me  what  I  can  <! 

"  Dear,  i!oo«|  Mr.  Eglantine,  send  to  your  lawyers  and  stop 
this  horrid  prosecution  —  take  Mr.  Walker's  acknowledgment 
for  the  debt.  If  he  is  free,  he  is  sure  to  have  a  very  large  sum 
of  money  in  a  lew  days,  and  will  pay  you  all.  Do  not  ruin 
him  —do  not  ruin  me  by  persisting  now.  Be  the  old  kind 
Kulantine  yon  were." 

Eglantine  took  a  hand,  which  Morgiana  did  not  refuse ;  he 
thought  about  old  time*.  Ib'  had  known  her  since  childhood 
almost ;  as  a  girl  he  dandled  her  on  his  knee  at  the  "  Kidneys ; " 
as  a  woman  he  had  adored  her,  —  his  heart  was  melted. 

M  He  did  pay  me  in  a  sort  of  way,"  reasoned  the  perfumer 
with  himself  —  "  these  bonds,  though  they  arc  not  worth  much, 
I  took  'em  for  better  or  for  worse,  and  I  can't  bear  to  see  her 
dying,  and  to  trample  on  a  woman  in  distress.  Morgiana,"  he 
added)  in  a  loud  cheerful  voice,  "  cheer  up;  I'll  give  you  a 
rdcase  for  your  husband:  I  will  be  the  old  kind  Eglantine 
I  was." 

44  Be  the  old  kind  jackass  you  vash!"  here  roared  a  voice 
that  made  Mr.  Eglantine  start'.  M  Vy.  vat  an  old  fat  fool  you 
are.  1-viuntine,  to  give  up  our  just  debts  because  a  voman  cornea 
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snivelling  and  crying  to  you  —  and  such  a  voman,  too!"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Mossrose,  for  his  was  the  voice. 

44  Such  a  woman,  sir?"  cried  the  senior  partner. 

"Yes;  such  a  woman  —  vy  didn't  she  jilt  you  herself?  — 
hasn't  she  been  trying  the  same  game  with  Baroski ;  and  are 
you  so  green  as  to  give  up  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  because 
she  takes  a  fancy  to  come  vimpering  here?  I  won't,  I  can  tell 
you.  The  money's  as  much  mine  as  it  is  yours,  and  I'll  have 
it,  or  keep  Walker's  body,  that's  what  I  will." 

At  the  presence  of  his  partner,  the  timid  good  genius  of 
Eglantine,  which  had  prompted  him  to  mercy  and  kindness,  at 
once  outspread  its  frightened  wings  and  flew  away. 

44  You  see  how  it  is,  Mrs.  W."  said  he,  looking  down  ;  "  it's 
an  affair  of  business  —  in  all  these  here  affairs  of  business  Mr. 
Mossrose  is  the  managing  man  ;  ain't  you,  Mr.  Mossrose?" 

44  A  pretty  business  it  would  be  if  I  wasn't,"  replied  Moss- 
rose  doggedly.  "  Come,  ma'am,"  says  he,  "  I'll  tell  3*ou  vat  I 
do  :  I  take  fifty  per  shent ;  not  a  farthing  less  —  give  me  that, 
and  out  your  husband  goes." 

14  Oh,  sir,  Howard  will  pay  you  in  a  week." 

44  Well,  den  let  him  stop  at  my  uncle  Bendigo's  for  a  week, 
and  come  out  den  —  he's  very  comfortable  there,"  said  Shylock 
with  a  grin.  44  Hadn't  you  better  go  to  the  shop,  Mr.  Eglan- 
tine," continued  he,  44and  look  after  your  business?  Mrs. 
Walker  can't  want  you  to  listen  to  her  all  day." 

Eglantine  was  glad  of  the  excuse,  and  slunk  out  of  the 
studio ;  not  into  the  shop  but  into  his  parlor ;  where  he  drank 
off  a  great  glass  of  Maraschino,  and  sat  blushing  and  exceed- 
ingly agitated,  until  Mossrose  came  to  tell  him  that  Mrs.  W. 
was  gone,  and  wouldn't  trouble  him  any  more.  But  although 
he  drank  several  more  glasses  of  Maraschino,  and  went  to  the 
play  that  night,  and  to  the  cider-cellars  afterwards,  neither  the 
liquor,  nor  the  play,  nor  the  delightful  comic  songs  at  the  cel- 
lars, could  drive  Mrs.  Walker  out  of  his  head,  and  the  memory 
of  old  times,  and  the  image  of  her  pale  weeping  face. 

Morgiana  tottered  out  of  the  shop,  scarcely  heeding  the 
voice  of  Mr.  Mossrose,  who  said,  t4  I'll  take  forty  per  shent" 
(and  went  back  to  his  duty  cursing  himself  for  a  soft-hearted 
fool  for  giving  up  so  much  of  his  rights  to  a  puling  woman). 
Morgiana,  I  say,  tottered  out  of  the  shop,  and  went  up  Conduit 
Street,  weeping,  weeping  with  all  her  e3Tes.  She  was  quite 
faint,  for  she  had  taken  nothing  that  morning  but  the  glass  of 
water  which  the  pastry-cook  in  the  Strand  had  given  her,  and 
was  farced  to  take  hold  of  the  railings  of  a  house  for  support. 
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just  as  a  littlr  gentleman  with  a  v« -liuw   hand;  f  under   hi* 

arm  wa-  issuing  from  tin-  door. 

••(MUM!   liea\en>.    Mr-.    Wftlil  '1   the  gentleman.      It 

was  no  other  lluiii    Mr.   \\  '••  iio   was  going    forth   to   trv 

a    body-coat    lor   a   customer;    "arc  you   ill?  -  tin-  mat- 

ter?  fordod'-  Mini"   ami   he  took  her  arm   und«» 

and  led  her  into  his  back  parlor,  and  seated  ht-r.  and  had  some 
wine  and  water  before  her  in  one  minute,  before  she  had  said 
one  single  word  iv«_rardiiiic  herself. 

As  soon  as  .-In-  was  somewhat  recovered,  and  with  the 
interruption  of  a  thousand  BOb^  the  poor  tiling  l«»ld  as  well 
as  she  could  her  little  .story.  .Mr.  Infantine  had  arrested  Mr. 
Walker:  ita  had  been  trying  to  gain  time  for  him ;  Eglantine 
had  n-fnsed. 

••The  hard-heart,  d.  cowardly  brute  to  refuse  her  anything!" 
said  loyal  Mr.  WooUey.  ••  My  dear,"  said  he,  "  I've  no  reason 
to  love  your  hn.sliand,  and  I  know  too  much  about  him  to  re- 
spect him;  but  I  love  and  ///.  and  will  spend  my  last 
shilling  to  serve  you."  At  which  Morgiaua  could  only  take  his 
hand  and  cry  a  ^reat  deal  more  than  ever.  She  said  Mr. 
Walker  would  have  a  great  deal  of  money  in  a  week,  that  he 
was  the  best  of  husbands,  and  she  was  sure  Mr.  \V~oolseywould 
think  better  of  him  when  he  knew  him;  that  Mr.  Eglantine's 
bill  was  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  but  that  Mr.  Mossrose 
would  take  forty  per  eent,  if  Mr.  Woolsey  could  say  how  much 
that  was. 

••  111  pay  a  thousand  pound  to  do  you  good,"  said  Mr.  Wool- 
'ouih-inL'  up;  " stay  here  for  ten  minutes,  my  dear,  until 
my  return,  and  all  shall  be  right,  as  you  will  see."  H,.  was 
back  in  ten  minutes,  and  had  culled  a  cab  from  the  stand  op- 
positr  all  the  coachmen  there  had  seen  and  commented  on 
Mr-.  Walker's  woe-begone  looks),  and  they  were  off  for  Cur- 
sitor  Street  in  a  moment.  -  They'll  settle  the  whole  debt  for 
twenty  pound-,"  said  he.  ami  showed  an  order  to  that  effect 
from  Mr.  Mossrose  to  Mr.  Ilcndino.  empowering  the  latter  to 
ivlea-e  Walker  on  receiving  Mr.  NNOolsey's  acknowledgment  for 
the  above  sum. 

"There's  no  use  paying  it,"  said  Mr.  Walker,  doggedly, 

44  it  would  only  be  robbing  yon.  Mr.  Wools.  \, — seven  more 
detainers  have  come  in  while  my  wife  has  been  away.  I  must 
go  through  the  court  now  ;  but"  he  added  in  a  whisper  to  the 
tailor,  '4my  good  sir.  my  debts  of  //«/<»//•  are  sacred,  and  if  you 
will  have  the  _:o,»dne>s  to  K-nd  //"  the  twenty  pounds,  I  pledge 
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you  my  word  as  a  gentleman  to  return  it  when  I  come  out  of 
quod." 

It  is  probable  that  Mr.  Woolsey  declined  this,  for  as  soon 
as  he  was  gone,  Walker,  in  a  tremendous  fury,  began  cursing 
his  wife  for  dawdling  three  hours  on  the  road.  "  Why  the 
deuce,  ma'am,  didn't  you  take  a  cab?"  roared  he,  when  he 
heard  she  had  walked  to  Bond  Street.  ' '  Those  writs  have 
only  been  in  half  an  hour,  and  I  might  have  been  off  but  for 
you." 

"  Oh,  Howard,"  said  she,  "  didn't  you  take  —  didn't  I  give 
you  my — my  last  shilling?"  and  fell  back  and  wept  again  more 
bitterly  than  ever. 

"  Well,  love,"  said  her  amiable  husband,  turning  rather  red. 
"  never  mind,  it  wasn't  your  fault.  It  is  but  going  through  the 
court.  It's  no  great  odds,  I  forgive  you." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

IN    WHICH    MB.    WALKER    STILL     REMAINS     IN    DIFFICULTIES,     BUT 
SHOWS    GREAT   RESIGNATION   UNDER   HIS    MISFORTUNES. 

THE  exemplary  Walker,  seeing  that  escape  from  his  enemies 
was  hopeless,  and  that  it  was  his  duty  as  a  man  to  turn  on  them 
and  face  them,  now  determined  to  quit  the  splendid  though 
narrow  lodgings  which  Mr.  Bendigo  had  provided  for  him,  and 
undergo  the  martyrdom  of  the  Fleet.  According!}',  in  company 
with  that  gentleman,  he  came  over  to  her  Majest3*'s  prison,  and 
gave  himself  into  the  custody  of  the  officers  there  ;  and  did  not 
apply  for  the  accommodation  of  the  rules  (by  which  in  those 
days  the  captivity  of  some  debtors  was  considerably  lightened), 
because  he  knew  perfectly  well  that  there  was  no  person  in  the 
wide  world  who  would  give  a  security  for  the  heavy  sums  for 
which  Walker  was  answerable.  What  these  sums  were  is  no 
matter,  and  on  this  head  we  do  not  think  it  at  all  necessary  to 
satisfy  the  curiosity  of  the  reader.  He  may  have  owed  hun- 
dreds—  thousands,  his  creditors  only  can  tell;  he  paid  the 
dividend  which  has  been  formerly  mentioned,  and  showed 
thereby  his  desire  to  satisfy  all  claims  upon  him  to  the  utter- 
most farthing. 

As  for  the  little  house  in  Conn  aught  Square,  when,  after 
quitting  her  husband,  Morgiana  drove  back  thither,  the  door 
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was  opened  by  tin-  pane.  who  instantly  thanked  her  • 

wages;  and   in   tin-  drawing room.  <>n   a   \«-!l..\v   Mtta 

a   -M-edy    man   (with   a    pot  of   porter    lie-idr   him   placed   on   an 

album    for    fear  <»f  staining  the   rosewood  table),  and  the  needy 

man   signified   that   In-   had    taken    poxM->M«,n   of    tin-   fiirnihiie 

in  execution  for  a  judgment  debt.      Aiiot her  seedy  man  \\ 

the  dining-room,    reading   a    newspaper    and   drinking   gin  ;    |i,. 

informed  Mrs.  Walker  that  he  \\a^  the  represent:,; 

judgment  debt  and  of  another  execution  :  —  "  There's  another 

on  'em   in   tlu-   kitchen,"  said    til  -4  taking  an   inw.  i 

of   the   fm-nitnre;    and  hi-  swear-  he'll  have   you  took  up  lor 

swindling,  t'«>r  pawning  the  plate." 

••sir."  said  Mr.  WooUey.  lor  that  worthy  man  had  con- 
ducted MorLTiana  home  —  ••  sir."  said  he.  shaking  hi 
the  young  paire,  "  if  yon  givr  any  more  of  your  impudence  I'll 
heat  every  luttton  <*tl' your  jacket:"  and  as  there  were  some 
four  hundred  of  these  ornaments,  the  page  was  silent.  It  was 
a  great  mercy  for  Morgana  that  the  honest  and  faithful  tailor 
had  accompanied  her.  The  good  fellow  had  waited  very 
patiently  i'<>r  her  for  an  hour  in  the  parlor  or  coffee-room  of 
the  lock-up  house,  knowing  full  well  that  she  would  want  a 
protector  on  her  way  homewards;  and  his  kindness  will  he 
more  appreciated  when  it  is  stated  that,  during  the  time  of  his 
delay  in  the  coffee-room,  he  had  hem  subject  to  the  entreaties, 
nay,  to  the  insults  of  Cornet  Fipkin  of  the  Blues,  who  was  in 
prison  at  the  suit  of  Linsey,  Woolsey,  and  Co.,  and  who  hap- 
pened to  be  taking  his  breakfast  in  the  apartment  when  his 
obdurate  creditor  entered  it.  The  cornet  (a  hero  of  eighteen, 
who  stood  at  least  five  feet  three  in  his  boots,  and  owed  fifteen 
thousand  pounds)  was  so  enraged  at  the  obduracy  of  his  cred- 
itor that  he  said  he  would  have  thrown  him  out  of  the  window 
but  for  the  bars  which  guarded  it;  and  entertained  serious 
thoughts  of  knocking  tho  tailor's  head  off,  but  that  the  latter, 
1  >ut ting  his  right  leg  forward  and  his  fists  in  a  proper  attitude, 
told  the  young  officer  to  "come  on;"  on  which  the  cornet 
« -nrsed  tlu  tailor  tor  a  ^  snob,"  and  went  back  to  his  breakfast. 
The  execution  people  having  taken  charge  of  Mr.  Walker's 
house.  Mrs.  Walker  was  driven  to  take  refuge  with  her  mamma 
near  "Sadler's  Wells,"  and  the  Captain  remained  comfortably 
lodged  in  the  Meet.  He  had  some  ready  money,  and  with  it 
managed  to  make  his  existence  exceedingly  comfortable,  lit 
lived  with  the  best  society  of  the  place,  consisting  of  several 
distinguished  young  noblemen  and  gentlemen.  He  spent 
morning  playing  at  lives  and  smoking  cigars;  the  evening 
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\moking  cigars  and  dining  comfortably.  Cards  came  after 
dinner;  and,  as  the  Captain  was  an  experienced  player,  and 
aear  a  score  of  \'ears  older  than  most  of  his  friends,  he  was 
generally  pretty  successful :  indeed  if  he  had  received  all  the 
none}'  that  was  owed  to  him,  he  might  have  come  out  of  prison 
md  paid  his  creditors  twenty  shillings  in  the  pound  —  that  is, 
if  he  had  been  minded  to  do  so.  But  there  is  no  use  in  ex- 
imining  into  that  point  too  closely,  for  the  fact  is,  young  Pip- 
kin onl}'  paid  him  forty  pounds  out  of  seven  hundred,  for  which 
lie  gave  him  I.  O.  U.'s ;  Algernon  Deuceace  not  only  did  not 
|>ay  him  three  hundred  and  twenty  which  he  lost  at  blind 
hookey,  but  actually  borrowed  seven  and  sixpence  in  mone^ 
from  Walker,  which  has  never  been  repaid  to  this  day ;  and 
Lord  Doublequits  actually  lost  nineteen  thousand  pounds  to 
him  at  heads  and  tails,  which  he  never  paid,  pleading  drunken- 
ness and  his  minority.  The  reader  may  recollect  a  paragraph 
which  went  the  round  of  the  papers  entitled,  u  Affair  of  Honor 
in  the  Fleet  Prison.  —  Yesterday  morning  (behind  the  pump  in 
the  second  court)  Lord  D-bl-qu-ts  and  Captain  H-w-rd  W-lk-r 
(a  near  relative,  we  understand,  of  His  Grace  the  Duke  of 
N-rf-lk)  had  a  hostile  meeting  and  exchanged  two  shots. 
These  two  young  sprigs  of  nobility  were  attended  to  the  ground 
by  Major  Flush,  who,  by  the  way,  is  flush  no  longer,  and 

Captain  Pam,  late  of  the Dragoons.     Play  is  said  to  have 

been  the  cause  of  the  quarrel,  and  the  gallant  Captain  is  re- 
ported to  have  handled  the  noble  lord's  nose  rather  roughly 
at  one  stage  of  the  transactions."  When  Morgiana  at  u  Sad- 
ler's Wells"  heard  these  news,  she  was  ready  to  faint  with 
terror ;  and  rushed  to  the  Fleet  Prison,  and  embraced  her 
lord  and  master  with  her  usual  expansion  and  fits  of  tears : 
very  much  to  that  gentleman's  annoyance,  who  happened  to 
be  in  company  with  Pam  and  Flush  at  the  time,  and  did  not 
care  that  his  handsome  wife  should  be  seen  too  much  in  the 
dubious  precincts  of  the  Fleet.  He  had  at  least  so  much  shame 
about  him,  and  had  always  rejected  her  entreaties  to  be  allowed 
to  inhabit  the  prison  with  him. 

"  It  is  enough,"  would  he  sa}7,  casting  his  eyes  heavenward, 
and  with  a  most  lugubrious  countenance  —  "  it  is  enough,  Mor- 
giana, that  /  should  suffer,  even  though  your  thoughtlessness 
has  been  the  cause  of  my  ruin.  But  enough  of  that!  I  will 
not  rebuke  you  for  faults  for  which  I  know  you  are  now  re- 
pentant ;  and  I  never  could  bear  to  see  }'ou  in  the  midst  of  the 
miseries  of  this  horrible  place.  Remain  at  home  with  your 
mother,  and  let  me  drag  on  the  weary  days  here  alone.  If  you 
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can   got  me   any   more    of  that    pal.-    sh«  rrv.    my    love,   do.      I 
reijtiire   something   t«»   eherr  nie  in  >«>litu<l'  .  ami  have  found  my 
<  hot   \er\   much    relieved   l.y  that    wine.       I'ut.  more  \» 
eggs,  my  deal',  into   tin-    next    veal-pie   you    make    me.      I   can't 
cut  the  honibk  me-vse*  in  the  cotlee-ro<  >m  In 

It  was  Walker'-  fHsh,  I  CMlt  tell  why.  except  th:il  it  is 
the  wi>h  ol  a  jzreat  nnmlH-r  of  other  p«  r-ous  in  this  strange 
world,  to  make  his  wife  believe  that  he  wa>  wretched  in  mind 
and  ill  in  health;  and  all  a»erti«»ns  to  this  etlect  the  simple 
creature  received  with  numberless  tears  of  credulity  :  she  would 
L'O  home  to  Mr^.  Crump,  and  >ay  how  her  darling  Howard  was 
pininir  awa\ .  how  he  was  ruined'  lor  l,n\  and  with  w I lat  angelic 
I  he  hon-  his  captivity.  The  fact  is.  h.-  hore  it  with 
so  much  resignation  that  no  other  p.  r>on  in  the  world  could 
;iat  he  was  unhappy.  His  life  was  undisturbed  by  duns  ; 
!iis  day  was  his  own  iVom  morning  till  night;  his  diet  was 
irnod,  his  ucquaintiinrcs  ji-vial.  hi->  purse  tolerably  well  sup- 
plied, and  he  had  not  one  >in;_:le  care  to  annoy  him. 

Mrs.  (.rump  and  \\oolsey.  perhaps,  received  Morgiana's 
account  of  her  husband's  miseries  with  some  incredulity.  The 
latter  was  now  a  daily  visitor  to  "  Sadler's  Wells."  His  love 
for  Morgiana  had  become  a  warm,  fatherly,  generous  regard 
for  her;  it  was  out  of  the  honest  fellow's  cellar  that  the  wine 
used  to  come  which  did  so  much  good  to  Mr.  Walker's  chest; 
and  he  tried  a  thousand  ways  to  make  Morgiana  happy. 

A  very  happy  day.  indeed,  it  was  when,  returning  from  her 
visit  to  the  Fleet,  she  found  in  her  mother's  sitting-room  her 
dear  irrand  rosewood  piano,  and  ever}'  one  of  her  music-books, 
which  the  kind-hearted  tailor  had  purchased  at  the  sale  of 
Walker's  effects.  And  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  Morgi- 
ana herself  was  so  charmed,  that  when,  as  usual,  Mr.  Woolsey 
came  to  drink  tea  in  the  evening,  she  actually  gave  him  a  1. 
which  frightened  Mr.  Woolsey,  and  made  him  Mush  exceed- 
ingly. She  sat  down,  and  played  him  that  evening  every  one 
of  the  songs  which  he  liked—  the  of.l  son^s  —  none  of  your 
Italian  stuff.  Podmore,  the  old  music-master,  was  there  too, 
and  \va-  delighted  and  astonished  at  the  progress  in  singing 
which  ICorgiana  had  made;  and  when  the  litti  sepa- 

rated, he  took  Mr.  \\Oolsey  l>y  the  hand,  and  said.  "(Jive  me 
bo  tell  vou.  sir.  that  v.ui're  a  (r 

••That  he  is,"  said  Canterfield.  the  first  tragic;  "  an  honor 
to  human  nature.  A  man  wli;»e  hand  is  open  as  day  to  nu-lt- 
inir  charity,  and  whose  h<  art  e\«-r  in"!*s  at  the  tale  of  woman'* 
distress." 
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"  Pooh,  pooh,  stuff  and  nonsense,  sir,"  said  the  tailor;  but, 
upon  my  word,  Mr.  Canterfield's  words  were  perfect!}-  correct. 
I  wish  as  much  could  be  said  in  favor  of  Woolsey's  old  rival, 
Mr.  Eglantine,  who  attended  the  sale  too,  but  it  was  with  a 
horrid  kind  of  satisfaction  at  the  thought  that  Walker  was 
ruined.  He  bought  the  yellow  satin  sofa  before  mentioned, 
and  transferred  it  to  what  he  calls  his  "  sitting-room,"  where 
it  is  to  this  day,  bearing  many  marks  of  the  best  bears'-grease. 
Woolsey  bid  against  Baroski  for  the  piano,  very  nearly  up  to 
the  actual  value  of  the  instrument,  when  the  artist  withdrew 
from  competition ;  and  when  he  was  sneering  at  the  ruin  of 
Mr.  Walker,  the  tailor  sternly  interrupted  him  by  saying, 
"  What  the  deuce  are  you  sneering  at?  You  did  it,  sir;  and 
you're  paid  every  shilling  of  your  claim,  ain't  you?"  On  which 
Baroski  turned  round  to  Miss  Larkins,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Wool- 
sey was  a  '  snop  ; '  "  the  very  words,  though  pronounced  some- 
what different!}*,  which  the  gallant  Cornet  Fipkin  had  applied 
to  him. 

Well ;  so  he  was  a  snob.  But,  vulgar  as  he  was,  I  declare, 
for  my  part,  that  I  have  a  greater  respect  for  Mr.  Woolsey  than 
for  any  single  nobleman  or  gentleman  mentioned  in  this  true 
history. 

It  will  be  seen  from  the  names  of  Messrs.  Canterfield  and 
Podmore  that  Morgiana  was  again  in  the  midst  of  the  widow 
Crump's  favorite  theatrical  society ;  and  this,  indeed,  was  the 
case.  The  widow's  little  room  was  hung  round  with  the  pic- 
tures which  were  mentioned  at  the  commencement  of  the  story 
as  decorating  the  bar  of  the  "  Bootjack  ;  "  and  several  times  in 
a  week  she  received  her  friends  from  the  "  Wells,"  and  enter- 
tained them  with  such  humble  refreshments  of  tea  and  crumpets 
as  her  modest  means  permitted  her  to  purchase.  Among  these 
persons  Morgiana  lived  and  sung  quite  as  contentedly  as  she 
had  ever  done  among  the  demireps  of  her  husband's  societ}' ; 
and,  only  she  did  not  dare  to  own  it  to  herself,  was  a  great  deal 
happier  than  she  had  been  for  many  a  day.  Mrs.  Captain 
Walker  was  still  a  great  lady  amongst  them.  Even  in  his  ruin, 
Walker,  the  director  of  three  companies,  and  the  owner  of  the 
splendid  pon}'-chaise,  was  to  these  simple  persons  an  awful 
character ;  and  when  mentioned,  they  talked  with  a  great  deal 
of  gravity  of  his  being  in  the  country,  and  hoped  Mrs.  Captain 
W.  had  good  news  of  him.  They  all  knew  he  was  in  the  Fleet ; 
but  had  he  not  in  prison  fought  a  duel  with  a  viscount?  Mont- 
morency  (of  the  Norfolk  circuit)  was  in  the  Fleet  too;  and 
when  Canterfield  went  to  see  poor  Montey,  the  latter  had 
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pointed  out  Walk  or  to  his  friend,  who  actually  hit  J.ord  < .< 
'IVnni-oii  acro-s  the  shoulders  in  play  with  a  rack*  t -bat  ;   which 
.vent  ffftfl  -""i)  made  known  to  the  \vli..l.-  Lrieen-iooni. 

u  They  ha«i  me  up  one  da\  ."  said  Mont ni< >ren.-\  .  ••  to  -ing  a 
comic  s<>ii'_r.  and   uivc   my  recitation-;    and  we   had   champagne 
and  loh-t,  r-salad  :   surf,   nobtti"  idded    tin-   pla\er.      ••  \\\. 
•rate    and    Vauxliall    were   there   to,.,    and    left   college    :it    , 

o'clock." 

When  Moririana  WM  told  of  the  circiim-t.-mce  by  her  mother, 
she  Imped  her  dear  Howard   had  enj.>\ed    th"  evening,  :n. 
thanklul  that  lor  once  he  cc.;ild  i'..r^ri  higBOITOWB,      .\»r.  ft 
how,  was  she  a-ham^d  of  herself  lor  heinur  happy  al'terwad-.  l»ti» 
^rave  way  to  her  natural  irood  humor  without  ivpent:ii|. 
reluike.      I  lielievc.  indeed,  (alftal    \\hyan-we  made  a<-<juainted 
with  tl)(>  same  fact  r-  uardiii^  oiir>elvea  long  al'ter  it  i-  pa-: 
-oner)    -I  l.elieve  these  were  tlie  happie>t   <lays  of  M-.r-iana's 
whole  life.      She  had  no  cares  except  the  plea.-ant  one  uf  attend- 
iiii:  on  licr  linsliaiKl.  an  easy,  .-milinn'  teinpeiameiit  which    made 
her  regardless  of  to-morrow  ;   and.  add  to  this,  a  di  liiiht  1'nl  h«.pe 
relati\«    to  a  certain  inten  -i  inir  e\ent  which  was  about  to  ovur. 
and  which  I  -hall  not  particiilari/e  further  than    by  sayinir.  that 
she  \\as  cautioned  airaii^l  too  niu<-li  -inurii)<_r  l»y  Mr.  ScjuilU.  lu-r 
medical    attendant:    and   that  widow  Crump  was   l.u.-y  making 
up  a  vast  nmnher  of  little  <-a;-s  and  diminutive  camlirie   shirts, 
such  as  dt-li^hted  gnt*dmoik«rt  are   in  the  hal»it  of  fasliioniiiLr. 
I  hope  this  is  as  «jvntiM-l  a  way  »f  si^nilyinn  the  circumstance 
which  was   almiit    to  take   place   in   the  Walker   family  as 
Trim   herself  could   d«-<in-.      Mrs.  Walker's   mother  \\a-   afioiit 
to  Kccome  a  ui-andmother.     There's  a  phrase!     The  Af<» 
r<>*t.  which  says   this  story  is  viilufar.  I'm    -ure   cannot    qnarn-1 
with  lli<it.       I   OOn'l    1'clievc   the  whole    f'niirf  f.'in'.fa  would  COOVCy 
nn  intimation  more  delicately. 

W--11.  Mi--  Criiinp's  little  Lrrandchild  was  born,  entirely  to 
the  dis-atisfaction.  I  mu-t  sa\  .  of  his  father;  who.  when  the 
infant  was  brought  to  him  in  the  Fleet,  had  him  abruptly  covered 
up  in  his  cloak  auain.  from  which  he  had  been  removed  oy  the 
jealous  prison  door-keepers;  why.  do  yon  think?  Walker  had 
a  quarrel  with  one  of  them,  and  the  wretch  persi-ted  in  believing 
that  the  bundle  Mrs  Crump  was  bringing  to  her  son-in-law  was 
a  bundle  of  disguised  brandy  ! 

"The  brutes!"  said  the  lady:  "and  the  father's  a  brute 
too,"  said  she.  M  lie  takes  no  more  notice  of  me  than  if  I  was 
a  kitchen-maid,  and  of  Woolsey  thau  if  he  was  a  leg  of  mutton 
—  the  dear,  blessed  little  cherub  !  " 
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Mrs.  Crump  was  a  mother-in-law  ;  let  us  pardon  her  hatred 
of  her  daughter's  husband. 

The  Woolsey  compared  in  the  above  sentence  both  to  a  leg 
of  mutton  and  a  cherub,  was  not  the  eminent  member  of  the 
firm  of  Linsey,  Woolse}7,  and  Co.,  but  the  little  bab}r,  who  was 
christened  Howard  Woolsey  Walker,  with  the  full  consent  of 
the  father ;  who  said  the  tailor  was  a  deuced  good  fellow,  and 
felt  really  obliged  to  him  for  the  sheny,  for  a  frock-coat  which 
he  let  him  have  in  prison,  and  for  his  kindness  to  Morgiana. 
The  tailor  loved  the  little  boy  with  all  his  soul ;  he  attended  his 
mother  to  her  churching,  and  the  child  to  the  font ;  and,  as  a 
present  to  his  little  godson  on  his  christening,  he  sent  two 
yards  of  the  finest  white  kerse3rmere  in  his  shop  to  make  him  a 
cloak.  The  Duke  had  had  a  pair  of  inexpressibles  off  that  very 
piece. 

House-furniture  is  bought  and  sold,  music-lessons  are  given, 
children  are  born  and  christened,  ladies  are  confined  and  churched 
—  time;  in  other  words,  passes,  —  and  yet  Captain  Walker  still 
remains  in  prison  !  Does  it  not  seem  strange  that  he  should 
still  languish  there  between  palisaded  walls  near  Fleet  Market, 
and  that  he  should  not  be  restored  to  that  active  and  fashionable 
world  of  which  he  was  an  ornament?  The  fact  is,  the  Captain 
had  been  before  the  Court  for  the  examination  of  his  debts ; 
and  the  Commissioner,  with  a  cruelty  quite  shameful  towards  a 
fallen  man,  had  qualified  his  ways  of  getting  money  in  most 
severe  language,  and  had  sent  him  back  to  prison  again  for  the 
space  of  nine  calendar  months,  an  indefinite  period,  and  until 
his  accounts  could  be  made  up.  This  delay  Walker  bore 
like  a  philosopher,  and,  far  from  repining,  was  still  the  gay- 
est fellow  of  the  tennis-court,  and  the  soul  of. the  midnight 
carouse. 

There  is  no  use  in  raking  up  old  stories,  and  hunting  through 
files  of  dead  newspapers,  to  know  what  were  the  specific  acts 
which  made  the  Commissioner  so  angry  with  Captain  Walker. 
Mapy  a  rogue  has  come  before  the  Court,  and  passed  through 
it  since  then :  and  I  would  lay  a  wager  that  Howard  Walker 
was  not  a  bit  worse  than  his  neighbors.  But  as  he  was  not  a 
lord,  and  as  he  had  no  friends  on  coming  out  of  prison,  and  had 
,  settled  no  money  on  his  wife,  and  had,  as  it  must  be  confessed, 
an  exceedingly  bad  character,  it  is  not  likely  that  the  latter 
would  be  forgiven  him  when  once  more  free  in  the  world.  For 
instance,  when  Doublequits  left  the  Fleet,  he  was  received  with 
open  arms  by  his  family,  and  had  two-and-thirty  horses  in  his 
ptables  before  a  week  was  over.  Pain,  of  the  Dragoons,  came 
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out,  and  instantly  LT"t  -i  place  as  «jov«-rnm.-ist  courier,  —a  place 
found  -i)  ur""d  "f   laic    \car>  (and    in*  \\onder.  il    is    beth-r   pa\ 
thlMH  that  Of  *  COk>nel),  thai    our   noblniu-n   ami   ^••nt: 
pros    for    it.      I-' rank    Hurricane   was   ^-nt   «»ut    as    n •. 
Tobago,  or  Saijo,  «»r   Tico!id<Taur<>  ;    in    fact.  !  -:i^«T  SOD 

uiiily  it  is  rather  advantageous  to  get  in' 

or  thirty  t  li<ni^:iinl  pounds;    \»u  ut  -HIT  of  a  Lr<">d  pla«v   I 
wards  in  the  colon  ir  friends  are  so  anxious  to  get  rid 

i.f   \ou,  that  they   will    iii<>v«-    hea\en   and   earth    to  MfTfl    \«m. 
And   BO   all   tin;   a:  :tunc  with  Walker 

irore  tpecdilj made  oorafbrtable ;  but //<•  had  no  ri<-h  parents; 
his  <iM  father  was  dead  in  York  gaol.  How  was  he  to  start  in 
the  worM  a^ain?  \\'hat  tVii-ndly  hand  wa>  tln-ri;  to  iill  hi-  |- 
with  ^'>ld,  and  his  cup  with  sparkling  cliainpagne?  He  was, 
in  l;u-t,  an  olijrct  of  th.' -ivatfst  pity,  —  lor  1  know  of  no  greater 
than  a  LC"ntl»Miiaii  of  his  habits  without  the  means  of  gratifying 
them,  Mr  inn -it  live  well,  and  h-  has  not  the  means.  Is  there 
a  more  pathetic  case?  As  for  a  m  re  low  beggar  —  some  labor- 
>r  some  weaver  out  of  place  — don't  let  us  throw 
away  our  compassion  upon  ///-•///.  IMia  !  they're  accustomed  to 
starve.  'They  can  sleep  upon  boards,  or  dine  off  a  crust; 
whereas  a  ^entleman  would  die  in  the  same  situation.  I  think 
this  was  poor  Morufiana's  way  of  reasoning.  For  Walker's 
cash  in  prison  be^innin  r  presently  to  run  low,  and  knowing 
quite  well  that  the  dear  fellow  could  nut  exist  there  without  the 
luxuries  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed,  she  borrowed  money 
In .:u  her  mother,  until  the  poor  old  lady  was  a  sec.  She  even 
confessed,  with  tears,  to  Woolsey,  that  she  was  in  particular 
want  of  twenty  pounds,  to  pay  a  poor  milliner,  whose  debt  she 
could  not  bear  to  put  in  her  husband's  schedule.  And  I  need 
not  say  she  carried  the  money  to  her  husband,  who  might  have 
been  greatly  benefited  by  it,  —only  he  had  a  bad  run  of  luck  at 
the  cards;  and  how  the  dencc  can  a  man  help  t/mt? 

Woolsey  had  re  pun  based  for  her  one  of  the  Cashmere 
shawls.  She  left  it  In-hind  her  one  day  at  the  Fleet  Prison,  and 
some  rasoal  stole  it  there  :  having  the  grace,  however,  to  send 
\v"ooUey  t iie  tido 't.  si^nitvin^  the  place  where  it  had  been 
pawned.  Win,  «ou Id  the  scoundrel  have  been?  Woolsey  swo-e 
a  urr<-at  «>atli.  and  fa'icied  he  knew;  but  if  it  was  Walker  him- 
self (as  Woolsey  fancied,  and  probably  as  was  the  case)  who 
made  away  with  the  shawl,  being  pressed  thereto  by  necessity, 
was  it  fair  to  call  him  a  scoundrel  for  so  doing,  and  should  we 
not  rather  laud  the  delicacy  of  his  proceeding?  He  was  poor; 
who  can  command  the  cards?  but  he-  did  not  wish  his  wife 
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should  know  how  poor :  he  could  not  bear  that  she  should  sup- 
pose him  arrived  at  the  necessity  of  pawning  a  shawl. 

She  who  bad  such  beautiful  ringlets,  of  a  sudden  pleaded 
cold  in  the  head,  and  took  to  wearing  caps.  One  summer 
evening,  as  she  and  the  baby  and  Mrs.  Crump  and  Woolsey 
(let  us  say  all  four  babies  together)  were  laughing  and  playing 
in  Mrs.  Crump's  drawing-room, — playing  the  most  absurd 
gambols,  fat  Mrs.  Crump,  for  instance,  hiding  behind  the  sofa, 
Woolsey  chuck-chucking,  cock-a-doodle-dooing,  and  performing 
those  indescribable  freaks  which  gentlemen  with  philoprogen- 
itive organs  will  execute  in  the  compan}*  of  children,  —  in  the 
midst  of  their  play  the  baby  gave  a  tug  at  his  mother's  cap ;  off 
it  came  —  her  hair  was  cut  close  to  her  head  ! 

Morgiana  turned  as  red  as  sealing-wax,  and  trembled  very 
much  ;  Mrs.  Crump  screamed,  u  My  child,  where  is  your  hair?" 
and  Woolsey,  bursting  out  with  a  most  tremendous  oath  against 
Walker  that  would  send  Miss  Prim  into  convulsions,  put  his 
handkerchief  to  his  face,  and  actually  wept.  "The  infernal 
bubble-ubble-ackguard ! "  said  he,  roaring  and  clenching  his 
fists. 

As  he  had  passed  the  Bower  of  Bloom  a  few  days  before,  he 
saw  Mossrose,  who  was  combing  out  a  jet-black  ringlet,  and 
held  it  up,  as  if  for  Woolsey's  examination,  with  a  peculiar 
grin.  The  tailor  did  not  understand  the  joke,  but  he  paw  now 
what  had  happened.  Morgiana  had  sold  her  hair  for  five  guin- 
eas ;  she  would  have  sold  her  arm  had  her  husband  bidden  her. 
On  looking  in  her  drawers  it  was  found  she  had  sold  almost  all 
her  wearing  apparel ;  the  child's  clothes  were  all  there,  however. 
It  was  because  her  husband  talked  of  disposing  of  a  gilt  coral 
that  the  child  had,  that  she  had  parted  with  the  locks  which  had 
formed  her  pride. 

"  I'll  give  you  twenty  guineas  for  that  hair,  you  infamous 
fat  coward,"  roared  the  little  tailor  to  Eglantine  that  evening. 
"  Give  it  up,  or  I'll  kill  you  — " 

"  Mr.  Mossrose  !  Mr.  Mossrose  !  "  shouted  the  perfumer. 

"  Veil,  vatsh  de  matter,  vatsh  de  row,  fight  avay,  my  boys  ; 
two  to  one  on  the  tailor,"  said  Mr.  Mossrose,  much  enjo3Ting 
the  sport  (for  Woolsey,  striding  through  the  shop  without 
speaking  to  him,  had  rushed  into  the  studio,  where  he  plumped 
upon  Eglantine). 

"  Tell  him  about  that  hair,  sir." 

"  Thnt  hair  !  Now  keep  yourself  quiet,  Mister  Timble,  and 
don't  tink  for  to  bully  me.  You  mean  Mrs.  Valker's  'ail*?  Vy, 
she  sold  it  me." 
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the  more  blackguard  you  for  buying  it!     Will 
take  I  went  \   unim-as  Tor  it  ?  " 

14  No,        Said      \\ 
I'wellty-tive  ?  " 

"  Can't."  -aid   MM-^I. 

k*  Hang  it;    will  you  take  f.»rty?     There  I  " 

44 1  visli  Id  kcp  it,"  said  the  Hebrew  gentleman,  with  un- 
feigned regret.  "  Kglantiue  dressed  it  this  very  night." 

"•  Fur  Countes-  Halden-tiern.  tin-  Swedi-h  1 1  ambassador's 
lady."  Bays  lvj.lantine  (hi-  Hebrew  partner  was  by  no  means  a 
favorite  with  tin-  ladies,  and  only  superintended  the  accounts  of 
the  eoneern).  l<  It's  this  very  night  at  Devonshire  '(  )i;-,  .  \\ith 
1'uur  h(».-trieh  plumes.  lappets,  and  trimmings.  And  now.  Mr. 
\\  ool-M-y.  I'll  trouble  yon  to  apologi/,-." 

Mr.  WooUry  did  not  an-wer.  1ml  walked  up  to  Mr.  Eglan- 
tine, and  -napped  ins  lingers  so  clo-e  nnd«-r  the  perfumer's 
that  the  latter  Marled  back  and  sei/ed  the  hell-rupe. 
MM-M-OM-  l.ur-t  out  laughing,  and  the  tailor  walked  majesiieally 
from  the  shop,  with  both  hands  stuck  between  the  lappets  of  his 
coat. 

44  My  dear."  said   he  to    Mor^ianri    a  short   time  afterwards, 
••yon  must  not  encourage  that  husband  of  yours  in  hi-<  \i 
Bailer,  and  -ell  the  clothes  off  3'our  poor  back,  that  he  ma\  least 
and  ad  the  line  ^nitleman  in  pri-ou." 

••  It  is  hi-  health,  poor  dear  soul !  "  interposed  Mrs.  Wall 
-  his  cheat.     Kvery  farthing  of  the  money  goes  to  the  do< 
poor  fellow  !  " 

Well,  now  listen  :  I  am  a  rich  man  "  (it  was  a  great  lib,  for 
Woolsey's  income,  as  a  junior  partner  of  the  firm,  was  but  a  small 
one)  ;  kk  I  can  very  well  allord  to  make  him  an  allowance  \\  hile  he 
is  in  the  Fleet,  and  have  written  to  him  to  say  so.  But  ifyou  ever 
<j,i\e  him  a  penny,  or  sell  a  trinket  belonging  to  you,  upon  my 
word  and  honor  1  will  withdraw  the  allowance,  and,  though  it 
would  go  to  my  heart.  I'll  never  BC€  you  again.  You  wouldn't 
make  me  unhappy,  would  you?" 

I'd  ir<>  on  my  knees  to  serve  you,  and  Heaven  bless  you," 
said  the  wife. 

11  Well.  then,  you  must  give  me  this  promise."     And  she 
did.      "And  now."  .-aid  he,  "your  mother,  and  I'odmon 
I.  have  been  talking  over  matters,  and  we've  .agreed  that  you 
ma\  make  a  vo  \  good  income  for  yourself ;  though,  to  be  MHV, 
I  wi-h  it  could  have  been   managed  any  other  way  ;  but  needs 
must,  yon  know.      You're  the  finest  singer  in  the  universe." 
"  La  !  "  said  Morgiana,  highly  delighted. 
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"  /  never  heard  anything  like  you,  though  I'm  no  judge. 
Podmore  says  he  is  sure  you  will  do  very  well,  and  has  no 
doubt  you  might  get  very  good  engagements  at  concerts  or  on 
the  stage ;  and  as  that  husband  will  never  do  any  good,  and 
you  have  a  child  to  support,  sing  you  must." 

"  Oh !  how  glad  I  should  be  to  pay  his  debts  and  repay  all 
he  has  done  for  me,"  cried  Mrs.  Walker.  i;  Think  of  his  giving 
two  hundred  guineas  to  Mr.  Baroski  to  have  me  taught.  Was 
not  that  kind  of  him  ?  Do  you  really  think  I  should  succeed  ?  " 

"  There's  Miss  Larkins  has  succeeded." 

"  The  little,  high-shouldered,  vulgar  thing !  "  says  Morgiana. 
"  I'm  sure  I  ought  to  succeed  if  she  did." 

"  She  sing  against  Morgiana?  "  said  Mrs.  Crump.  "  I'd  like 
to  see  her,  indeed  !  She  ain't  fit  to  snuff  a  candle  to  her." 

"  I  dare  say  not,"  said  the  tailor,  "though  I  don't  under 
stand  the  thing  myself;  but  if  Morgiana  can  make  a  fortune, 
why  shouldn't  she  ?  " 

"  Heaven  knows  we  want  it,  Woolsey,"  cried  Mrs.  Crump. 
"And  to  see  her  on  the  stage  was  always  the  wish  of  my 
heart :  "  and  so  it  had  formerly  been  the  wish  of  Morgiana ; 
and  now.  with  the  hope  of  helping  her  husband  and  child,  the 
wish  became  a  dut}T,  and  she  fell  to  practising  once  more  from 
morning  till  night. 

One  of  the  most  generous  of  men  and  tailors  who  ever  lived 
now  promised,  if  further  instruction  should  be  considered  neces- 
sary (though  that  he  could  hardly  believe  possible),  that  he 
would  lend  Morgiana  any  sum  required  for  the  payment  of  les- 
sons ;  and  according^  she  once  more  betook  herself,  under  Pod- 
more's  advice,  to  the  singing  school.  Baroski's  academy  was, 
after  the  passages  between  them,  out  of  the  question,  and  she 
placed  herself  under  the  instruction  of  the  excellent  English 
composer  Sir  George  Thrum,  whose  large  and  awful  wife,  Lady 
Thrum,  dragon  of  virtue  and  propriety,  kept  watch  over  the 
master  and  the  pupils,  and  was  the  sternest  guardian  of  female 
virtue  on  or  off  any  stage. 

Morgiana  came  at  a  propitious  moment.  Baroski  had 
launched  Miss  Larkins  under  the  name  of  Ligonier.  The 
Ligonier  was  enjoying  considerable  success,  and  was  singing 
classical  music  to  tolerable  audiences,  whereas  Miss  Butts,  Sir 
George's  last  pupil,  had  turned  out  a  complete  failure,  and  the 
rival  house  was  only  able  to  make  a  faint  opposition  to  the 
new  star  with  Miss  M'Whirter,  who,  though  an  old  favorite, 
had  lost  her  upper  notes  and  her  front  teeth,  and,  the  fact  was, 
drew  no  longer. 
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Directly  Sir (ieor^e  heard  Mrs.  Walker,  In- t:i|.|M-.l 
who   accompanied    her.    .,n    tin-    wai-N-oat.   and    >aid.    -•  I1, 
thank  you  .    we'll  cut  the   oranu'e-lM>\'>   throat  with   th. 
It  was  1»\  the  familiar  title  nf  •  >i  ani;e-l>o\  that  tlie  |  roski 

jrafl  known  ainonii  hi*  opponeir 

"  We'll  cru^h  him.  Podmore,"  tald  Ka-l\  Tlmnn,  in  lier  deep 
hollow    voiee.       ••  You     ma\     Mop    ami    dine."      And     I 
sla\ed  to  dinner,  and  ate  eold  mutton,  and  drank  Marsala  with 
tin-  greateM    reverence   for  the   nn-at    Knuli-; 
very  next  da\    Lady  Thrum   hired   a  pair  n-1  paid  a 

visit  to  Mr-.  (  rump  and  her  daughter  at  "  badl>  i  >  \\ 

All  these   thin--  w.  iv    !,    ,,;    profbqndlj    -  OWt    fi'oin    . 
who  received  ver\  lua^iKiuimuiisl  \  the  allowance  of  two  gni. 
a-ucek    which   \\OoUey   made  liim.  and  with  the  aid  of  th, 
shillings  his  w  ifc  could  \mi\g  him,  maii:i-_  is  best  he 

mi^lit.      He  did  not  dislike  e-in  when  he  could  ^et  no  eiare! . 
the  former  liijimr,  uixlei-  the  name  of"  tape,"  used  to  he  meas- 
ured out   pretty   liberally   in  what  was  formerly  her  Majesty's 
prison  of  the  Fleet. 

Morgana  pursued  her  studies  under  Thrum,  and  we  shall 
hear  in  the  next  chapter  bow  it  was  she  changed  her  name  to 
KAVENSWING. 


CHAPTER  VH. 

IN  WHICH  MORGIANA  ADVANCES  TOWARDS  FAME  AND  HONOR, 
AND  IN  W II  in  I  SEVERAL  GREAT  LITERARY  CHARACTERS  MAKE 
Till-: IK  APPEARANCE. 

"  WE  must  bruin,  my  dear  madam,"  said  Sir  George  Thrum, 
•-  by  unlearning  all  that    Mr.  Baroski  (of  whom  I  do  not 
to  speak  with  the  slightest  disrespect  )   has  taught  you  !" 

Moriiiana  knew  that  every  professor  says  as  much,  and  sub- 
mitted to  undergo  the  study  requisite  for  Sir  ( ieorge's  system 
with  perfect  good  grace.  Au  fond,  as  I  wa^  iriveii  to  under- 
stand, the  methods  of  the  two  artists  were  pretty  similar;  but 
as  there  was  rivalry  between  them,  and  continual  desertion  of 
s<  holar-  from  one  school  to  another,  it  was  fair  for  each  to  take 
all  the  credit  he  could  get  in  the  success  of  any  pupil.  If  a 
pupil  failed,  for  instance.  Thrum  would  say  Baroski  hn 
her  irretrievably;  while  the  German  would  ••  Dat  dat 
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yong  voman,  who  had  a  good  organ,  should  have  trown  away 
her  dime  wid  dat  old  Drum/'  When  one  of  these  deserters 
succeeded,  "  Yes,  yes,"  would  either  professor  cry,  kt  I  formed 
her,  she  owes  her  fortune  to  me."  Both  of  them  thus,  in  future 
days,  claimed  the  education  of  the  famous  Ravenswing ;  nnd 
even  Sir  George  Thrum,  though  he  wished  to  ecraser  the 
Ligonier,  pretended  that  her  present  success  was  his  work, 
because  once  she  had  been  brought  by  her  mother,  Mrs.  Lar- 
kins,  to  sing  for  Sir  George's  approval. 

When  the  two  professors  met  it  was  with  the  most  delighted 
cordiality  on  the  part  of  both.  "  Me  in  licber  Herr,"  Thrum 
would  say  (with  some  malice),  "  your  sonata  in  x  flat  is  divine." 
"  Chevalier,"  Bnroski  would  reply,  "  dat  andante  movement  in 
w  is  worthy  of  Beethoven.  I  gif  you  my  sacred  honor,"  and 
so  forth.  In  fact,  they  loved  each  other  as  gentlemen  in  their 
profession  always  do. 

The  two  famous  professors  conduct  their  academies  on  very 
opposite  principles.  Baroski  writes  ballet  music ;  Thrum,  on 
the  contrary,  says  "  he  cannot  but  deplore  the  dangerous  fasci- 
nations of  the  dance,"  and  writes  more  for  Exeter  Hall  and 
Birmingham.  While  Baroski  drives  a  cab  in  the  Park  with  a 
very  suspicious  Mademoiselle  Leocadie,  or  Amenaide,  by  his 
side,  you  may  see  Thrum  walking  to  evening  church  with  his 
lady,  and  hymns  are  sung  there  of  his  own  composition.  lie 
belongs  to  the  "  Athenaeum  Club,"  he  goes  to  the  levee  once 
a-}'ear,  he  does  everything  that  a  respectable  man  should,  and 
if,  by  the  means  of  this  respectability,  he  manages  to  make  his 
little  trade  far  more  profitable  than  it  otherwise  would  be,  are 
we  to  quarrel  with  him  for  it? 

Sir  George,  in  fact,  had  every  reason  to  be  respectable. 
He  had  been  a  choir-boy  at  Windsor,  had  pLnyed  to  the  old 
King's  violoncello,  had  been  intimate  with  him,  and  had  re- 
ceived knighthood  at  the  hand  of  his  revered  sovereign.  He 
had  a  snuff-box  which  his  Majesty  gave  him,  and  portraits  of 
him  and  the  young  princes  all  over  the  house.  He  had  also  a 
foreign  order  (no  other,  indeed,  than  the  Elephant  and  Castle 
of  Kalbsbraten-Pumpernickel),  conferred  upon  him  by  the 
Grand  Duke  when  here  with  the  allied  sovereigns  in  1814. 
With  this  ribbon  round  his  neck,  on  gala  days,  and  in  a  white 
waistcoat,  the  old  gentleman  looked  splendid  as  he  moved 
along  in  a  blue  coat  with  the  Windsor  button,  and  neat  black 
small-clothes,  and  silk  stockings.  He  lived  in  an  old,  tall, 
dingy  house,  furnished  in  the  reign  of  George  III.,  his  beloved 
master,  and  not  much  more  cheerful  now  than  a  family  vault. 
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Nicy  are  awfully  funereal,  those  ,>rnaim-nu  .>f  the  close  of  tln» 
last   (viitury.    —  t:ill.  gloomy.  h<»i -,. --hair  'iniii-.  inoiiidx    Turkey 
i -irpets.  \\illi    wretched   dniL'i-'eN    'o   guard    tin-in,  bill- 
sticking-plaster  miniatures  of  people  in  tours  and   pigtails  over 

high-shouldered  mantel-pice.'-,  tu<>  dismal  m-ns  on  each  -Mr  of 

a  lanky  sideboard.  an<l  in  tin-  midst  a  queer  Iwi^ied  neeptade 
for  worn-nut  kni\e.s  with  giv.-n  handles.  l"nder  tin-  >idei. 
stands  a  cellaret  that  look-  as  il'il  held  halt'  a  bottle  of  rnnant 
wine,  and  a  slii\rrin^  plat«i-\v:iniUT  that  in-vrr  could  ur«-t  any 
cmnlnrt  out  of  the  ifietdicd  old  crainpctl  ^rat«-  \ondfr.  I)»n't 
\on  know  in  such  h<»u>rs  tin-  .may  irlooin  that  hangs  ovi-r  tlic 
I,  the  dnll-colon-il  old  carpet  that  winds  its  way  up  the 
same.  ^rouiiiLr  thinner,  duller,  and  more  threadbare,  as  it 
mounts  to  the  l.edroorn  floors?  There  is  something  awful  in  the 
liedrooin  ol'a  respectable  old  COU pie  of  & ixt y-live.  Think  of  tin- 
old  feathers,  turlian-.  bugles,  petticoats,  pomatum-pots,  spen- 
white  satin  shoes,  false  fronts,  the  old  flaccid,  boneless 
Btays  tied  up  in  faded  ril»lx»n.  the  du>ky  fans,  the  old  forty- 
--•.111  bal>y-linen,  the  letters  of  Sir  George  when  he  was 
\oimu.  tlie  doll  of  poor  Maria,  who  died  in  1803,  Fredei 
first  corduroy  breeches,  and  the  uew>paper  which  contains  the 
account  of  his  distino-nNiinii  hiniM-lf  at  the  siege  of  Seringapa- 
tam.  All  these  lie  -omewhere.  damp  and  squeezed  down  into 
irlum  old  pre.sM-s  and  wardrobes.  At  that  glass  the  wife  has 
sat  nian\  times  tin -se  fifty  years;  in  that  old  morocco  bed  her 
ehildien  were  Ix.rn.  Where  are  they  now?  Fred,  the  brave 
captain,  and  ( 'harles.  the  sai'cy  colleger ;  there  hangs  a  draw- 
ing of  him  done  by  .Mr.  lieeehey,  and  that  sketcli  by  Cosway 
was  the  \ery  likeness  of  Louisa  before  .  .  . 

"  Mr.  Fit /-Hoodie  !   for  Heaven's  sake  come  down.     What 
are  \on  doin^  in  ;i  lady's  be«lruom?" 

"The  fact  is,  madam.  I  had  no  business  there  in  life ;  but, 
having  had  <|iiitc  enough  wine  with  Sir  George,  my  thought^ 
had  wanden  d  up  stairs  into  the  sanctuary  of  female  exceli- 
win-re  your  l:id\shi|i  nightly  reposrs.  Von  do  not  >leep  so  well 
now  as  in  old  days,  though  there  is  no  patter  of  little  steps  to 
wake  you  overhead." 

They  call  that  room  the  nursery  still,  and  the  little  wicket 
still  hangs  at  the  upper  stairs :  it  has  been  there  for  forty  years  ' 

bon  Dit  >/ .'     Can't  }rou  see  the  ghosts  of  little  faces  peering 
over  it?     I  wonder  whether  they  get  up  in   the  night  as  the 
moonlight  shines  into  the   blank,   vacant  old  room,  and  play 
there  .solemnly   with   little  ghostly  horses,   and   the  spirit 
dolls,  and  tops  that  turn  and  turn  but  don't  hum- 
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Once  more,  sir,  come  down  to  the  lower  story — that  is,  to 
the  Morgiana  story  —  with  which  the  above  sentences  have  no 
more  to  do  than  this  morning's  leading  article  in  The  Times; 
onl}'  it  was  at  this  house  of  Sir  George  Thrum's  that  I  m^t 
Morgiana.  Sir  George,  in  old  days,  had  instructed  some  of 
the  female  members  of  our  family,  and  I  recollect  cutting  my 
fingers  as  a  child  with  one  of  these  attenuated  green-handled 
knives  in  the  queer  box  yonder. 

In  those  days  Sir  George  Thrum  was  the  first  great  musical 
teacher  of  London,  and  the  royal  patronage  brought  him  a  great 
number  of  fashionable  pupils,  of  whom  Lady  Fitz-Boodle  was 
one.  It  was  a  long,  long  time  ago :  in  fact,  Sir  George  Thrum 
was  old  enough  to  remember  persons  who  had  been  present  at 
Mr.  Braham's  first  appearance,  and  the  old  gentleman's  days 
of  triumph  had  been  those  of  Billington  and  Incledon,  Catalani 
and  Madame  Storace. 

He  was  the  author  of  several  operas  ("  The  Camel  Driver," 
•'  Britons  Alarmed ;  or  the  Siege  of  Bergen-op-Zoom,"  &c. 
&c.)  and,  of  course,  of  songs  which  had  considerable  success 
in  their  da}*,  but  are  forgotten  now,  and  are  as  much  faded  and 
out  of  fashion  as  those  old  carpets  which  we  have  described  in 
the  professor's  house,  and  which  were,  doubtless,  very  brilliant 
once.  But  such  is  the  fate  of  carpets,  of  flowers,  of  music,  of 
men,  and  of  the  most  admirable  novels  —  even  this  story  will 
not  be  alive  for  many  centuries.  Well,  well,  why  struggle 
against  Fate  ? 

But,  though  his  he}*-day  of  fashion  was  gone,  Sir  George 
still  held  his  place  among  the  musicians  of  the  old  school,  con- 
ducted occasionally  at  the  Ancient  Concerts  and  the  "  Philhar- 
monic," and  his  glees  are  still  favorites  after  public  dinners, 
and  are  sung  by  those  old  bacchanalians,  in  chestnut  wigs,  who 
attend  for  the  purpose  of  amusing  the  guests  on  such  occasions 
of  festivity.  The  great  old  people  at  the  gloomy  old  concerts 
before  mentioned  always  pa}T  Sir  George  marked  respect ;  and. 
indeed,  from  the  old  gentleman's  peculiar  behavior  to  his  su- 
periors, it  is  impossible  they  should  not  be  delighted  with  him, 
so  he  leads  at  almost  every  one  of  the  concerts  in  the  old-fash- 
ioned houses  in  town. 

Becomingly  obsequious  to  his  superiors,  he  is  with  the  rest 
of  the  world  properly  majestic,  and  has  obtained  no  small  suc- 
cess by  his  admirable  and  undeviating  respectability.  Respect- 
ability has  been  his  great  card  through  life1;  ladies  can  trust 
their  daughters  at  Sir  George  Thrum's  academy.  "  A  good 
musician,  madam,"  says  he  to  the  mother  of  "a  new  pupil, 
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"should  not  only  have  .1  fine  ear.  VO'HV.  and  :ut   in- 

domitable industry,  hut,  above  all.  a  fan.  .         fault- 

M  far  as  our   poor   natmv  will   permit.      An-i 
will  remark    tliat    those    \oini'_r  persons  with 

daughter.  Miss  Smith,  will  pursue  her  musi<  -i'  all, 

in  u  moral    point   of  view,  as  spotless  us  that   charming  young 
lady.      How  should   it    be  otherwise?      I    ha\<-   been  m\  self  the 
father  of  a  family  :    I    have  been   honoi.d   with   the   inlima 
tin-  wisest    and    best   of  kings,  my   late    -  '      OfgC   111.. 

ami  I  can  proudly  show  an  example  of  de<  ortim  to  my  pupils 
in  my  Sophia.  Mrs.  Smith.  I  have  th*-  Imno  r  of  introducing  to 
you  my  Lady  Thrum." 

The  old  lady  would  rise  at  this,  and  make  a  gL'aiilie  curtsy, 
such  a  one   as   had   begun   the   mini;  years 

ago,   and,   the   introduction   ended.    Mrs.    Smith   would   retire. 
after  having  seen  the  portraits  of  the  princes,  his  late  Majesty's 
siiiilf-l>o\.  and   a   piece  of  music  which   he   used   to   play,  i 
by  himself  —  Mrs.   Smith,  I  say,  would  drive  back  to  Baker 
Street,  delighted  t<>  think  that  li 

gible  and  respectable  a  master.  I  forgot  to  say  that,  during  the 
interview  between  Mrs.  Smith  and  sir  George,  the  latter  would 
be  called  out  of  hi-  stud,v  by  his  black  servant,  and  my  Lady 
Thrum  would  take  that  opportunity  of  mentioning  when  lie  was 
kniiiht*  (1,  and  how  he  got  his  foreign  order,  and  deploring  tin- 
sad  condition  of  oth^r  musical  professors,  and  the  dreadful  im- 
morality which  sometimes  arose  in  consequence  of  their  lax- 
neflft.  Sir  (Jeoriro  was  a  good  deal  engaged  to  dinners  in  the 
season,  and  if  invited  to\line  with  a  nobleman,  as  lie  might 
possibly  be  on  the  day  when  Mrs.  Smith  requested  the  honor 
of  his  company,  he  would  write  back  M  that  he  should  ha\. 
the  sincerest  happiness  in  waiting  upon  Mr>.  Smith  in  Baker 
Street,  if.  previously,  my  Lord  Tweedledale  had  not  been  so 
kind  as  to  engage  him."  This  letter,  of  course,  shown  by  Mrs. 
Smith  to  her  friends,  was  received  by  them  with  proper  respect  ; 
and  thus,  in  spit»>  of  age  and  new  fashions,  Sir  George  still 
reiirned  pre-eminent  for  n  mile  round  Cavendish  Square.  11  y 
the  young  pupils  of  the  academy  he  was  called  Sir  Charles 
(irainli>i»n  ;  and.  indeed,  fully  deserved  this  title  on  account 
of  the  indomitable  respectability  of  his  whole  actions. 

It  \\-i-  under  this  gentleman  that  Morgiaua  made  her  dtbui 
in  public  life.  I  do  not  know  what  arrangements  may  have 
been  made  between  Sir  George  Thrum  and  his  pupil  regarding 
i  profits  which  were  to  accrue  to  the  former  from  engage* 
procured  by  him  for  the  latter  ;  but  there  was,  no  doubt, 
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an  understanding  between  them.  For  Sir  George,  respectable 
as  he  was,  had  the  reputation  of  being  extremely  clever  at 
a  bargain  ;  and  Lady  Thrum  herself,  in  her  great  high-tragedy 
way,  could  purchase  .1  pair  of  soles  or  select  a  leg  of  mutton 
with  the  best  housekeeper  in  London. 

When,  however,  Morgiana  had  been  for  some  six  months 
under  his  tuition,  he  began,  for  some  reason  or  other,  to  be 
exceedingly  hospitable,  and  invited  his  friends  to  numerous 
entertainments ;  at  one  of  which,  as  I  have  said,  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  Mrs.  Walker. 

Although  the  worthy  musician's  dinners  were  not  good,  the 
old  knight  had  some  excellent  wine  in  his  cellar,  and  his  arrange- 
ment of  his  party  deserves  to  be  commended. 

For  instance,  he  meets  me  and  Bob  Fitz-Urse  in  Pall  Mall, 
at  whose  paternal  house  he  was  also  a  visitor.  "  My  dear 
young  gentlemen,"  sa3's  he,  "will  you  come  and  dine  with  a 
poor  musical  composer?  I  have  some  comet-hock,  and,  what 
is  more  curious  to  }TOU  perhaps,  as  men  of  wit,  one  or  two  of 
the  great  literary  characters  of  London  whom  you  would  like 
to  see  —  quite  curiosities,  my  dear  young  friends."  And  we 
agreed  to  go. 

To  the  literary  men  he  sa}rs,  u  I  have  a  little  quiet  part}*  at 
home,  Lord  Roundtowers,  the  Honorable  Mr.  Fitz-Urse  of  the 
Life  Guards,  and  a  few  more.  Can  you  tear  yourself  away 
from  the  war  of  wits,  and  take  a  quiet  dinner  with  a  few  mere 
men  about  town  ?  " 

The  literary  men  instantly  purchase  new  satin  stocks  and 
white  gloves,  and  are  delighted  to  fancy  themselves  members 
of  the  world  of  fashion.  Instead  of  inviting  twelve  Royal 
Academicians,  or  a  dozen  authors,  or  a  dozen  men  of  science 
to  dinner,  as  his  Grace  the  Duke  of and  the  Right  Hon- 
orable Sir  Robert  —  -  are  in  the  habit  of  doing  once  a  year, 
this  plan  of  fusion  is  the  one  they  should  adopt.  Not  invite 
all  artists,  as  they  would  invite  all  farmers  to  a  rent-dinner ; 
but  they  should  have  a  proper  commingling  of  artists  and  men 
of  the  world.  There  is  one  of  the  latter  whose  name  is  George 
Savage  Fitz-Boodle,  who  —  but  let  us  return  to  Sir  George 
Thrum. 

Fitz-Urse  and  I  arrive  at  the  dismal  old  house,  and  are  con- 
ducted up  the  staircase  by  a  black  servant,  who  shouts  out, 
ktMissa  Fiss-Boodle  —  the  Honorable  Missa  Fiss-Urse  !  "  It 
was  evident  that  Lady  Thrum  had  instructed  the  swarthy  groom 
of  the  chambers  (for  there  is  nothing  particularly  honorable  in 
my  friend  Fitz's  face  that  I  know  of,  unless  an  abominable 
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squint  maybe  said  to  be  so).  Lady  Thrum,  whose  figure  is 
something  like  licit  of  the  >hot-to\ver  oppocite  War.  riOO  \'>' 
makes  a  majestic  inclination  and  a  -perch  to  >igni|y  her  pleas- 
ure at  rreehing  under  ln-r  r«mf  two  of  the  children  ol'  .sir 
Qeorge'l  l'«--t  |.np:!-.  A  lady  in  Mark  velvet  is  scute.  1  bv  the 
[replace,  With  whom  a  stout  gentleman  in  an  exei-.-djnjrly 
I'l'it  coat  ami  ornamental  waistcoat  is  talking  very'bu.sily. 
••  l'iie  giv.-it  >!ar  of  the  niijit."  whispers  our  host.  "  Mrs. 
Walker,  gentlemen — the  A'/// v//x »/•//////  She  is  talking  to  the 

r.imous  Mr.  Slang,  of  the theatre." 

•  Is  she  a  line  linger?"  says  Fitz-Urse.     u  She's  a  very 

line  woman." 

-:\-  de.-ir  young  friends,  you  shall  hear  to-night  I  I,  who 
h.;\c  heard  every  line  voice  in  Kurope,  confidently  pledge 
mv  respectability  that  tin'  Ravenswing  is  equal  to  them  all. 
Slu-  has  the  graces,  MP,  of  a  Venus  with  the  mind  of  a  muse. 
la  a  siren,  sir,  without  the  dangerous  Dualities  of  one.  She 
is  hallowed,  sir,  by  her  misfortunes  as  by  her  genius ;  and  I 
am  proud  to  think  that,  my  instructions  have  been  the  means 
of  developing  the  wondrous  qualities  that  were  latent  within 
II.T  until  now." 

44  You  don't  say  so !  "  says  gobemouche  Fitz-Urse. 

Having  thus  indoctrinated  Mr.  Fitz-Urse,  Sir  George  takes 
another  of  his  guests,  and  proceeds  to  work  upon  him,  "My 
d.-.-ir  Mr.  liludyer,  how  do  you  do?  Mr.  Fitz-Boodle,  Mr. 
lUudyer,  the  brilliant  and  accomplished  wit,  whose  sallies  in 
the  Tomahawk  delight  us  every  Saturday.  Nay,  no  blushes, 
my  dear  .sir;  you  are  very  wicked,  but  oh  !  so  pleasant.  Well. 
Mr.  Bludyrr,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  sir,  and  hope  j-ou  will  have 
a  favorable  opinion  of  our  genius,  sir.  As  I  was  saying  to 
Mr.  Fitz-Boodle,  she  has  the  graces,  of  a  Venus  with  the  mind 
of  a  muse.  She  is  a  siren,  without  the  dangerous  qualities  of 
one,"  &c.  This  little  speech  was  made  to  half  a  dozen  persons 
in  the  course  of  the  evening  —  persons,  for  the  most  part,  con- 
nected with  the  public  journals  or  the  theatrical  world.  There 
was  Mr.  Squinny,  the  editor  of  the  Flowers  of  Fashion ;  Mr. 
Desmond  Mulligan,  the  poet,  ami  reporter  for  a  morning  paper ; 
and  other  worthies  of  their  calling.  For  though  Sir  George  is 
a  i  -pitiable  man.  and  as  high-minded  and  moral  an  old  gentle- 
man as  ever  wore  knee-bin  kles,  he  does  not  neglect  the  little 
arts  of  popularity,  and  can  condescend  to  receive  very  queer 
company  if  need  l«e. 

For  instance,  at  the  dinner-party  at  which  I  had  the  honoi 
of  assisting,  and  at  which,  on  the  right  hand  of  Lady  Thrum. 
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sat  tbr  oblige  nobleman,  whom  the  Thrums  were  a  great  deal 
too  wife  to  omit  (the  sight  of  a  lord  does  good  to  us  com- 
moners, or  why  else  should  we  be  so  anxious  to  have  one?). 
In  the  second  place  of  honor,  and  on  her  ladyship's  left  hand, 
sat  Mr.  Slang,  the  manager  of  one  of  the  theatres  ;  a  gentleman 
whom  ui}r  Lady  Thrum  would  scarcely,  but  for  a  great  neces- 
sity's sake,  have  been  induced  to  invite  to  her  table.  He  had 
the  honor  of  leading  Mrs.  Walker  to  dinner,  who  looked  splen- 
did in  olack  velvet  and  turban,  full  of  health  and  smiles. 

Lord  Roundtowers  is  an  old  gentleman  who  has  been  at  the 
theatres  five  times  a  week  for  these  fifty  }rears,  a  living  diction- 
ary of  the  stage,  recollecting  every  actor  and  actress  who  has 
appeared  upon  it  for  half  a  century.  He  perfectly  well  remem- 
bered Miss  Delancy  in  Morgiana ;  he  knew  what  had  become 
of  Ah  Baba,  and  how  Cassim  had  left  the  stage,  and  was  now 
the  keeper  of  a  public-house .  All  this  store  of  knowledge  he  kept 
quietly  to  himself,  or  only  delivered  in  confidence  to  his  next 
neighbor  in  the  intervals  of  the  banquet,  which  he  enjoys  pro- 
digiously. He  lives  at  an  hotel :  if  not  invited  to  dine,  eats  a 
mutton-chop  very  humbl}~  at  his  club,  and  finishes  his  evening 
after  the  play  at  Crockford's,  whither  he  goes  not  for  the  sake  of 
the  play  but  of  the  supper  there.  He  is  described  in  the  Court 
Guide  as  of  "  Simmer's  Hotel,"  arid  of  Roundtowers,  county 
Cork.  It  is  said  that  the  round  towers  really  exist.  But  he  has 
not  been  in  Ireland  since  the  rebellion ;  and  his  property  is  so 
hampered  with  ancestral  mortgages,  and  rent-charges,  and  an- 
nuities, that  his  income  is  barely  sufficient  to  provide  the  mod- 
est mutton-chop  before  alluded  to.  He  has,  an}'  time  these 
fifty  years,  lived  in  the  wickedest  company  in  London,  and  is, 
withal,  as  harmless,  mild,  good-natured,  innocent  an  old  gen- 
tleman as  can  readily  be  seen. 

44  Roundy,"  shouts  the  elegant  Mr.  Slang,  across  the  table, 
with  a  voice  which  makes  Lady  Thrum  shudder,  "  Tuff,  a  glass 
of  wine." 

My  lord  replies  meekly,  "Mr.  Slang,  I  shall  have  very 
much  pleasure.  What  shall  it  be?  " 

"There  is  Madeira  near  you,  my  lord,"  says  my  lady,  point- 
ing to  a  tall  thin  decanter  of  the  fashion  of  the  year. 

"  Madeira !  Marsala,  by  Jove,  your  ladyship  means  !  "  shout* 
Mr.  Slang.  u  No,  no,  old  birds  are  not  caught  with  chaff 
Thrum,  old  boy,  let's  have  some  of  your  comet-hock." 

4 'My  Lady  Thrum,  I  believe  that  is  Marsala,"  says  th« 
knight,  blushing  a  little  in  reply  to  a  question  from  his  Sophia. 
"  Ajax,  the  hock  to  Mr.  Slang." 
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"I'm    in    that."  yelU    liludver   from    i  of  the   in 

•  My  lord,   I'll  join  yon." 

"Mr.  -   — ,  I    b«-g    \<>iir    pardon  —  I  shall  be  very  li:ij 
take  win*1  with  yoUj  air." 

44  It    is    Mi-.    liludyer,    tin-    celebrated     new-paper    wri1 
whispers  Lady  Tliniin. 

kk  Bludyer.  lihiduT'r       A  very  ele\vr  man.  I  d  II. • 

ft  very  load   roioe,  ami  reminds  me  of  Brett      Does  your 

ladvship    r<  member    i'.ivit.    who    played    tin-    'Lathers'    at    the 
Ha\  market  in   l$02?" 

'"  What  an  ..Id  stupid  Konndtowers  is!  "  says  Slang,  archly, 
nudging  Mrs.  Walker  in  the  >ide.  "  How's  \Val 

My    husband    is   in    tin-    country,"    replied   Mre.    Wai. 

hesitatingly. 

••(JnmnuMi!  /  know  where  he  is!  Law  blefifl  you — don't 
hlnsh.  I've  l>een  then-  niysell'  a  do/en  times.  \Ve  \\eiv  talking 
about  <inod.  Lady  Thrum.  Were  yon  ever  in  college?" 

"  1  was  at  the  Commemoration  at  Oxford  in  1814,  when  tho 
sovereigns  were  there,  and  at  Cambridge  when  Sir  George 
received  his  decree  of  Doctor  of  Music." 

••  Land.  Land.  1/mt's  not  the  college  we  mean." 

••  There  ifl  uU<>  the  college  in  Gower  Street,  where  my  grand- 
son— ' 

"  This  is  the  college  in  Queer  Street,  ma'am,  haw,  haw  !  Mul- 
ligan, you  divvle  (in  an  IrMi  accent),  a  glass  of  wine  with  you. 
Wine,  here,  yon  waiter!      What's  \oiii  nam ••.  you  black 
'r»--nm  up  a  liiim-tree,  eh?     Fill  him   up.     Dere  hego"(imi- 
thr  Maiidinu-o  manner  of  >peakin^  English). 

In   this   a^reeaMe   way  would    Mr.  Slang  rattle  on,  speedily 

kiuLT  himself  the  centre  of  the  conversation,  and  ad 
graei-ful  familiarities  to  all  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  round  him. 

It  was  good  to  see  how  the  little  knight,  the  most  moral  and 
calm  of  men.  was  compelled  to  receive  Mr.  Slang's  stories. 
the  frightened  air  with  which,  at  the  «-.  inclusion  of  one  of  them, 
he  would   venture   upon  a   commendatory  grin.      His  lady,  on 
her  part    too,  had   heen   laboriously  civil;  and,  on  the 
on  which  1  had   the   honor  of  meeting  this  gentleman  and  Mi>. 
Walker,  it  was  the  latter  who  gave  the  signal  for  withdrawing 
to  the  lady  of  the  house,  l.y  Buying,  "  I  think,  Lady  Thru: 
is  quit i-  time   for  us  to  retire."     Some  exquisite  joke  of  Mi- 
Slang's  was  the  cause  of  this  abrupt   die  nee.     But,  as 
they  went  up  >tairs  to  the  drawing-room.  Lady  Thrum  took  oc- 
casion to  say.  ••  My  dear,  in  the  course  of  your  j  UOQ  you 
will  have  to  submit  to  many  *nch   familiarities  on  the  part  of 
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persons  of  low  breeding,  such  as  I  fear  Mr.  Slang  is.  But  let 
ine  caution  you  against  giving  way  to  your  temper  as  you  did. 
Did  you  not  perceive  that  /  never  allowed  him  to  see  my  in- 
ward dissatisfaction?  And  I  make  it  a  particular  point  that 
von  should  be  very  civil  to  him  to-night.  Your  interests  —  our 
interests  —  depend  upon  it." 

4 'And  are  my  interests  to  make  me  civil  to  a  wretch  like 
that?" 

"  Mrs.  Walker,  would  }'ou  wish  to  give  lessons  in  morality 
and  behavior  to  Lady  Thrum?"  said  the  old  lady,  drawing 
herself  up  with  great  dignit}r.  It  was  evident  that  she  had  a 
veiy  strong  desire  indeed  to  conciliate  Mr.  Slang ;  and  hence 
I  have  no  doubt  that  Sir  George  was  to  have  a  considerable 
share  of  Morgiana's  earnings. 

Mr.  Bludyer,  the  famous  editor  of  the  Tomahawk,  whose 
jokes  Sir  George  pretended  to  admire  so  much  (Sir  George 
who  never  made  a  joke  in  his  life),  was  a  press  bravo  of  con' 
siderable  talent  and  no  principle,  and  who,  to  use  his  own 
words,  would  "  back  himself  for  a  slashing  article  against  any 
man  in  England  !  "  He  would  not  only  write,  but  fight  on  a 
pinch ;  was  a  good  scholar,  and  as  savage  in  his  manner  as 
with  his  pen.  Mr.  Squinny  is  of  exactly  the  opposite  school, 
as  delicate  as  milk  and  water,  harmless  in  his  habits,  fond  of 
the  flute  when  the  state  of  his  chest  will  allow  him,  a  great 
practiser  of  waltzing  and  dancing  in  general,  and  in  his  journal 
mildly  malicious.  He  never  goes  be}rond  the  bounds  of  po- 
liteness, but  manages  to  insinuate  a  great  deal  that  is  disagree- 
able to  an  author  in  the  course  of  twenty  lines  of  criticism. 
Personally  he  is  quite  respectable,  and  lives  with  two  maiden 
aunts  at  Brompton.  Nobody,  on  the  contrary,  knows  where 
Mr.  Bludyer  lives.  He  has  nouses  of  call,  nrysterious  taverns 
where  he  may  be  found  at  particular  hours  by  those  who  need 
him,  and  where  panting  publishers  are  in  the  habit  of  hunting 
him  up.  For  a  bottle  of  wine  and  a  guinea  he  will  write  a 
page  of  praise  or  abuse  of  any  man  living,  or  on  any  subject, 
or  on  any  line  of  politics.  "  Hang  it,  sir,"  says  he,  "  pay  me 
enough  and  I  will  write  down  my  own  father !  "  According  to 
the  state  of  his  credit,  he  is  dressed  either  almost  in  rags  or 
else  in  the  extremest  flush  of  fashion.  With  the  latter  attire 
he  puts  on  a  haughty  and  aristocratic  air,  and  would  slap  a 
duke  on  the  shoulder.  If  there  is  one  thing  more  danger 
ous  than  to  refuse  to  lend  him  a  sum  of  mone}7  when  he  asks 
for  it,  it  is  to  lend  it  to  him  ;  for  he  never  pays,  and  never 
pardons  &  man  to  whom  ho  owes.  "  Walker  refused  to  cash 
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a  bill  for  mo,"  he  had   been    heard  to  say.  "  and   I'll  do  f. 
wife  when  she  mint's  nut  on  th-  lid,  \\':ilkrr  and  Mi 

GrCOTge  Thrum  Were  in  an  a^-ny  ale. nt  Hie   1  '"in<  i/i'i  tr(  ;  hence  the 
hitter's  invitation    t«>  M  r.  P>!ii<l\  «-r.      Sir  George  \\  as    in  a 
tremor  about  the  /•'/""••  lAfoll,  hence  his  in\  ilati-.n  1 

^qiiinuy.      Mr.    S.jiiiniiv   wa-<  introduced    t«>    Lord  Koimdtowere 
:i:id    Mr.  Fit/.-l'rse  as  one  of  tin-  \n<»\  delightful  and  talen' 
our    voung  men  of    genius;  and  Fit/.,   \vlio    believe*  e\  rr\ 
anyone  tells    him,  was   quite   pleased  to  have  the  honor  (fl 
ting  near  the  live  editor  of  a  paper.      I  have  reason  to  think  that 
Mr.  Squinny  himself  was   no  less  delighted  :    I  saw  him  giving 
hi>  card  to  Fit/.-l'rse  at  the  end  of  the  -«-eon<l  course. 

NO  particular  attention  was  paid  to  Mr.  Desmond  Mulligan. 
1'olitieal  ent!niMa-m  i<  his  forte.  I  le  lives  and  writes  in  a  rap- 
ture. He  is,  of  cmirse,  a  member  of  an  inn  of  court. 
greatly  addicted  to  after-dinner  speaking  as  a  preparation  for 
the  liar,  where  as  a  young  man  of  genius  he  hopes  one  day  to 
shine,  lie  ix  almost  the  only  man  to  whom  Bludyer  is  civil,  for, 
if  the  latter  will  fight  doggedly  when  there  is  a  necessity  for  so 
doing,  the  former  lights  like  an  Irishman,  and  has  a  pleasure  in 
it.  He  ha>  Itecn  "on  tin-  ground"  1  don't  know  how  many 
times,  and  quitted  his  country  on  account  of  a  quarrel  \\\ih 
rnmcnt  regarding  certain  articles  published  l»y  him  in  the 
Pharnis  newspaper.  With  the  third  bottle,  he  becomes  over- 
puweringly  givat  on  the  wrongs  of  Ireland,  and  at  that  period 
gem  rall\  volunteers  a  couple  or  more  of  Irish  melodies,  s< 
in-  the  inn-t  melancholy  in  tlie  colleetion.  At  five  in  the  atler- 
nonn,  you  are  sure,  to  sec  him  about  the  House  of  Commons, 
and  he  knows  the  "  Reform  Club"  (he  calls  it  the  Refawrum) 
a-  well  as  if  he  were  a  member.  It  i*  curious  for  the  con 
plative  mind  to  mark  those  mysterious  hangers-on  of  Irish 
members  of  parliament — strange  runners  and  aides-de-camp 
\\hieh  all  the  lion«»rable  gentlemen  appear  to  possess.  Des- 
mond, in  his  political  capacity,  is  one  <.f  tin-si-,  and  besides  his 
calling  as  n-portcr  to  a  newspaper,  is  "our  well-infnnne«i 
respondent"  of  that  famous  Munster  paper,  the  Green  Flag  oj 
Skibbereen. 

>\"ith  Mr.  Mulligan's  qualities  and  history  I  only  became 
snl-x-tjiiently  acquainted.  On  the  present  evening  he  made  but 
:i  brief  stay  at  the  dinner-table,  brimr  c*>mp«-lled  by  his  profes- 
sional duties  to  attend  the  House  of  Commons. 

The  above   formed  the  party  with  whom  I  had  the  honor  to 
dine.     What  other  repasts  Sir  George  Thrum  ma3*  have  e 
what  assemblies  of  men  of  mere  science  he  may  have  invited 
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to  give  their  opinion  regarding  his  prodigy,  what  other  editors 
of  papers  he  may  have  pacified  or  rendered  favorable,  who 
knows?  On  the  present  occasion,  we  did  not  quit  the  dinner- 
table  until  Mr.  Slang  the  manager  was  considerably  excited  by 
wine,  and  music  had  been  heard  for  some  time  in  the  drawing- 
room  overhead  during  our  absence.  An  addition  had  been 
made  to  the  Thrum  party  by  the  arrival  of  several  persons  to 
spend  the  evening,  —  a  man  to  p'lay  on  the  violin  between  the 
singing,  a  youth  to  play  on  the  piano,  Miss  Ilorsman  to  sing 
with  Mrs.  Walker  and  other  scientific  characters.  In  a  corner 
sat  a  red-faced  old  lady,  of  whom  the  mistress  of  the  mansion 
took  little  notice ;  and  a  gentleman  with  a  royal  button,  who 
blushed  and  looked  exceedingly  modest. 

"  Hang  me  ! "  says  Mr.  Bludyer,  who  had  perfectly  good 
reasons  for  recognizing  Mr.  Woolsey,  and  who  on  this  day 
chose  to  assume  his  aristocratic  air;  "there's  a  tailor  in  the 
room !  What  do  they  mean  by  asking  me  to  meet  trades- 
men ?  " 

"Delancy,  my  dear,"  cries  Slang,  entering  the  room  with 
a  reel,  "how's  your  precious  health?  Give  us  your  hand! 
When  are  we  to  be  married?  Make  room  for  me  on  the  sofa, 
that's  a  duck  !  " 

"Get  along,  Slang,"  says  Mrs.  Crump,  addressed  by  the 
manager  by  her  maiden  name  (artists  generally  drop  the  title 
of  honor  which  people  adopt  in  the  world,  and  call  each  other 
by  their  simple  surnames) — "get  along,  Slang,  or  I'll  tell 
Mrs.  S. !  "  The  enterprising  manager  replies  b}'  sportively 
striking  Mrs.  Crump  on  the  side  a  blow  which  causes  a  givat 
giggle  from  the  lady  insulted,  and  a  most  good-humored  threat 
to  box  Slang's  ears.  I  fear  very  much  that  Morgiana's  mother 
thought  Mr.  Slang  an  exceedingly  gentlemanlike  and  agreeable 
person  ;  besides,  she  was  eager  to  have  his  good  opinion  of 
Mrs.  Walker's  singing. 

The  manager  stretched  himself  out  with  much  gracefulness 
on  the  sofa,  supporting  two  little  dumpy  legs  encased  in  var- 
nished boots  on  a  chair. 

"  Ajax,  some  tea  to  Mr.  Slang,"  said  my  lady,  looking 
towards  that  gentleman  with  a  countenance  expressive  of  sorno 
alarm,  I  thought. 

"That's  right,  Ajax,  my  black  prince!"  exclaimed  Slang, 
when  the  negro  brought  the  required  refreshment ;  ' k  and  now 
I  suppose  you'll  be  wanted  in  the  orchestra  yonder.  Don't 
Ajax  play  the  cymbais,  Sir  George?" 

44  Ha,  ha,  ha!  very  good  —  capital!"  answered  the  knight, 
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exceedingly  frijihlcin d  :  ••  !>ut  ours  is  not  a  nn'/ffuri/  band. 
Mi-->  HI  Hainan.  .Mr.  (raw.  my  dear  .Mi-.  RwObSWillg,  .shall 
we  Infill  tin-  trio?  .Silence,  neiitlemen.  it'  \mi  pli-a-«-.  it  is  a 
little  piece  from  my  opera  <-f  tin-  •  Ki  -j-ai..  i '-  Blidt*1  Mi^ 
I  logman  takes  tin-  Page'fl  part.  .Mr.  (  raw  i>,  stiletto  tin-  1 
and,  my  accomplished  pupil  is  th  "  and  UK-  iun>i.- 

began. 

-  /  -  1, 

"  My  heart  with  joy  Is  beating, 
,  My  eyes  with  tears  are  dim; 


HIT  heart  with  joy  is  heating, 
IK  r  eyes  are  nxe<l  on  him ; 


"  The  Briyand. 
1  My  heart  with  rage  is  beating, 

ID  bl'M.il  my  eyeballs  swim!" 


What  may  have  been  the  merits  of  the  music  or  the  singing, 
I,  of  course,  cannot  guess.  Lady  Thrum  sat  opposite  the  tea- 
nips,  nodding  her  head  and  l»eatiim  time  vm  uravely.  ! 
IxonndtmuTs.  l»y  her  side.  n«dded  lii^  head  t<><>.  for  a  while, 
and  then  fell  asleep.  I  should  have  done  the  same  but  for  the 
manager,  whose  actions  were  worthy  of  remark.  !!«•  -an^ 
with  all  the  three  singers,  and  a  great  deal  louder  than  any  of 
them;  lie  shouted  bravo!  or  hissed  as  he  thought  proper;  he 
criticised  all  the  points  of  .Mrs.  Walker's  person.  *' She'll  d«>. 
Crump,  she'll  do-— a  splendid  arm  —  you'll  see  her  eyes  in  the 
shilling  «rallcrv  •  What  sort  of  a  foot  has  she?  She's  live 
three,  i!'  she's  an  inch!  Bravo  —  slap  up  —  capital  — 
hurra!"  and  he  concluded  by  sayiiiir.  with  the  aid  of  the 
UavenswiiiLi.  he  would  put  Ligonier's  nose  out  of  joint ! 

The  enthusiasm  of  .Mr.  Slang  almost  reconciled  Lady  Thrum 
to  the  abruptness  of  his  manners,  and  even  caused    Si:   ' 
to  forget  that  his  chorus  had  been  interrupted  by  the  obstn 
oils  familiarity  of  the  mana-. 

••  And  what  do  y,nt  think.  Mr.  Blndyer."  said  the  tailor, 
delighted  that,  his  />r»f,://i'i'  should  be  thus  winning  all  hearts, 
4k  isn't  Mrs.  \\  alker  a  lip-top  singer,  eh. 

k-  I  think  she's  a  very  bad  one.  Mr.  Woolsey : "  said  tin- 
illustrious  author,  wishing  to  abbreviate  all  communications 
with  a  tailor  to  whom  he  owed  forty  pounds. 

Then,  sir."  taya  Mr.  Wool>ey.  fiercely,  "  I'll  —  I'll  thank 
you  to  pay  me  my  little  bill :  '' 
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It  is  true  there  was  no  connection  between  Mrs.  Walker's 
singing  and  Woolsey's  little  bill;  that  the  "  Then,  sir,"  was 
perfectly  illogical  on  Woolsey's  part ;  but  it  was  a  very  happy 
hit  for  the  future  fortunes  of  Mrs.  Walker.  Who  knows  what 
would  have  come  of  her  debut  but  for  that  u  Then,  sir,"  and 
whether  a  "smashing  article"  from  the  Tomahawk  might  not 
have  ruined  her  for  ever? 

"  Are  you  a  relation  of  Mrs.  Walker's?"  said  Mr.  Bludyer, 
in  reply  to  the  augiy  tailor. 

"What's  that  to  you,  whether  I  am  or  not?"  replied 
Woolsey,  fiercely.  "  But  I'm  the  friend  of  Mrs.  Walker,  sir; 
proud  am  I  to  say  so,  sir ;  and,  as  the  poet  says,  sir,  '  a  little 
learning's  a  dangerous  thing,'  sir ;  and  1  think  a  man  who 
don't  pay  his  bills  may  keep  his  tongue  quiet  at  least,  sir,  and 
not  abuse  a  lady,  sir,  whom  everybod}'  else  praises,  sir.  You 
shan't  humbug  me  any  more,  sir ;  you  shall  hear  from  my 
attorney  to-morrow,  so  mark  that!" 

"  Hush,  my  dear  Mr.  Woolsey,"  cried  the  literary  man, 
44  don't  make  a  noise  ;  come  into  this  window :  is  Mrs.  Walker 
really  a  friend  of  yours  ?  " 

"  I've  told  you  so,  sir." 

"Well,  in  that  case,  I  shall  do  my  utmost  to  serve  her; 
and,  look  }rou,  Woolsey,  any  article  you  choose  to  send  about 
her  to  the  Tomahawk  I  promise  you  I'll  put  in." 

"  Will  you,  though?  then  we'll  say  nothing  about  the  little 
bill." 

"  You  may  do  on  that  point,"  answered  Bludyer,  haughtily, 
"exactly  as  you  please.  I  am  not  to  be  frightened  from  my 
duty,  mind  that ;  and  mind,  too,  that  I  can  write  a  slashing 
article  better  than  any  man  in  England  :  I  could  crush  her  by 
ten  lines." 

The  tables  were  now  turned,  and  it  was  Woolsey's  turn  to 
be  alarmed. 

"  Pooh  !  pooh  !  I  was  angry,"  said  he,  "  because  you  abused 
Mrs.  Walker,  who's  an  angel  on  earth  ;  but  I'm  very  willing  to 
apologize.  I  sa}r  —  come  —  let  me  take  your  measure  for  some 
new  clothes,  eh!  Mr.  B.?" 

"  I'll  come  to  your  shop,"  answered  the  literary  man,  quite 
appeased.  "  Silence  !  they're  beginning  another  song." 

The  songs,  which  I  don't  attempt  to  describe  (and,  upon, 
my  word  and  honor,  as  far  as  /  can  understand  matters,  1 
believe  to  this  day  that  Mrs.  Walker  was  only  an  ordinary 
singer),  —  the  songs  lasted  a  great  deal  longer  than  I  liked; 
but  I  was  nailed,  as  it  were,  to  the  spot,  having  agreed  to  sen 
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at  Knightsbridge  ban-arks  with   Fitz-Uree,  whose  carriage  wa» 

,>rdcred  at  eleven  o'elo.-k. 

••  My  dear  Mr.  Fit/-I'.o<.dl<  ."  -aid  our  old  host  to  me, 
can  «lo  me  the  grcate-t  WTVioe  in  tin-  world." 

"  Speak,  sir!  "  said  1. 

••  Will  von  a-k  your  honorable  and  gallant  friend,  the  Cap- 
tain, to  drive  home  Mr.  Squinny  to  li»-ompt. 

••  Can't  Mr.  >«ininny  get  a  cab?  " 

Sir  George  looked  particularly  arch.  <  ••  i  •  r.-ilship,  my 
dear  young  friend, — ft  little  harmlcx  generalship.  Mr. 
Squinny  will  not  give  much  for  /////  opinion  of  my  pupil,  but  he 
will  value  verv  hiirhlv  the  opinion  of  tin-  Honorable  Mr.  Fit/ 

Urn 

For  a  moral  man.  was  not  the  little  knight  a  clever  fellow? 
He  had  bought  Mr.  Squinny  fora  dinner  worth  ten  shillings, 
and  for  a  ride  in  a  carriage  with  a  lord's  son.  Squinny  was 
carried  to  Hrompton,  and  set  down  at  his  aunt's  door,  delighted 
with  his  new  friends,  and  exceedingly  sick  with  a  cigar  they 
had  made  him  smoke. 


CHAPTER  VITI. 

IN    WHICH   MR.    WALKER   SHOWS   GREAT  PRUDENCE    AND    FOR- 
BEARANCE. 

TIM  describing  of  all  these  persons  does  not  advance  Morgi- 

ana's  story  much.  But,  perhaps,  some  country  readers  are  not 
acquainted  with  the  class  of  persons  by  whose  printed  opinions 
they  are  ^nidcd.  and  are  simple  enough  to  imagine  that  mere 
merit  will  make  a  reputation  on  the  stage  or  elsewhere.  The 
making  of  a  theatrical  success  is  a  much  more  complicated  and 
cm-ions  thing  than  such  persons  fancy  it  to  be.  Immense  are 
the  pains  taken  to  get  a  good  word  from  Mr.  This  of  the  Star, 
or  Mi.  That  of  tin-  .  to  propitiate  the  favor  of  the  critic 

<>f  the  day.  and  get  the  editors  of  the  metropolis  into  a  good 
humor, — above  all,  to  have  the  name  of  the  person  to  be 
pulled  perpetually  before  the  public.  Artists  cannot  l>e  adver- 
tised like  Macassar  oil  or  blacking,  and  they  want  it  to  the  ftlll 
as  much  ;  hence  endless  ingenuity  must  be  practiced  in  order 
to  keep  the  popular  attention  a\\ake.  Suppose  a  great  actor 
from  London  to  \N  ind>or,  the  Brentford  Champion  must 
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state,  that  "  Yesterday  Mr.  Bla/es  and  suite  passed  rapidly 
through  our  city  ;  the  celebrated  comedian  is  engaged,  we  hear, 
at  Windsor,  to  give  sonic  of  his  inimitable  readings  of  our 
great  national  bard  to  the  ntnsf  i//i(stri<»/s  audience  in  the  realm." 
This  piece  of  intelligence  the  Hammersmith  <  ttwrver  will  ques- 
tion the  next  week,  as  thus:  —  k'A  contemporary,  the  Brent- 
ford Champion,  says  that  Blazes  is  engaged  to  give  Shakspearean 
readings  at  Windsor  to  '  the  most  illustrious  audience  in  the 
realm.'  We  question  this  fact  very  much.  We  would,  indeed, 
that  it  were  true  ;  but  the  most  illustrious  audience  in  the  realm 
prefer /bm^rw  melodies  to  the  native  wood-notes  wild  of  the  song- 
bird of  Avon.  Mr.  Blazes  is  simply  gone  to  Eton,  where  his 
son.  Master  Massinger  Blazes,  is  suffering,  we  regret  to  hear, 
under  a  severe  attack  of  the  chicken-pox.  This  complaint 
(incident  to  youth)  has  raged,  we  understand,  with  frightful 
virulence  in  Eton  School." 

And  if,  after  the  above  paragraphs,  some  London  paper 
chooses  to  attack  the  folly  of  the  provincial  press,  which  talks 
of  Mr.  Blazes,  and  chronicles  his  movements,  as  if  he  were  a 
crowned  head,  what  harm  is  done?  Blazes  can  write  in  his  own 
name  to  the  London  journal  and  say  that  it  is  not  his  fault  if 
provincial  journals  choose  to  chronicle  his  movements,  and  that 
he  was  far  from  wishing  that  the  afflictions  of  those  who  are 
dear  to  him  should  form  the  subject  of  public  comment,  and  be 
held  up  to  public  ridicule.  "  We  had  no  intention  of  hurting 
the  feelings  of  an  estimable  public  servant,"  writes  the  editor  ; 
44  and  our  remarks  on  the  chicken-pox  were  general,  not  per- 
sonal. We  sincerely  trust  that  Master  Massinger  Blazes  has 
recovered  from  that  complaint,  and  that  he  may  pass  through 
the  measles,  the  whooping-cough,  the  fourth  form,  and  all  other 
diseases  to  which  youth  is  subject,  with  comfort  to  himself,  and 
credit  to  his  parents  and  teachers."  At  his  next  appearance 
on  the  stage  after  this  controversy,  a  British  public  calls  for 
Blazes  three  times  after  the  play  ;  and  somehow  there  is  sure  to 
be  some  one  with  a  laurel-wreath  in  a  stage-box,  who  flings  that 
chaplet  at  the  inspired  artist's  feet. 

I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  before  that  debut  of  Morgiana, 
the  English  press  began  to  heave  and  throb  in  a  convulsive 
manner,  as  if  indicative  of  the  near  birth  of  some  great  thing. 
For  instance,  you  read  in  one  paper,  — 

"Anecdote  of  Karl  Maria  Von  Weber.  — When  the  author  of  Oberon  was 
In  England,  he  was  invited  by  a  noble  duke  to  dinner,  and  some  of  the 
most  celebrated  of  our  artists  were  assembled  to  meet  him.  The  signal  be- 
ing given  to  descend  to  the  salle-a-manyer,  the  German  composer  wai  invited 
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by  his  noble  host  f;i  bachelor)  to  Ir.i«I  the  it  not  the  fashion   in 

your  country,'  -aid  In •,  -imply,  '  for  the  man  of 

tin-  tirst  place  '      li,  !••  i*  our  whose  genius  . -ntiile-  linn  to  t>.    tirst  anywhere.' 

And,  M>  ca\ini:,  he  pointi  '1  to  our  a<lniirahli 

Thrum.     The  two  mi.-  >•  friend-   to   th-'   last,  and 

still    the    identical    p"  t,  which  the  author  of  the   /  ruschutz  gare 

him." — ']'/i>   Moon  i  morning  paper),  'Jd  June. 

tf/.aMMfMWr.— SfarOeOfft  Thrum  has  in  his  possession  the 
score  of  an  air,  the  words  from  .<»;///.>•./,  A-innmifs,  an  autograph  of  the  late 

revered  monarch.      We  hear  that  that  excellent  compose!    has  in  stoi 
u>  not   only  an  opera,   hut  a    pupil,   with    uh<>~  Km   ineriu  the 

•  iir  ari.stocnicy  are  already  familiar."  —  Ibid.  June  6. 

"  Music  irith  a   }'»nifr,ii,ri .  —  Tlie  march  1  tho  40th 

and  7;")th  regiments  ru-died  up  tin-  IM  -elehrated 

air  from   /  hy  our  fa 

F.nu'lish  composer.  Sir  ( ieor^i-  Thrum.  Marshal  Da  \oust  said  that  the 
French  line  never  stood  \\hen  that  air  was  performed  to  the  charge  of  the 
bayonet.  We  hear  the  veteran  mn-icjan  has  an  opera  now  about  to  ap- 
pear, and  iia\e  no  doubt  that  '  </  will  now,  UH  then,  show  it* 
.superiority  over  ail  foreign  opponents."  —  Albion. 

"We  have  been  accused  ,,f  preferrini:  tin- /.rW»//V  of  the  Arangtr  to  th» 
talent  of  our  own  natr  but  tho-e  uh«,  vp,  ak  so,  little  know  Uf 

We  are  fiiiintii-i  ,••  i  wherever  it  b.  MIK-  merit  dai»t  cbiqm 

IHH/S  dn  inoinl, .  What  do  we  say  ?  /.  ••  fvini  de  txiyg,  as  Napoleon 

said,  .in.l  Sir  (iror^c  Thrum  ((''hevalier  de  1'ord  liant  et  Chateau, 

de  1'anainai  is  a  maestro  who-e  fame  «/./»•  rafte. 

"We  have  just  heard  the  |..-.  .\hose  rare  qualities  the  cava- 

/iere  has  bn.u-ht  to  perfection,  —  We  have  h.  ard  Tin  I,' \\I\SWIHO 

(/xnirijiioi  cm-fur  mi  until  i/nr  t!iiin>iu  an   \  ature    more 

beautiful  ami  yif  b| ned  before  dans  nos  clunats.     She  sang  the 

delicious  duet  (>f  the  '  Nabucodonos(,re.'  with  Count  I'izricato  with  a  M- 
Ksza,  a  arena  ';at  excited  in  the  bosom  of  the  audience  a  cor- 

ri-spdinliiii:  '/o  was   exquisite,   though   we   confess  we 

thou-ht  the  concludiog^Mtvra  in  the  passage  in  y  flat  a  leetle,  a  very  lee- 
tie  si»;-nf(i.  Surely  the  words, 

'  Giorno  d'orrore, 
Delire,  dolore, 
Nabucodonosore,' 

should  bo  pivcn  avdantp,  and  not  «•..»  strepito:  but  this  is  afaute  6i'en  Itqfrrt  In 
tho  mid-t  of  such  unrivalh-d  excellence,  and  only  mentioned  here  that  we 
may  have  M<//<<7/<//></  to  criti 

••  We  hear  that  the  enterprising  impmorio  of  one  of  the  royal  theatre* 
has  made  an  eim.'iu'  incut  with  the  Diva;  and,  if  we  have  a  rejrret.it  is  that 
she  should  be  compelled  to  sini:  in  the  unfortunate  language  of  our  rude 
northern  clime,  which  does  not  prltar  it-elf  m  ar  so  well,  to  the  /«*•<•,,  of  the 
canttitri,-,  as  do  the  mellitluous  a«-i-i-nts  of  the  Linjrua  Toscana,  the  Umyttt 
par  excellence  of  song. 

"  The  Ravenswing's  voice  is  a  magnificent  contra-basso  of  nine  octmret. 
Ac.  —  Fkwert  tf  Fathion,  June  10 


218  MEN'S   WIVES. 

"Old  Thrum,  the  composer,  is  bringing  out  an  opera  and  a  pupil.  The 
!>pera  is  good,  the  pupil  first-rate.  The  opera  will  do  much  more  than  com- 
pete with  the  infernal  twaddle  and  disgusting  slip-slop  of  Donizetti,  and 
the  milk-and-water  fools  who  imitate  him  :  it  will  (and  we  ask  the  readers 
of  the  Tomahawk,  were  we  EVER  mistaken  ?)  surpass  all  these;  it  is  (food, 
of  downright  Knglislj,  stuff.  The  airs  are  fresh  and  pleasing,  the  choruses 
large  and  noble,  the  instrumentation  solid  and  rich,  the  music  is  carefully 
written.  We  wish  old  Thrum  and  his  opera  well. 

"  His  pupil  is  a  SURE  CARD,  a  splendid  woman,  and  a  splendid  singer. 
She  is  so  handsome  that  she  might  sing  as  much  out  of  tune  as  Miss  Li  Bo- 
nier, and  the  public  would  forgive  her ;  and  sings  so  well,  that  were  she  as 
ugly  as  the  aforesaid  Ligonier,  the  audience  would  listen  to  her.  The  K;i~ 
venswing,  that  is  her  fantastical  theatrical  name  (her  real  name  is  the  same 
with  that  of  a  notorious  scoundrel  in  the  Fleet,  who  invented  the  Panama 
swindle,  the  Pontine  Marshes'  swindle,  the  soap  swindle — how  are  you  ojf 
for  soap  nou),  Mr.  W-lk-r  ? )  —  the  Ra venswing,  we  say,  will  do.  Slang  has 
engaged  her  at  thirty  guineas  per  week,  and  she  appears  next  month  in 
Thrum's  opera,  of  which  the  words  are  written  by  a  great  ass  with  some 
talent  —  we  mean  Mr.  Mulligan. 

"  There  is  a  foreign  fool  in  the  Flowers  of  Fashion  who  is  doing  his  best 
to  disgust  the  public  by  his  filthy  flattery,  'it  is  enough  to  make  one  sick. 
Why  is  the  foreign  beast  not  kicked  out  of  the  paper  ?  "  —  The  Tomahawk, 
June  17. 

The  three  first  "anecdotes"  were  supplied  by  Mulligan  to 
his  paper,  with  many  others  which  need  not  here  be  repeated  : 
he  kept  them  up  with  amazing  energy  and  variety.  Anecdotes 
of  Sir  George  Thrum  met  you  unexpectedly  in  queer  corners  of 
country  papers :  puffs  of  the  English  school  of  music  appeared 
perpetually  in  "notices  to  correspondents"  in  the  Sunday 
prints,  some  of  which  Mr.  Slang  commanded,  and  in  others 
over  which  the  indefatigable  Mulligan  had  a  control ,  This  youth 
was  the  soul  of  the  little  conspiracy  for  raising  Morgiana  into 
fame  :  and  humble  as  he  is,  and  great  and'  respectable  as  is  Sir 
George  Thrum,  it  is  my  belief  that  the  Ravenswing  would  never 
have  been  the  Ravenswing  she  is  but  for  the  ingenuity  and 
energy  of  the  honest  Hibernian  reporter. 

It  is  only  the  business  of  the  great  man  who  writes  the  lead- 
ing articles  which  appear  in  the  large  type  of  the  daily  papers 
to  compose  those  astonishing  pieces  of  eloquence ;  the  other 
parts  of  the  paper  are  left  to  the  ingenuity  of  the  sub-editor, 
whose  duty  it  is  to  select  paragraphs,  reject  or  receive  horrid 
accidents,  police  reports,  &c.  ;  with  which,  occupied  as  he  is 
in  the  exercise  of  his  tremendous  functions,  the  editor  himself 
cannot  be  expected  to  meddle.  The  fate  of  Europe  is  his  prov- 
ince ;  the  rise  and  fall  of  empires,  and  the  great  questions  ol 
State  demand  the  editor's  attention  :  the  humble  puff,  the  para- 
graph about  the  last  murder,  or  the  state  of  the  crops,  or  the 
sewers  in  Chancery  Lane,  is  confided  to  the  care  of  the  sub. ,' 
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and  it  is  curious  to  see  what  a  prodigious  number  of  Irishmen 
<  \i-t  among  tin-  s-ub-editors   of  London.      When   tin-    Liberator 
enumerates  tli-   -<rvices  of  his   countrymen,  how  the 
Kontcnoy  was  won  by  the  IrNi  Brigade,  how  the  battle  of  \\ 
loo  would  have  !>(•<  ii  lost  litit  !'o|-  tin-    IrUh    ivjimenN.  aii-l   enu- 
merate^ other  ads  for  which  we  an-  indebted  to  .Milesian  heroism 
and  genius,      -h-  ought  at  least  to  mention  the  IrNi  I 
tin-  |>rcss.  ami  tin-  a  ma/ing  services  they  do  to  this  count  r\  . 

Tin-  truth  i>,  tin-  Irisli  reporter-  aii«l  >«>Mi<-r>  appear  to  do 
then-  duty  ri-jht  well  ;  ami  my  frit-mi  .Mi.  Mulligan  is  OIK-  of  the 
fonner.  Having  the  inteiv>t  >  « •!'  his  «»prra  ai.-l  the  r!a\enswiug 
stroiiLilx  at  In-art,  ami  ln-in^  amount  his  lnvtliivn  an  exceed- 
ingly popular  fellow,  he  inan:me,|  matters  so  that  never  a  day 
pa-^-d  l.iit  soiur  paraur:iph  appeared  >oiuewheic  regarding 
the  new  Mii^rr.  in  whom,  for  their  cniuiln  man's  sake,  all  bis 
brothers  and  suU-editors  frit  an  interest. 

These  pull's,  destined  to  mnke  known  to  all  the  world  the 
merits  of  the  Kavenswin^.  of  eoursr  had  an  eilret  upon  a  gen- 
tleman very  closely  eonm-cted  with  that  lady,  the  respectable 
prisoner  in  tho  Fleet,  Captain  Walker.  As  long  as  he  received 
his  weekly  two  guineas  from  Mr.  Woolsey,  and  the  occasional 
half-crowns  which  his  wife  could  >pare  in  her  almost  daily  visits 
to  him,  he  had  never  troubled  himself  to  inquire  what  her  pur- 
suits were,  and  had  allowed  her  (though  the  worthy  woman 
longed  with  all  her  might  to  betray  herself)  to  keep  her  secret. 
He  was  far  from  thinking  indeed,  that  his  wife  would  prove 
such  a  treasure  to  him. 

Hut  when  the  voice  of  fume  and  the  columns  of  the  public 
journals  brought  him  eai-h  day  some  new  story  regarding  the 
ni'-iits.  genius,  and  beauty  of  the  Ravenswing;  when  rumors 
reached  him  that  she  was  the  favorite  pupil  of  Sir  George 
Thrum  ;  \\hen  she  brought  him  live  guineas  after  singing  at  the 
11  Philharmonic"  i other  live  the  good  soul  had  spent  in  purchas- 
ing >oine  >mart  new  cockades,  hats,  cloaks,  and  laces,  for  her 
little  SOID;  when,  finally,  it  was  said  that  Slang,  the  great 
manager,  oil'ered  her  an  engagement  at  thirty  guineas  per  week, 
Mr.  Walker  became  exceedingly  interested  in  his  wife's  proceed- 
ings. <.f  which  he  demanded  from  her  the  fullest  explanation. 

Using  his  marital  authority,  he  absolutely  forbade  Mrs. 
Walker's  appearance  on  the  public  stage  ;  he  wrote  to  Sir 
(Jeorge  Thrum  a  letter  expre>M\v  of  his  highest  indignation  that 
negotiations  so  important  should  ever  have  been  commenced 
without  Ins  authorization  ;  and  !u-  wrote  to  his  dear  Slang  (for 
these  gentlemen  were  very  intimate,  and  in  the  course  of  hia 
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transactions  us  an  agent  Mr.  W.  had  had  many  dealings  with 
Mr.  S.)  asking  his  clear  Slang  whether  the  latter  thought  his 
friend  Walker  would  be  so  green  as  to  allow  his  wife  to  appear 
on  the  stage,  and  he  remain  in  prison  with  all  his  debts  on  his 
head  ? 

And  it  was  a  curious  thing  now  to  behold  how  eager  -those 
very  creditors  who  but  yesterday  (and  with  perfect  correctness) 
had  denounced  Mr.  Walker  as  a  swindler ;  who  had  refused  to 
come  to  any  composition  with  him,  and  had  sworn  never  to  re- 
icase  him ;  how  they  on  a  sudden  became  quite  eager  to  come 
to  an  arrangement  with  him,  and  offered,  nay,  begged  and 
prayed  him  to  go  free,  —  only  giving  them  his  own  and  Mrs. 
Walker's  acknowledgment  of  their  debt,  with  a  promise  that  a 
part  of  the  lady's  salary  should  be  devoted  to  the  payment  of 
the  claim. 

44  The  lady's  salary  !  "  said  Mr.  Walker,  indignantly,  to  these 
gentlemen  and  their  attorneys.  "  Do  you  suppose  I  will  allow 
Mrs.  Walker  to  go  on  the  stage?  —  do  you  suppose  I  am  such 
a  fool  as  to  sign  bills  to  the  full  amount  of  these  claims  against 
me,  when  in  a  few  months  more  I  can  walk  out  of  prison-  with- 
out paying  a  shilling?  Gentlemen,  }'ou  take  Howard  Walker 
for  an  idiot.  I  like  the  Fleet,  and  rather  than  pay  I'll  stay  here 
for  these  ten  years." 

In  other  words,  it  was  the  Captain's  determination  to  make 
some  advantageous  bargain  for  himself  with  his  creditors  and 
the  gentlemen  who  were  interested  in  bringing  forward  Mrs. 
Walker  on  the  stage.  And  who  can  say  that  in  so  determining 
he  did  not  act  with  laudable  prudence  and  justice? 

41  You  do  not,  surely,  consider,  my  very  dear  sir,  that  half 
the  amount  of  Mrs.  Walker's  salaries  is  too  much  for  my  im- 
mense trouble  and  pains  in  teaching  her?"  cried  Sir  George 
Thrum  (who,  in  reply  to  Walker's  note,  thought  it  most  prudent 
to  wait  personally  on  that  gentleman).  *4  Remember  that  I  am 
the  first  master  in  England ;  that  I  have  the  best  interest  in 
England ;  that  I  can  bring  her  out  at  the  Palace,  and  at  every 
concert  and  musical  festival  in  England ;  that  I  am  obliged  to 
teach  her  every  single  note  that  she  utters ;  and  that  without 
me  she  could  no  more  sing  a  song  than  her  little  baby  could 
walk  without  its  nurse." 

44 1  believe  about  half  what  you  say,"  said  Mr.  Walker. 

44  My  dear  Captain  Walker!  would  you  question  my  integ- 
rity? Who  was  it  that  made  Mrs.  Millington's  fortune, — the 
celebrated  Mrs.  Millington,  who  has  now  got  a  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  ?  Who  was  it  that  brought  out  the  finest  tenor  in 
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Europe,  Popplcton?  Ask  tin-  musical  world,  a^k  those  great 
artistH  them-cUcx.  and  they  will  tell  you  tin  \  puta- 

tioii,  their  fortune,  to  Sir  (  .cor^e  Thrum." 

•'  It  is  very  likely,"  replied  the  Captain.  OOoUj,  ;  are 

a  good  nia-ter.  1  dare  say.  .sir  <  •  l»ut  I  am   no< 

article  Mrs.  Walkei •  \<>  yon   for  three    \cars,  and   ML-II    her 
clcs  in  tin-  Fleet.       Mis.  \\  alker  shan't  sing  till  I'm  a  fie.-  man, 
that's  Mat  :    it'  I  stay  here  till  \oifre  dead  she  shan't." 

"Gracious  powers,  sir!"  exclaimed   8  urc,  *'  do  y>\i 

expect  me  to  pay  your  debts?" 

M  Ye-,  old  boy,"  answered  the  Captain,  --and  to  «j've  me 
somethiiiLr  h:indsomc  in  hand,  too  :  and  thaf>  my  ultimatum: 
and  s,,  I  wi>h  y<ui  .uood  iKorniiiu.  for  I'm  «  to  play  a 

match  at  tennis  hclow." 

This  little  interview  exceedingly  frightened  the  worthy  kniidit, 
who  went  home  to  his  lady  in  a  delirious  state  of  alarm   « 
sioiied  l»y  the  audacity  of  Captain  Walker. 

Mr.  Slant's  interview  with  him  was  scarcely  more  satisfac- 
tory, lie  owed,  he  said,  four  thousand  pounds.  .  litOrt 
mii-ht  In-  hroii^ht  to  com|)ound  for  tiv«-  sliillings  in  the  pound. 
He  would  not  consent  to  allow  his  wife  to  make  a  single  engage- 
ment until  the  creditors  \\eiv  sati-lud.  and  until  he  had  a  hand- 
some sum  in  hand  to  begin  the  world  with.  ••  Cnle>s  my  wife 
comes  out.  you'll  l>e  in  tin-  Gazette  yourself,  you  know  you  will. 
So  you  may  take  her  or  leave  her,  as  you  think  lit." 

"  Let  her  sing  one  night  as  a  trial,"  said  Mr.  Slang. 

44  If  she  sings  one  night,  the  creditors  will  want  their  money 
in  full."  replied  the  Captain.  l<  I  shan't  let  her  labor,  poor 
thing,  for  the  profit  of  those  scoundrels  !"  added  the  prisoner, 
with  much  frrling.  And  Slang  left  him  with  a  much  greater 
rvspcct  for  Walker  than  he  had  ever  before  possessed.  He  was 
struck  with  the  g:  llantry  of  the  man  who  could  triumph  over 
misfortunes,  nay.  make  misfortune  itself  an  nigim- «>f  g'>nd  luck. 

Mrs.  Walker  was  instructed   in-tantly  to  have  ;  sore 

throat.  The  journals  in  Mr.  Slang's  interest  deplored  this 
illness  pathetically;  while  the  papers  in  the  interest  of  the 
opposition  theatre  magnified  it  with  great  malice.  '-The  new 
smgcr,"  said  <>ne.  M  the  great  wonder  which  Slang  promised  us, 
i-  as  hoaisc  as  a  mrm/"  k-Dr.  Thorax  pronounces,"  wrote 
another  paper.  M  that  the  quinsy,  which  ha-  suddenly  prostrated 
Mrs.  Kavrnswing.  w  hose  sin^ini: 'at  the*  1  'hi  lharmonic,'  previous 

to  her  appearance  at  the  *  T.  U ,'  excited  so  much  appl 

has  destroyed  the  lady's  voice  f.-r  ever.  WY  luckily  need  DO 
other  prima  donna,  when  that  place,  as  nightly  thousands  ac 
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knowledge,  is  held  by  Miss  Ligonier."  The  Looker-on  said, 
"That  although  sonic  well-informed  eontemporaries  had  declared 
Mrs.  W.  Ravenswing's  complaint  to  be  a  quinsy,  others,  on 
whose  authority  they  could  equally  reljT,  had  pronounced  it  to 
be  a  consumption.  At  ail  events,  she  was  in  an  exceedingly 
dangerous  state ;  from  which,  though  we  do  not  expect,  we 
heartily  trust  she  may  recover.  Opinions  differ  as  to  the  merits 
of  this  lady,  some  saying  that  she  was  altogether  inferior  to 
.Miss  Ligonier,  while  other  connoisseurs  declare  the  latter  lady 
to  be  by  no  means  so  accomplished  a  person.  This  point,  we 
fear,"  continued  the  Looker-on,  u  can  never  now  be  settled  ; 
unless,  which  we  fear  is  improbable,  Mrs.  Ravenswing  should 
ever  so  far  recover  as  to  be  able  to  make  her  debut ;  and  even 
then,  the  new  singer  will  not  have  a  fair  chance  unless  her 
voice  and  strength  shall  be  fully  restored.  This  information, 
which  we  have  from  exclusive  resources,  nia}"  be  relied  on," 
concluded  the  Looker-on,  "  as  authentic." 

It  was  Mr.  Walker  himself,  that  artful  and  audacious  Fleet 
prisoner,  who  concocted  those  very  paragraphs  against  his 
wife's  health  which  appeared  in  the  journals  of  the  Ligonior 
party.  The  partisans  of  that  lady  were  delighted,  the  creditors 
of  Mr.  Walker  astounded,  at  reading  them.  Even  Sir  George 
Thrum  was  taken  in,  and  came  to  the  Fleet  Prison  in  consid- 
erable alarm. 

"  Mum's  the  word,  my  good  sir  !  "  said  Mr.  Walker.  "Now 
is  the  time  to  make  arrangements  with  the  creditors." 

Well,  these  arrangements  were  finally  made.  It  does  not 
matter  how  many  shillings  in  the  pound  satisfied  the  rapacious 
creditors  of  Morgiana's  husband.  But  it  is  certain  that  her 
voice  returned  to  her  all  of  a  sudden  upon  the  Captain's  release. 
The  papers  of  the  Mulligan  faction  again  trumpeted  her  perfec- 
tions ;  the  agreement  with  Mr.  Slang  was  concluded  ;  that  witn 
Sir  George  Thrum  the  great  composer  satisfactorily  arranged  ; 
and  the  new  opera  underlined  in  immense  capitals  in  the  bills, 
and  put  in  rehearsal  with  immense  expenditure  on  the  part  of 
the  scene-painter  and  costumier. 

Need  we  tell  with  what  triumphant  success  the  "Brigand's 
Bride  "  was  received  ?  All  the  Irish  sub-editors  the  next  morn- 
ing took  care  to  have  such  an  account  of  it  as  made  Miss  Ligo- 
nier and  Baroski  die  with  envy.  All  the  reporters  who  could 
spare  time  were  in  the  boxes  to  support  their  friend's  work. 
All  the  journeymen  tailors  of  the  establishment  of  Linsey. 
Woolsey,  and  Co.,  had  pit  tickets  given  to  them,  and  applauded 
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with  all  their  nii^ht.     All  Mr.  Walker's  friends  of  the  •    !; 
Club*  lined   tin-  MII«--|M»\«^   with   white   kid  glove-*  ;    and   in   a 
little   l>»>\    by    thfin-elve-   sat    Mi>.    (  rump   ami    Mr.    W<>. 
a    'jivat   deal    to.>    iniieh    agitated  to  applaud — so  agitated,  that 
\\    olse)   even   foriM    to   Mini:   down  the  /><>u</u,(  he  had  lirought 
for  the  K'avens\\ini:. 

But    there   was   no   lark   of   those   horticultural   ornam< 
The  theatre  servants  wheeled  away  a  wheelbarrow-full  (\\hieh 
were   llnnu;  ou   the   Ma^e  the  next  ni-ht  <»\  er  again)  ;   and  Mor- 
giana   blushing,  panting,  weeping,  wa^   l.-d   off  l.\   Mr.  I'opple- 
ton,  the  einineiit   tenor,  who  had  crowned  her  with  one  of  the 

inovt  conspicuous  of  the  chapletS. 

line  >he  (lew  to  her  husband,  and  flung  her  arms  round  \\\^ 
neck.  He  was  Hirting  behind  tin-  -jd»  •--.•cnes  with  Madenn  .i^-llt 
Flicllac.  \\lio  had  been  dancing  in  the  divert  i-«eiin-nt  ;  and  ua- 
probably  the  only  man  in  the  theatre  of  thoe  \\h<>  witnessed 
the  enibi-ar,-  that  did  not  care  for  it.  Kven  Slang  was  affected, 
and  said  with  perfect  sincerity,  that  he  wished  he  had  been  in 
Walker's  place.  The  manager's  fortune  was  made,  at  least  for 
the  season.  He  acknowledged  so  much  to  Walker,  who  took 
a  week's,  salary  for  his  wife  in  advance  that  \er\  night. 

There  was.  as  usual,  a  grand  supper  in  the  green-room. 
The  terrible  Mr.  liludyer  appeared  in  a  new  coat  of  the  well- 
known  Woolsey  cut.  and  the  little  tailor  himself  and  Mrs. 
(rump  were  not  the  least  happy  of  the  party.  But  when  the 
lia \ens\vinj;  took  Woolsey's  hand,  and  said  she  never  would 
have  been  there  but  for  him,  Mr.  Walker  looked  vei 
and  hinted  to  her  that  she  must  not,  in  her  position,  encourage 
the  attentions  of  persons  in  that  rank  of  life.  "  I  shall  pay," 
said  he.  proudly,  "  every  farthing  that  is  owing  to  Mr.  Woolsey, 
and  shall  employ  him  for  the  future.  But  you  understand,  my 
love,  that  one  cannot  at  one's  own  table  receive  one's  own 
tailor." 

Slang  proposed  Morgiana's  health  in  a  tremendous  speech, 
which  elicited  cheers,  and  laughter,  and  sobs,  such  as  <  n!y 
managers  have  the  art  of  drawing  from  the  theatrical  gentlemen 
and  ladies  in  their  employ.  It  was  observed,  e-peeially  amoiiL' 
the  chorus-singers  at  the  bottom  of  the  table,  that  their  t-niot  ion 
was  intense.  They  had  a  meeting  the  next  day  and  voted  a 
piece  of  plate  to  Adolphus  Slang,  Esq.,  for  his  eminent  services 
in  the  cause  of  the  drama. 

Walker  returned  thanks  for  his  lady.  That  was,  he  said, 
the  proudest  moment  of  his  life.  He  was  proud  to  think  that 
he  had  educated  her  for  the  stage,  happy  to  think  that  hit 
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sufferings  had  not  been  in  vain,  and  that  his  exertions  in  her 
It-half  were  crowned  with  full  success.  In  her  name  and  his 
own  he  thanked  the  company,  and  sat  down,  and  was  once 
more  particularly  attentive  to  Mademoiselle  Flicflac. 

Then  came  an  oration  from  Sir  George  Thrum,  in  reply  to 
Slang's  toast  to  him.  It  was  very  much  to  the  same  effect  as 
the  speech  by  Walker,  the  two  gentlemen  attributing  to  them- 
selves individually  the  merit  of  bringing  out  Mrs.  Walker.  H'B 
concluded  by  stating  that  he  should  always  hold  Mrs.  Walker 
as  the  daughter  of  his  heart,  and  to  the  last  moment  of  his  life 
should  love  and  cherish  her.  It  is  certain  that  Sir  George  was 
exceedingly  elated  that  night,  and  would  have  been  scolded 
by  his  lad}'  on  his  return  home,  but  for  the  triumph  of  the 
evening. 

Mulligan's  speech  of  thanks,  as  author  of  the  "  Brigand's 
Bride,"  was,  it  must  be  confessed,  extremely  tedious.  It  seemed 
there  would  be  no  end  to  it ;  when  he  got  upon  the  subject  of 
Ireland  especially,  which  somehow  was  found  to  be  intimately 
connected  with  the  interests  of  music  and  the  theatre,  hven 
the  choristers  pooh-poohed  this  speech,  coming  though  it  did 
from  the  successful  author,  whose  songs  of  wine,  love,  and 
battle,  they  had  been  repeating  that  night. 

The  "  Brigand's  Bride"  ran  for  many  nights.  Its  chv,ruses 
were  tuned  on  the  organs  of  the  day.  Morgiana's  airs,  '  The 
Rose  upon  my  Balcony  "  and  "'  The  Lightning  on  the  Cataract'' 
(recitative  and  scena)  were  on  everybod}7's  lips,  and  brought 
so  many  guineas  to  Sir  George  Thrum  that  he  was  encouraged 
to  have  his  portrait  engraved,  which  still  may  be  seen  in  the 
music  shops.  Not  many  persons,  I  believe,  bought  proof  im- 
pressions of  the  plate,  price  two  guineas ;  whereas,  on  the 
contrary,  all  the  young  clerks  in  banks,  and  all  the  fast  young 
men  of  the  universities,  had  pictures  of  the  Ravenswing  in  their 
apartments  —  as  Biondetta  (the  brigand's  bride),  as  Zelyma 
(in  the  "  Nuptials  of  Benares"),  as  Barbareska  (in  the  tk  Mine 
of  Tobolsk"),  and  in  all  her  famous  characters.  In  the  latter 
she  disguises  herself  as  an  Uhlan,  in  order  to  save  her  father, 
who  is  in  prjson  ;  and  the  Ravenswing  looked  so  fascinating 
in  this  costume  in  pantaloons  and  3rellow  boots,  that  Slang  was 
for  having  her  instantly  in  Captain  Macheath,  whence  arose 
their  quarrel. 

She  was  replaced  at  Slang's  theatre  by  Snooks,  the  rhinoce- 
ros-tamer, with  his  breed  of  wild  buffaloes.  Their  success 
was  immense.  Slang  gave  a  supper,  at  which  all  the  company 
burst  into  tears ;  and  assembling  in  the  green-rooin  next  day, 
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they,  ft*  usual,  voted  a  piece  of  plate  to  A  dolphin  Slang,  Esq., 
for  his  (•mint-lit  services  to  tin-  drama. 

In  the  Captain  Machealh  dispute    Mr.    Walker    \\«>uld    have 
had  his  wife  yield;   but   on   tliis  point,   and   !< 
obr\ed  DOT  husband   and    left    the   theatre.      And  \\heii   Walker 
,-ur-ed  her  (according  to  hi*  wont )  for   IXT  aU.niinahle   selti-h- 
md  disregard  of  his  property,  ^he  bur-t  into  tear-  and  said 
she  had  spent  l»nt  twenty  iruineas   on    her-elf  and    baby   during 
tin-  year,  that  II.T  theatrical  dressmaker's  hills  were  yet  mi; 
and  that  she  had  never  a.-ked  him  how  milch   lie   spent  on   that 
odious  iMvnch  r///"/v///v. 

All  this  was  true,  e \eept  a bout  the  French/  Walker, 

as  tin-  lord  and  master.  reCetred  all  M«  n  -i.-nia's  earning,  and 
spent  tin  •  nth-man  should.  II-  .  '  t  dinners 

at  a  eoltai;v  in  the  Keuent's  1'ark  (Mr.  and  Mr-.  Walker  I'm-d 
in  (ireen  Street,  Grosvenor  Sijiian-)-  hi*  pla\e<l  a  jjoml  deal  at 
the  ••  II.  LT'-nt  ;  "  hut  as  to  the  French  ft;/it,<int>-.  it  nni-t  I»e 

L  that  Mrs.  Walker  was  in  a  sad  error:  that  lady  and  the 
Captain  had  parted  IOML:  airo  ;  it  was  Madame  1  >..',;  s  de  Tras- 
os-Montt-s  who  inhabited  the  cottage  in  St.  .John's  Wood  now. 

IJut  if  some  little  errors  of  this  kind  miuht  be  attributable  to 
the  Captain,  on  the  other  hand,  when  his  \\il\-  was  in  the  : 
Incefi,  he  wa>  the  most  attentive  of  husbands  ;  made  all  her 
l.arizain^.  and  iveehed  evrry  shilling  before  he  would  permit  her 
to  sinur  ;i  note.  Thus  he  prevented  her  from  In  in--  cheated, 
as  a  person  of  her  easy  temper  doubtless  would  have  been,  by 
desipiino;  managers  and  needy  OODcerl  They  always 

travelled  with  lour  horses;  and' Walker  was  adored  in  even 
of  the  principal  hotels  in  Knirland.  The  waiters  flew  at  his 
bell.  Thi'  chambermaids  were  afraid  he  was  a  sad  naughty 
man.  and  thought  his  wife  no  >n<-h  Lrr--at  beauty  ;  the  landlords 
preferred  him  to  any  duke.  //'  oever  looked  at  their  bills,  not 
he  :  In  ta<  t  his  income  was  at  least  four  thousand  a  year  for 
some  years  of  his  life. 

Master  WooUcy  Walker  was  put  to  Dr.  Wapshot's seminary, 
whence,  after  many  disputes  on  the  doctor's  part  as  to  getting 
his  half-year's  accounts  paid,  and  after  much  complaint  of  ill- 
treatment  on  tin-  little  boy's  >ide.  he  was  withdrawn,  and  placed 
under  the  care  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  swishtail.  at  Turnham  Green; 
where  all  hi-  bills  are  paid  by  his  godfather,  now  the  head  of 
the  firm  of  Woolsey  and  Co. 

As  a  gentleman.  Mr.   Walker  -till  deeli;  .    h::n  :   I.ut 

he  has  not.  a-  far  as  1  have  heard,  paid  the  sums  of  money 
which  he  threatened  to  refund  ;  and,  as  he  is  seldom  ut  home, 
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the  worthy  tailor  can  come  to  Green  Street  at  his  leisure.  He 
and  Mrs.  Crump,  and  Mrs.  Walker,  often  take  the  omnibus  to 
Brentford,  and  a  cake  with  them  to  little  Woolsey  at  school ; 
to  whom  the  tailor  says  he  will  leave  eveiy  shilling  of  his 
property, 

The  Walkers  have  no  other  children  ;  but  when  she  takes 
her  airing  in  the  Park  she  always  turns  away  at  the  sight  of  a 
low  phaeton,  in  which  sits  a  woman  with  rouged  cheeks  and 
a  great  number  of  over-dressed  children  with  a  French  bonne, 
whose  name,  I  am  given  to  understand,  is  Madame  Dolores  de 
Tras-os-Montes.  Madame  de  Tras-os-Montes  always  puts  a 
great  gold  glass  to  her  eye  as  the  Ravenswing's  carriage  passes, 
and  looks  into  it  with  a  sneer.  The  two  coachmen  used  always 
to  exchange  qiu;er  winks  at  each  other  in  the  ring,  until  Madame 
de  Tras-os-Montes  lately  adopted  a  tremendous  chasseur,  with 
huge  whiskers  and  a  green  and  gold  livery  :  since  which  time 
the  formerly  named  gentlemen  do  not  recognize  each  other. 

The  Ravenswing's  life  is  one  of  perpetual  triumph  on  the 
stage ;  and,  as  every  one  of  the  fashionable  men  about  towrf 
have  been  in  love  with  her,  you  may  fancy  what  a  pretty  char- 
acter she  has.  Lady  Thrum  would  die  sooner  than  speak  to 
that  unhappy  young  woman  ;  and,  in  fact,  the  Thrums  have  a 
new  pupil,  who  is  a  siren  without  the  dangerous  qualities  of 
one,  who  has  the  person  of  a  Venus  and  the  mind  of  a  muse, 
and  who  is  coming  out  at  one  of  the  theatres  immediately. 
Baroski  says,  "  De  liddle  Rafenschwing  is  just  as  font  of  me  as 
effer ! "  People  are  very  shy  about  receiving  her  in  society ! 
and  when  she  goes  to  sing  at  a  concert,  Miss  Prim  starts  up 
and  skurries  off  in  a  state  of  the  greatest  alarm,  lest  ''that 
person  "  should  speak  to  her. 

Walker  is  voted  a  good,  easy,  rattling,  gentlemanly  fellow, 
and  nobody's  enemy  but  his  own.  His  wife,  the}'  say,  is  dread- 
fully extravagant;  and,  indeed,  since  his  marriage,  and,  in 
spite  of  his  wife's  large  income,  he  has  been  in  the  Bencb 
several  times  ;  but  she  signs  some  bills  and  he  comes  out  again, 
and  is  as  gay  and  genial  as  ever.  All  mercantile  speculation! 
he  has  wisely  long  since  given  up  ;  he  likes  to  throw  a  main  of 
an  evening,  as  I  have  said,  and  to  take  his  couple  of  bottles  at 
dinner.  On  Friday  he  attends  at  the  theatre  for  his  wife's 
salary,  and  transacts  no  other  business  during  the  week.  He 
£rows  exceedingly  stout,  dyes  his  hair,  and  has  a  bloated,  purple 
look  about  the  nose  and  cheeks,  very  different  from  that  which 
first  charmed  the  heart  of  Morgiana. 

By  the  way,  Eglantine  has  been  turned  out  of  the  Bower  ol 
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Bloom,  and  now  keeps  a  shop  at  Tim!>nd'4e  Wells.  Going  down 
thither  last  year  without  a  ra/or.  I  a-ke«l  a  fat,  seedy  man,  loll- 
ing in  a  laded  nankeen  jacket  at.  tin-  d«x»r  <•!' a  tawdry  little  shop 
in  the  Pantile-^,  to  >h:ive  me.  lie  saiil  in  reply.  ••  sir,  I  do  not 
practise  in  that  ln-anch  of  the  pn>t'e>si..n  '.  "  and  turned  !>aek  into 
the  little  shop.  It  was  Archibald  K«rl:intine.  lint  in  the  u 
of  his  fortunes,  he  still  has  his  captain'^  uniform,  and  his  grand 
cross  of  the  order  of  the  Elephant  uiul  Ca>tle  «•!'  Panama. 


POSTSCRIPT. 
Q.  FITZ-BOODLE,  ESQ.,  TO  O.   YORKE,  ESQ. 

ZUM  TRIERISCHEN  HOP,  COBLENZ,  July  10,  1843. 

MT  DEAR  YORKE,  —  The  story  of  the  Ravenswing  was  written  a  long 
time  since,  and  I  never  could  account  for  tin-  bad  taste  of  the  publishers  of 
tin-  metropolis  who  refused  it  an  insertion  in  their  various  magazines. 
Tin-  fun  would  never  have  been  alluded  to  but  for  the  following  circum- 
stance :  — 

Onlv  yesterday,  as  I  was  dining  at  this  excellent  hotel,  I  remarked  a 
bald-headed  mmeman  in  a  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons,  who  looked  like 
a  colon.  1  on  half-pay,  and  l»y  his  side  a  lady  and  a  little  boy  of  twelve, 
whom  tin-  gentleman  was  cramming  with  an  amazing  quantity  of  cherries 
and  «  :oiu  old  dame  in  a  wonderful  cap  and  ribbons  was  seated 

by  the  lady1*  side,  and  it  was  easy  to  see  they  were  English,  and  I  thought 
Thud  already  made  their  acquaintance  elsewhere. 

The  younger  of  tin  ladies  at  last  made  a  bow  with  an  accompanying 
Mush. 

"  Surely,"  said  I,  "  I  have  the  honor  of  speaking  to  Mrs.  Ravens- 
win- 

Irs.  WOOLS i  r,  -ir •."  said  the  gentleman;  "my  wife  has  long  since 
left  the  stan«-  :  "  ami  at  this  the  old  lady  in  the  wonderful  cap  trod  on  my 
toes  rery  severely,  ami  nodded  her  head  and  all  her  ribbons  in  a  most  mys- 
terious way.  Piv>enily  the  two  ladies  rose  and  left  the  table,  the  elder  de- 
claring tha't  slu-  heard  "the  baby  crying. 

"  Woolsey  my  dear.  «ro  with  your  mamma,"  said  Mr.  Woolsey,  patting 
tlie  in iy  on  the  head  .  the  young  gentleman  obeyed  the  command, carrying 
off  a  plate  of  macaroons  with  him. 

"  Your  son  is  a  fine  boy,  sir,"  said  I. 

"My  stepson,  sir,"  answered  Mr.  Woolsey;  and  added  in  a  loader 
voice,  "  I  knew  \o'i.  Mr  Kit/ Hoodie,  at  oiu  e.  but  did  not  mention  your 
name  for  fear  of  instating  my  wife.  She  don't  like  to  have  the  memory  of 
i,l  times  renewed,  sir;  her  former  hu>1>and,  whom  you  knew,  Cantain 
Walker,  made  her  very  unhappy.  1!  America,  sir,  of  thu,  1  f-  .u  '' 
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(pointing  to  the  bottle),  "and  Mrs.  W.  quitted  the  stage  a  year  before  I 
quitted  business.     Are  you  going  on  to  \Vi,-sbaden  ?  " 

The}*  went  off  in  their  carriage  that  evening,  the  boy  on  the  box  mak- 
ing1 great  efforts  to  blow  out  of  the  postilion's  tasselled  horn. 

I  am  glad  that  poor  Morgiana  is  happy  at  last,  and  hasten  to  inform 
you  of  the  fact :  I  am  going  to  visit  the  old  haunts  of  my  youth  at  Pum- 
pernickel. Adieu. 

Yours,  G.  F.  ft. 


MR.    AND    MRS.   FRANK    BERRY, 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE    FIGHT   AT   SLAUGHTER    HOU8«. 

I  AM  very  fond  of  reading  about  battles,  and  have  most  of 
KjLrlboiOQgh'l  'UK!  Wellington's  at  my  fingers'  mils;   l>nt    the 
most  tremendous  combat.  I  ever  saw,  and  one  that  interests  me 
to  think  of  moiv  than   Malplacjuct  or  Waterloo  <  \vlii.  h,  1 
way.  has  grown  to  be  a  downright   nuisance,  90  much  do  in. n 
talk    of  it    after  dinner,    prating   most  disgiMin-Jv  about  "the 
I'nisMnns  coining  up."  and  what  not)  —  I  say  tin-  most  tivinrn- 
d«'iis  combat  ever  known  was  that  between  Berry  and  I 
iiown-boy,  which  commenced  in  a.  ct  rlain   place   railed    Middle 
Briars,  situated  in  the  inid^t  of  the  cloi-ters  that  run  alon'_ 
side  of  tlie  playground  of  SlaiiLThter  House  School,  near  Smith- 
field,    London.      It  was  there,   madam,  that   your  Immbl* 
vant   had  the  honor  of  acquiring,  after  is*  labor,   that 

iniinenM    fund   of  classical  knowledge  which  in  after  life  has 

been  so  exceedingly  useful  to  him. 

The  circumstances  of  the  <juarrel  were  these: — Biggs,  the 
i^own-lioy  i  :i    man    who,   in    tho-e  days.  I    thought  was  at 
sevrii    feet    hiiih,  and  was   quite   thunderstruck  to  find   in 
life  that  he  measured  no  more  than  live  feet  four),  was  what  we 
called  "second  cock  "  of  tin-  -,  hool  :   the  liiM  cock  was  a  nival 
big.   iiood-humored.    la/y.    fair-haired    fellow,   Old  Hawkin 
name,  who.  because    he  was   lariic  and  'jood-humoi'ed.  hin' 
body.      Higgs,  ou  the  eontrary.  I  bully:   he  had  half  :i 

do/eu  foga,  and  beat  them  all  unmercifully.     Moreover,  he  had 
a  little  brother,  a  boarder  in  Poik\'s  house,  whom,  as  .1  in 
of  coiir.ve,  he  hated  and  maltreated  worse  than  any  one  . 

Well,  one   day.    because   youiiu    UiLrU-    had   not  brought    his 
brother  his  hoops,  or  had  not  caught  a  ball  at  cricket,  or  foi 
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some  other  equally  good  reason,  Biggs  the  elder  so  belabored 
the  poor  little  fellow,  that  Berry,  who  was  sauntering  by,  and 
saw  the  dreadful  blows  which  the  elder  brother  was  dealing  to 
the  younger  with  his  hockey-stick,  felt  a  compassion  for  the 
little  fellow  (perhaps  he  had  a  jealousy  against  Biggs,  and 
wanted  to  try  a  few  rounds  with  him,  but  that  I  can't  vouch 
for)  ;  however,  Berry  passing  by,  stopped  and  said,  "  Don't 
you  think  you  have  thrashed  the  boy  enough,  Biggs?"  He 
spoke  this  in  a  very  civil  tone,  for  he  never  would  have  thought 
of  interfering  rudely  with  the  sacred  privilege  that  an  upper  boy 
at  a  public  school  always  has  of  beating  a  junior,  especially 
when  they  happen  to  be  brothers. 

The  reply  of  Biggs,  as  might  be  expected,  was  to  hit  young 
Biggs  with  the  hockey-stick  twice  as  hard  as  before,  until  the 
little  wretch  howled  with  pain.  "  I  suppose  it's  no  business  of 
yours,  Berry,"  said  Biggs,  thumping  away  all  the  while,  and 
laid  on  worse  and  worse. 

Until  Berry  (and,  indeed,  little  Biggs)  could  bear  it  no 
longer,  and  the  former,  bouncing  forward,  wrenched  the  stick 
out  of  old  Biggs's  hands,  and  sent  it  whirling  out  of  the  cloister 
window,  to  the  great  wonder  of  a  crowd  of  us  small  boys,  who 
were  looking  on.  Little  boys  always  like  to  see  a  little  com- 
panion of  their  own  soundly  beaten. 

44  There  !  "  said  Berry,  looking  into  Biggs's  face,  as  much  as 
to  say,  "  I've  gone  and  done  it :  "  and  he  added  to  the  brother, 
44  Scud  away,  you  little  thief!  I've  saved  you  this  time." 

"  Stop,  young  Biggs  !  "  roared  out  his  brother  after  a  pause  ; 
44  and  I'll  break  every  bone  in  your  infernal,  scoundrelly  skin  !  " 

Young  Biggs  looked  at  Berry,  then  at  his  brother,  then 
came  at  his  brother's  order,  as  if  back  to  be  beaten  again,  but 
lost  heart  and  ran  away  as  fast  as  his  little  legs  could  carry 
him. 

44  I'll  do  for  him  another  time,"  said  Biggs.  "  Here,  tinder- 
boy,  take  my  coat ;  "  and  we  all  began  to  gather  round  and 
formed  a  ring. 

4t  We  had  better  wait  till  after  school,  Biggs,"  cried  Berry, 
quite  cool,  but  looking  a  little  pale.  "  There  are  onl}-  five 
minutes  now,  and  it  will  take  you  more  than  that  to  thrash 
me." 

Biggs  upon  this  committed  a  great  error;  for  he  struck 
Berry  slightly  across  the  face  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  sa}-- 
ing,  "  You  are  in  a  funk."  But  this  was  a  feeling  which  Frank 
Berry  did  not  in  the  least  entertain ;  for  in  reply  to  Biggs's 
back-hander,  and  as  quick  as  thought,  and  with  till  his  might 
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and  main  — ponu  '  h<-  d«-ii\<  r>  d  a  bl«.\v  upon  old  Kiggs'g  DOM 
t!i:il  made  the  (  Ian  t  spilt,  ami  sent  tin-  -...,ud  ,-,>rL  duwn  to 
tin-  Around  as  if  la-  had  been  .-hot. 

lie  was  up  a-ain,  however,  in   a  minute,  his   Ian-  white  and 
gashed    with  1)1. .0,1,    his   eu-s  ^-hiring,  ajJiaMU   Iped 
I'M  ITV,    meanwhile,    had    taken    his  coat  oil',    and    l»v   this   time 
there   were  gathered   in   the   cloisters,  on    all   the  w  indo\\  -. 
upon   each   other's    shoulders,  one  hundred    and   t\vent\    young 
p-ntl(  UK  n  at  the  \ery  least,  lor  the  HCW8  had  gone  out  through 
the  playground  of  H  a  li-ht  between  Ilerry  ttd 

]>ut  I'.*  try  was  ijiiite  ri^lit  in  his  remark  about  the  propriety 
of  deferring  the  business,  for  at  this  minute  Mr.  Chip,  the 
second  master,  came  down  the  cloisters  goinj;  into  school,  and 
grinned  in  his  <jne.-r  way  as  he  saw  the  st; 
••Molina,  Mi-.  Ji'iLT^s,"  said  he,  ''I  suppose  yn\  have  run 
iipiinst  a  liiiii-er-p.-t."  That  was  the  ivuularjoke  »vith  us  at 
seh. ml,  and  you  may  be  Mire  we  all  laughed  iiearti1 

s  did  when   Mr.   Chip  made  a  joke,  or  anything  like  a 
joke.      M  yoll  11;K1  better  go  to  tin1  pump.  sir.  and  ;jvt  your-.  If 
washed,  and  not  let  Dr.  Uwklr  see  you  in  that  condition.' 
sa\iii-,  .Mr.  (hip  disappeared  to  his  duties  hi  the  under-sehool> 
\\hither  all  we  little  ln»\s  followed  him. 

It  was  NYedne-day.  a  half-lioliday,  as  eve^lxxly  knows,  and 
boiled-b(>el' day  at  Slaughter  House.  I  was  in  tlu-  .->amc  board- 
ini^-hotise  with  I  Jerry,  and  we  all  looked  to  see  whether  he  ate 
a  good  dinner,  just  as  one  would  examine  a  man  who  was 
p. in-  to  be  handed.  I  recollected,  in  after-life,  in  Gennaoiy, 
seeing  :i  friend  who  was  going  to  fight  a  duel,  eat  five  larks 
for  his  breakfast,  and  thought  I  had  seldom  witnessed  greater 
courage.  llerry  :ite  moderately  of  the  boiled  beef — boiled 
child  we  used  to  call  it  at  school,  in  our  elegant,  jocular  way; 
lie  knew  a  -ivat  deal  better  than  to  load  his  stomach  upon  the 
eve  of  sue  h  a  contest  as  was  going  to  take  place. 

Dinner  was  very  soon  over,  and  Mr.  Chip,  who  had  been  all 
the  while  joking  !'»  1 1 y,  and  pressing  him  to  cat,  called  him  up 
into  his  study,  to  the  great  disappointment  of  us  all,  for  we 
thought  he  was  ^ii'mir  to  prevent  the  tljrhl  ;  but  no  such  thing. 
The  Rev.  Kdward  Chip  took  llerry  into  \\\^  study,  and  poured 
him  out  two  (irl:i--e-  «>f  port  wine,  whieh  he  made  him  take  with 
a  biscuit,  ami  patted  him  on  the  back,  and  went  otf.  I  have 
no  doubt  he  wa-  Imping,  like  all  of  us,  to  see  the  battle  ;«but 
etiquette,  yon  know,  forbade. 

When  we  went  out  into  the  green,  Old  Hawkins  was  there 
—  the  great  Hawkins,  the  cock  of  the  school.  1  have  never 
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seen  the  man  since,  but  still  think  of  him  as  of  something  aw- 
ful, gigantic,  mysterious ;  he  who  could  thrush  everybody,  who 
could  beat  all  the  masters :  how  we  longed  for  him  to  put  in  his 
hand  and  lick  Buckle  !  lie  was  ti  dull  boy,  not  very  high  in 
the  school,  and  had  all  his  exercises  written  for  him.  Buckle 
knew  this,  but  respected  him  ;  never  called  him  up  to  read 
Greek  plays;  passed  over  all  his  blunders,  which  were  many; 
let  him  go  out  of  half-holidays  into  t/ie  town  as  he  pleased : 
how  should  any  man  dare  to  stop  him  —  the  great,  calm,  mag- 
nanimous, silent  Strength  !  They  say  he  licked  a  Life-Guards- 
man ;  I  wonder  whether  it  was  Shaw,  who  killed  all  those 
Frenchmen?  no,  it  could  not  be  Shaw,  for  he  was  dead  au 
champ  cThonneur ;  but  he  would  have  licked  Shaw  if  he  had 
been  alive.  A  bargeman  I  know  he  licked  at  Jack  Randall's 
in  Slaughter  House  Lane.  Old  Hawkins  was  too  lazy  to  play 
at  cricket ;  he  sauntered  all  day  in  the  sunshine  about  the 
green,  accompanied  by  little  Tippins,  who  was  in  the  sixth 
form,  laughed  and  joked  at  Hawkins  eternally,  and  was  the 
person  who  wrote  all  his  exercises. 

Instead  of  going  into  town  this  afternoon,  Hawkins  remained 
at  Slaughter  House,  to  see  the  great  fight  between  the  second 
and  third  cocks. 

The  different  masters  of  the  school  kept  boarding-houses 
(such  as  Potky's,  Ghip's,  Wicken's,  Pinney's,  and  so  on),  and 
the  playground  or  "  green,"  as  it  was  called,  although  the  only 
thing  green  about  the  place  was  the  broken  glass  on  the  walls 
that  separate  Slaughter  House  from  Wilderness  Row  and  Gos- 
well  Street  —  (many  a  time  have  I  seen  Mr.  Pickwick  look  out 
of  his  window  in  that  street,  though  we  did  not  know  him  then) 
—  the  playground,  or  green,  was  common  to  all.  But  if  any 
stray  boy  from  Potky's  was  found,  for  instance,  in,  or  entering 
into,  Chip's  house,  the  most  dreadful  tortures  were  practised 
upon  him :  as  I  can  answer  in  my  own  case. 

Fancy,  then,  our  astonishment  at  seeing  a  little  three- foot 
wretch,  of  the  name  of  Wills,  one  of  Hawkins's  fags  (they  were 
both  in  Potky's),  walk  undisma^yed  amongst  us  lions  at  Chip's 
house,  as  the  "  rich  and  rare  "  young  lach'  did  in  Ireland.  We 
were  going  to  set  upon  him  and  devour  or  otherwise  maltreat 
him,  when  he  cried  out  in  a  little  shrill,  impertinent  voice, 
"  Tell  Berry  I  want  him  !  " 

We  all  roared  with  laughter.  Berry  was  in  the  sixth  form, 
and  Wills  or  any  under-boy  would  as  soon  have  thought  o* 
"wanting"  him,  as  I  should  of  wanting  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington. 
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Little  Wills  looked  round  in  nn  imperious  kind  of  way. 
"  Well."  >a\s  In-.  stamping  his  font.  M  do  \  01,  h.-ar:  7V//  lirrry 
f/ntf  II  v\\  KIN"  ir,  nits  //• 


As  for  n-Minir  the  l:i\\  of  I  l:i\\  kin-.  \  on  mi-jlit  as  soon  think 
of  resMini:  iininort:il  .lo\r.  \\.-\-\-\  and  Tohna-h.  who  WHS  to 
l.i-  hi>  bottle-holder,  made  their  appeal  aiice  iininediat.  1\  .  and 
walk'-d  out  mt»>  the  ^iven  where  Ilawkin*  wa-  and. 

with  :m  inv>i->t  ible  audacity  that  only  belonged  to  himself,  in 
the  fact-  of  nature  and  all  tin-  n-jiila:;  lace,  WES 

-inokinu  a  cp_rar.  When  Kerry  and  T<>lmash  found  him,  the 
three  bewail  ^lowly  pacing  up  and  down  in  the  sunshine,  and  we 
little  hoys  watched  them. 

Hawkin>  moved  his  arms  and  hands  every  now  and  then, 
and  was  evidently  laying  down  the  law  about  Itoxinir.  We  saw 
his  lists  dartiiiLT  "lit  every  now  and  then  with  m\  Merlons  swift- 
hittiiiir  "lie.  two,  (jnick  a^  thought.  a>  if  in  the  face  of  an 
adversary  :  now  his  left  hand  went  up.  a-  if  »nunling  his  own 
h.'ad.  now  his  iinnieii-e  i-i-ht  \\<\  dn-adfiilly  Happed  the  air,  as 
if  punishing  lii**  imaginary  opponent's  nii^erahle  ril»^.  Tin-  con- 
\er>ation  lasted  for  siune  ten  minutes,  ahout  which  time  gown- 
boys1  dinner  \\a^  over,  and  we  saw  these  youths  in  their  black, 
horn-buttoned  jackets  and  knee-t.reech.--.  i  —  uini:  from  theirdoor 
in  tin-  cloisters.  Then-  were  no  hoops,  no  cricket-bats,  as  usual 
on  a  half-holiday.  Who  would  have  thought  of  play 
tation  of  >uch  tremendous  sport  as  was  in  store  for  us? 

Towering  amonij  the  «ro\vn-l»oys,  of  whom  he  was  the  head 
and  the  tyrant,  leaning  upon  P>u^lil>y's  arm,  and  followed  at  a 
little  distance  l>y  many  curious,  pale,  awe-stricken  l»oys.  dressed 
in  his  Mack  silk  ^to<-kinu-.  which  he  always  sported,  and  with 
a  crimson  bandanna  tied  round  his  wai-t.  came  BlOO6.  II.- 
nose  was  >wollen  with  the  blow  ^iveii  licfore  school,  but  his 
lla^hed  lire.  He  \\a-  laiiLihinir  ami  >neerinir  with  Bushb}r, 
and  e\identl\  intended  to  make  min<-t-d  meat  of  Berry. 

The  iH-ttinir  U'ljaii  pn-tty  freely  :  the  ln-ts  were  against  poor 
Hern.  Five  to  three  were  olfered  —  in  LIU  .  I  took 

six  to   four  in   raspberry  open   tarts.       The   upper  hoys  ea 
the    tiling    farther   still:    and    I    know  for  a  fact,   thai 
book  amounted  to  four  pound  three  (  but  he  heduyd  a  good  deal  ), 
;ind  Tittery  lost  seventeen  ^hillin^  in  a  single  bet  to  Pitts,  who 
took  the  odds. 

As   Biggs  and  his  party  arrived.  I   heard  Hawkins  say  to 

1  Jerry.  ••  l-'or  heaven*s  sake,  my  boy.  lib  with  your  right,  and 
min.'l  his  1,'ft  //,/«,/.'" 

Middle  liriars  was  voted  to  be  too  confined  a  space  for  the 
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combat,  and  it  was  agreed  that  it  should  take  place  behind  the 
under-school  in  the  shade,  whither  we  all  went.  Hawkins,  with 
his  immense  silver  hunting-watch,  kept  the  time  ;  and  water 
was  brought  from  the  pump  close  to  Notley's  the  pastry-cook's, 
who  did  not  admire  fisticuffs  at  all  on  half-holidays,  for  the 
fights  kept  the  boys  away  from  his  shop.  Gutley  was  the  only 
fellow  in  the  school  who  remained  faithful  to  him,  and  he  sat 
on  the  counter  —  the  great  gormandizing  brute  !  —  eating  tarts 
the  whole  day. 

This  famous  fight,  as  every  Slaughter  House  man  knows, 
lasted  for  two  hours  and  tweiit3*-nine  minutes,  by  Hawkins's 
immense  watch.  All  this  time  the  air  resounded  with  cries  of 
"Go  it,  Berry!"  "Go  it,  Biggs!"  "Pitch  into  him!" 
u  Give  it  him  !  "  and  so  on.  Shall  I  describe  the  hundred  and 
two  rounds  of  the  combat?  —  No  !  —  It  would  occup}'  too  much 
space,  and  the  taste  for  such  descriptions  has  passed  awa}*.* 

1st  round.  Both  the  combatants  fresh,  and  in  prime  order. 
The  weight  and  inches  somewhat  on  the  gown-boy's  side. 
Berry  goes  gallantly  in,  and  delivers  a  clinker  on  the  gown-boy's 
jaw.  Biggs  makes  play  with  his  left.  Berry  down. 

4th  round.  Claret  drawn  in  profusion  from  the  gown-boy'g 
grog-shop.  (He  went  down,  and  had  his  front  tooth  knocked 
out,  but  the  blow  cut  Berry's  knuckles  a  great  deal.) 

15th  round.  Chancery.  Fibbing.  Biggs  makes  dreadful 
work  »vilh  his  left.  Break  awaj*.  Rally.  Biggs  down.  Bet- 
ting still  six  to  four  on  the  gown-boy. 

20th  round.  The  men  both  dreadfully  punished.  Berry 
somewhat  shy  of  his  adversary's  left  hand. 

29th  to  42nd  round.  The  Cliipsite  all  this  while  breaks 
away  from  the  gown-boy's  left,  and  goes  down  on  a  knee.  Six 
to  four  on  the  gown-bo}',  until  the  fortieth  round,  when  the  bets 
became  equal. 

102nd  and  last  round.  For  half  an  hour  the  men  had  stood 
up  to  each  other,  but  were  almost  too  weary  to  strike.  The 
gown-boy's  face  hardly  to  be  recognized,  swollen  and  stream- 

*  As  it  is  very  probable  tbat  many  fair  readers  may  not  approve  of 
the  extremely  forcible  language  in  which  the  combat  is  depicted,  I  beg  them 
to  skip  it  and  pass  on  to  the  next  chapter,  and  to  remember  that  it  ha« 
been  modelled  on  the  Btyle  of  the  very  best  writers  of  the  sporting  papers. 
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m<:  with  blood.     The  Chip>ite  in  :i  similar  condition,  and  .still 
more    punished    about     his    side    from    liis    enenu'r,    left    i 
Hern   Drives   a  hlo\\   at    iiis   adver-ai\'-    face,  and  tails   OYCI 
a-  he  tails. 

The  ^own-buy  can't  come   np  to  time.      Ami    thu>  ended  tho 
ti^lit  of  lid  r\   and  I'.i 


And  what.  pray.  ha-  this  horrid  description  of  a  battle 

a    parcel  uf  sehoulhoys  to  do  with    Men's    II  I'rrg  f 

NVliat  has  it  to  do  with    .!/»•/<'.<    II  <>..«*  —  A  great   deal  mure, 
madam,  than  you  think  for.      Only  ivad  (  hapter  II.,  and 
shall  hear. 


CHAPTER  IF. 

THE    COMBAT    AT   VERSAILLES. 

T  AFTKRWARDS  came  to  be  Berry's  fag,  and,  though  beaten 
by  him  daily,  he  allowed,  of  course,  no  one  else  to  lay  a  hand 

upon  me.  and  I  not,  no  more  tlira>hiiiir  tl>:»n  was  gocxl  for  me. 
Tims  an  intimacy  j^ivw  up  between  us,  and  after  he  left  Shm-ilit.  r 
lion-,,-  .-mil  went  into  the  «lr:i'_r«M)ns.  the  honest  fellow  did  not 
forget  liis  old  friend,  but  actually  made  his  appearance  one  day 
in  the  playground  in  nioiistaclies  and  a  braided  coat,  and  gave 
me  a  -I'M Id  iM-ncil-ca-e  and  a  couple  of 

when  I  took  them,  but  take  them  I  did  ;  and  I  think  the  thing 
I  almost  be>t  recollect  in  my  life,  is  the  sl_i lit  of  Berry  getting 
behind  an  immense  bay  eab-horsr,  which  was  In  Id  by  a  correct 
little  <j,rooin.  and  was  waiting  near  the  school  in  Slaughter 
House  Square,  lie  proposed,  too,  to  have  me  to  "  Long's," 
where  he  was  lodiriujr  for  the  time;  but  this  invitation  was 
refused  on  my  behalf  by  Dr.  IJm-kle.  who  said,  and  possibly 
with  correctness,  that  I  .should  .u'et  little  good  by  spending  my 
holiday  with  Midi  a  scapegrace. 

Once  afterwards   he   came   to   see   me  at  Christ  Church,  and 
we   made   a  show  of  writing  to  one  another,  and   ii 

vs  had  a  hearty  mutual  good-will  ;  and  though  w»-  <li'l  "(jt 
tjuite  burst  into  tears  on  jiartin-j;.  were  yet  quite  happy  \\heii 
oeeasion  threw  us  ttn^cther.  and  s«)  almost  lost  sight  of  each 
other.  I  heard  lately  that  H«  :;;  wns  married,  aad  am  rather 
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ashamed  to  say,  that  I  was  not  so  curious  as  even  to  ask  the 
maiden  name  of  his  lady. 

Last  summer  I  was  at  Paris,  and  had  gone  over  to  Versailles 
to  meet  a  party,  one  of  which  was  a  young  lad}*  to  whom  I 
was  tenderly  ....  But,  never  mind.  The  day  was  rainy, 
and  the  party  did  not  keep  its  appointment  \  and  after  yawning 
through  the  interminable  palace  picture-galleries,  and  then 
making  an  attempt  to  smoke  a  cigar  in  the  Palace  garden  —  for 
which  crime  I  was  nearly  run  through  the  body  by  a  rascally 
sentinel — I  was  driven,  perforce,  into  the  great  bleak,  lonely 
Place  before  the  Palace,  with  its  roads  branching  off  to  all  the 
towns  in  the  world,  which  Louis  and  Napoleon  once  intended  to 
conquer,  and  there  enjoyed  my  favorite  pursuit  at  leisure,  and 
was  meditating  whether  I  should  go  back  to  ' '  Vefour's "  for 
dinner,  or  patronize  my  friend  M.  Duboux  of  the  ;t  Hotel  des 
Reservoirs,"  who  gives  not  only  a  good  dinner,  but  as  dear  a 
one  as  heart  can  desire.  I  was,  I  say,  meditating  these  things, 
when  a  carriage  passed  by.  It  was  a  smart,  low  calash,  with  a 
pair  of  bay  horses  and  a  postilion  in  a  drab  jacket,  that  twinkled 
with  innumerable  buttons,  and  I  was  too  much  occupied  in 
admiring  the  build  of  the  machine,  and  the  extreme  tightness 
of  the  fellow's  inexpressibles,  to  look  at  the  personages  within 
the  carriage,  when  the  gentleman  roared  out  "  Fitz  !  "  and  the 
postilion  pulled  up,  and  the  lad}7  gave  a  shrill  scream,  and  a 
little  black-muzzled  spaniel  began  barking  and  yelling  with  all 
his  might,  and  a  man  with  moustaches  jumped  out  of  the 
vehicle,  and  began  shaking  me  by  the  hand. 

"Drive  home,  John,"  said  the  gentleman:  "I'll  be  with 
you,  my  love,  in  an  instant  —  it's  an  old  friend.  Fitz,  let  me 
present  you  to  Mrs.  Berry." 

The  lady  made  an  exceedingly  gentle  inclination  of  her 
black  velvet  bonnet,  and  said,  "  Pray,  my  love,  remember  that 
it  is  just  dinner-time.  However,  never  mind  me."  And  with 
another  slight  toss  and  a  nod  to  the  postilion,  that  individual's 
white  leather  breeches  began  to  jump  up  and  down  again  in  the 
saddle,  and  the  carriage  disappeared,  leaving  me  shaking  my 
old  friend  Berry  by  the  hand. 

He  had  long  quitted  the  army,  but  still  wore  his  military 
beard,  which  gave  to  his  fair  pink  face  a  fierce  and  lion-like 
look.  He  was  extraordinarily  glad  to  see  me,  as  only  men  are 
glad  who  live  in  a  small  town,  OP  in  dull  compan}7.  There  is 
no  destroyer  of  friendships  like  London,  where  a  man  has  no 
time  to  think  of  his  neighbor,  and  has  far  too  many  friends  to 
care  for  them.  He  told  me  in  a  breath  of  his  marriage,  and 
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how  happy  In-  was,  and  Miaiuht  insisted  that  I  must  come  home 
to  dinner.  :ui'l  tM  more  of  An  to  had  imited  me  her- 

self— didn't   1  hear  tier;' 

"  Mrs.  Berry  asked  you,  Frank  ,  but  1  certainly  did  not  hear 
her  ask  me  !  " 

••  She  "would    not   have    im-nt  i«  >n<  d   tin-   dinner   but    that    .she 
meant   me   to  ask   you.      I    know  she  did."nird    Fra- 
••  And,  besides  —  hani:  it  —  I'm  ma-terof  tin-  ho 
i\oii  sliall.      No  ceremony,  old  boy  —  one  or  t  \\  o  friends  —  snug 
'family  party  —  and   we'll   talk  of  old  times  over  a  bott; 
claret." 

There  did    not  ncem  to  me  to  be  the  sli<j  >n  to 

this  arrangement,  except  that   mybooN  1   my 

coat  of  the  morning  .-oil.  Hut  a>  it  was  »|iiite  impossible  to  go 
to  l':iris  and  back  ngiiin  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  as  a  man 
may  dine  with  perfect,  comfort  to  him>rifi:i  .  Mt,  it  did 

not  oecin  to  me  to  be  partienl.-irly  s<|iieami>h,  or  to  dec-line  an 
old  IViend's  invitation  upon  :i  p-  .  trivial. 

Accordingly  we  walked   to  a  small  lioii^e  in  the  Avenue  de 
I'aiis.  and  were  admitted  first  into  a  small  garden  ornani- 
by  a  grotto,  a  fountain,  and  several  nymphs  in  plaster-of-Paris, 
then   up  a  mouldy  old  steep  stair  into  a  hall,  wliero  a  statue  of 
Cupid   and   another  of  Venus    welcomed    us    with   their  (  : 
simper;  then  through  .  vers  were  laid 

for  MX  ;  and  linally  to  a  little  saloon,  where  Kido  the  dog  began 
to  howl  furiously  according  to  his  wont. 

It  was  one  of  the  old  pavilions  that  had  been  built  for  a 
ph  asure-hoiise  m  the  «:ay  days  of  Versailles,  ornamented  with 
abundance  of  damp  Cupids  and  I  p  It  cornices,  and  old 

mirrors  let  into  the  wall-,  and  <rilded  once,  but  now  painted  a 
din<ry  French  white.  The  long  low  windows  looked  into  the 
court,  where  the  fountain  played  its  cea-eless  dribble,  sur- 
rounded by  numerous  rank  creepers  and  weedy  flowers,  but  in 
'.he  midst  of  which  the  statues  stood  with  tlieir  bases  quite 
moist  and  green. 

I  hate  fountains  and  statues  in  dark,  confined  places:  that 
cheerless,  endless  plashing  of  water  is  the  most  inhospitable 
sound  ever  heard.  The  Mill'  «rrin  of  those  French  it 
ogling  Canova  Graces,  is  by  no  means  more  happy.  I  think. 
than  the  smile  of  a  skeleton,  and  not  so  natural.  Those  little 
pavilion**  in  which  the  old  routs  sported,  were  n«  nit  to 

be  seen  l»\  daylight,  depend  on't.  They  were  lighted  up  with 
a  hundred  \\a\-candles.  and  the  little  fountain  yonder  was 
iiieaiu  onn  to  c.-ol  their  claret.  And  BO,  my  first  impression  of 
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Beny's  place  of  abode  was  rather  a  dismal  one.  However,  1 
heard  him  in  the  s<tllt>-ii-nntnger  drawing  the  corks,  which  went 
off' with  a  cloop,  and  that  consoled  me. 

As  for  the  furniture  of  the  rooms  appertaining  to  the  Berrys, 
there  was  a  harp  in  a  leather  case,  and  a  piano,  and  a  flute-box, 
and  a  huge  tambour  with  a  Saracen's  nose  just  begun,  and  like- 
wise on  the  table  a  multiplicity  of  those  little  gilt  books,  half 
sentimental  and  half  religions,  which  the  wants  of  the  age  and 
of  our  young  ladies  have  produced  in  such  numbers  of  late.  I 
quarrel  with  no  lady's  taste  in  that  way;  but  heigho !  I  had 
rather  that  Mrs.  Fitz-Boodle  should  read  "  Humphrey  Clinker  !  " 

Beside  these  works,  there  was  a  "Peerage"  of  course. 
What  genteel  family  was  ever  without  one  ? 

I  was  making  for  the  door  to  see  Frank  drawing  the  corks, 
and  was  bounced  at  by  the  amiable  little  .black-muzzled  spaniel, 
who  fastened  his  teeth  in  my  pantaloons,  and  received  a  polite 
kick  in  consequence,  which  sent  him  howling  to  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  and  the  animal  was  just  in  the  act  of  performing 
that  feat  of  agility,  when  the  door  opened  and  madame  made 
her  appearance.  Frank  came  behind  her  peering  over  her 
shoulder  with  rather  an  anxious  look. 

Mrs.  Berry  is  an  exceedingly  white  and  lean  person.  She 
has  thick  eyebrows,  which  meet  rather  dangerously  over  her 
nose,  which  is  Grecian,  and  a  small  mouth  with  no  lips  —  a 
sort  of  feeble  pucker  in  the  face  as  it  were.  Under  her  eye- 
brows are  a  pair  of  enormous  e}res,  which  she  is  in  the  habit  of 
turning  constantly  ceiling- wards.  Her  hair  is  rather  scarce, 
and  worn  in  bandeaux,  and  she  commonly  mounts  a  sprig  of 
laurel,  or  a  dark  flower  or  two,  which,  with  the  sham  tour  —  I 
believe  that  is  the  name  of  the  knob  of  artificial  hair  that  many 
ladies  sport  —  gives  her  a  rigid  and  classical  look.  She  is 
dressed  in  black,  and  has  invariably  the  neatest  of  silk  stock- 
ings and  shoes ;  for  forsooth  her  foot  is  a  fine  one,  and  she 
always  sits  with  it  before  her,  looking  at  it,  stamping  it,  and 
admiring  it  a  great  deal.  "  Fido,"  she  says  to  her  spaniel, 
"  you  have  almost  crushed  my  poor  foot ;  "  or,  "  Frank,"  to  her 
husband,  "  bring  me  a  footstool ;  "  or,  "I  suffer  so  from  cold 
in  the  feet,"  and  so  forth  ;  but  be  the  conversation  what  it  will, 
she  is  always  sure  to  put  her  foot  into  it. 

She  invariably  wears  on  her  neck  the  miniature  of  her  late 
father,  Sir  George  Catacomb,  apothecary  to  George  III.  ;  and 
she  thinks  those  two  men  the  greatest  the  world  ever  saw. 
She  was  born  in  Baker  Street,  Portman  Square,  and  that  is 
saying  almost  enough  of  her.  She  is  as  long,  as  genteel,  and 
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as  dreary,  as   that  deadly-lively  place,  and  \    v.a\    <,f 

ornament,    her    papa's    hatchment,    as    it    were,   as    e\> 
Haker  Street  house  lias  taught 

What  induced  such  a  jolly  fellow  as  Frank  1>«  rr\  in  marrv 
Mis>  Angelica  ('ata<-"inb  no  OQ8  can  tell.  He  met  lj,  : 
says,  at  a  ball  at  Hampton  Court,  \\ln-n-  hU  n-iment  was 
quartered,  and  where,  to  this  day,  lives  "her  aunt  Lad\  I'a-h." 
She  alludes  perpetually  in  cmm  r-ation  to  that  celebrated  lady  ; 
and  if  you  look  in  the  "BftroO  io  the  \»  :'  the 

Pasli    family,  you    may    M6    mauu-eript     notes    l.y   Mrs.    Frank 
]>err\,   r»-lativr   to  tin-in   and    her-i-ll.      Thus,  when    \ou    ft 
print  that  Sir  .John  Pa>h  married  Angelica,  daughter  of  (, 
Catai-i.uili.,  in   a   neat    hand    \im    find    wiiltcn,  <( ml  sister  of  the 
/(iff    .S'/V   f,'n,f(/f    ( 'titttcoiitb,    of   linker    >''.  'tare: 

"A.  I»."  follows  of  course.     It  is  a  wonder  how  fond   ! 
are   of  writing  in   hooks  and  signing  their   charming    ini: 

Mrs.  liiifv's  before-mentioned  little  gilt  book  with 

pencil-marks,  or  occasionally   at    the   margin  with  a!  —  ii> 
inti-rjeeJi.ni,  or  the  words  ••  '  .iiid  so  on.      M 

may  l»e   learned   with   rrjrard   to   lovely  woman  by  a  look  a' 
books    >hr    n-ails    in;     and    I    had    gained    no    incon 
knowl'-d-e    of  Mrs.    li.-rry    by    the   ten    minutes   spent    in    tlie 
drawing-room,  while  she  was  at  her  toilet  in  the  adjoining 
chamber. 

11  You  have  often  heard  me  talk  of  George  Fitz,"  says 
Berry,  with  an  appealing  look  to  inadamc. 

kfc  Very  often,"  answered  liis  lady,  in  a  tone  which  clearly 
meant  l<  a  gre::t  deal  too  much."  4k  Pray,  sir,"  continued  she, 
looking  at  my  boots  with  all  her  might,  »4  are  we  to  have  your 
company  at  dinner?" 

"Of  course  you  are,  my  dear:  what  else  do  you  think  he 
came  tor?  You  would  not  have  the  man  go  back  to  Paris  to 
get  his  evening  coat,  would  you?" 

44  At  least,  my  love,  I  hope  you  will  go  and  put  ou  yourt^ 
and  change  those  muddy  boots.     Lady  Pash  will  be  here  in 
live  minutes,  and  you  know  Dobus  is  us  punctual  as  clock- 
work."    Then  turning  to  me  with  a  sort  of  apology  thai 
as  consoling  as  a  box  on  the  ear,  4t  We  have  some  i'riei, 
dinner,  sir,  who  are  rather  particular  persons;  but  I  am  sure 
when   they  hear  that  you  only  came  on  a  sudden  invita 
they  will  'excuse  your  morning  dress.  —  Bah,  what  a  smell  of 
amok 

With  this  speech  madame  placed  herself  majestically  on  a 
sofa,  put  out  her  foot,  called  Fido,  and  relapsed  into  an  icy 
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silence.  Frank  had  long  since  evacuated  the  premises,  with  a 
rueful  look  at  his  wife,  but  never  daring  to  cast  a  glance  at  me. 
I  saw  the  whole  business  at  once  ;  here  was  this  lion  of  a 
fellow  tanii'd  down  by  a  she  Van  Amburgh,  and  fetching  and 
carrying  at  her  orders  at  great  deal  more  obediently  than  her 
little  yowling,  black-muzzled  darling  of  a  Fido. 

I  am  not,  however,  to  be  tamed  so  easily,  and  was  deter- 
mined in  this  instance  not  to  be  in  the  least  disconcerted,  or  to 
show  the  smallest  sign  of  ill-humor :  so  to  renouer  the  conver- 
sation, I  began  about  Lady  Fash. 

"  I  heard  you  mention  the  name  of  Pash,  I  think?"  said  I. 
" 1  know  a  lady  of  that  name,  and  a  very  ugly  one  it  is  too." 

"  It  is  most  probably  not  the  same  person,"  answered  Mrs. 
Berry,  with  a  look  which  intimated  that  a  fellow  like  me  could 
never  have  had  the  honor  to  know  so  exalted  a  person. 

"I  mean  old  Lady  Pash  of  Hampton  Court.  Fat  woman 
—  fair,  ain't  she?  —  and  wears  an  amethj'st  in  her  forehead, 
has  one  eye,  a  blond  wig,  and  dresses  in  light  green?" 

"Lady  Pash,  sir,  is  MY  AUNT,"  answered  Mrs.  Berry  (not 
altogether  displeased,  although  she  expected  money  from  the 
old  lady ;  but  you  know  we  love  to  hear  our  friends  abused 
when  it  can  be  safely  done). 

"Oh,  indeed!  she  was  a  daughter  of  old  Catacomb's  of 
Windsor,  I  remember,  the  undertaker.  They  called  her  hus- 
band Callipash,  and  her  ladyship  Pishpash.  So  you  see, 
madam,  that  I  know  the  whole  family ! " 

"  Mr.  Fitz-Simons  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Berry,  rising,  "  I  am 
not  accustomed  to  hear  nicknames  applied  to  myself  and  my 
family  ;  and  must  beg  you,  when  you  honor  us  with  your  com- 
pany, to  spare  our  feelings  as  much  as  possible.  Mr.  Cata- 
comb had  the  confidence  of  his  SOVEREIGN,  sir,  and  Sir  John 
Pash  was  of  Charles  II. 's  creation.  The  one  was  my  uncle, 
sir,  the  other  my  grandfather ! " 

"My  dear  madam,  I  am  extremely  sorry,  and  most  sin- 
cerely apologize  for  my  inadvertence.  But  }rou  owe  me  an 
apology  too:  my  name  is  not  Fitz-Simons,  but  Fitz-Boodle." 

"What!  of 'Boodle  Hall  — my  husband's  old  friend;  of 
Charles  I.'s  creation?  M}r  dear  sir,  I  beg  you  a  thousand 
pardons,  and  am  delighted  to  welcome  a  person  of  whom  I 
have  heard  Frank  say  so  much.  Frank  1 "  (to  Berry,  who 
soon  entered  in  very  glossy  boots  and  a  white  waistcoat),  "  do 
you  know,  darling,  I  mistook  Mr.  Fitz-Boodle  for  Mr.  Fitz- 
Simons —  that  horrid  Irish  horse-dealing  person  ;  and  I  never, 
never,  never  can  pardon  myself  for  being  so  rude  to  him." 
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The  big  eye-  here  a  — iimed  .-in  .  \pres>ion  that  was  intend, -d 
to  kill   mo  outright  with   kindnrs*.  :    fn.m   bein:r  «-:ilni.  stil. 
sci  veil.    Angelica    Wlddmiy  beCMM   glj,   smilin-.r.   confidential, 
rind  foLitrr.      She  told  me   >he  ha«l  heard    I   was  ft  Bad  • 
and  that  she  intended   to  reform  me,  and  that   1  must  come  and 
.ink  a  -.rival   deal. 

\v.  although  .Mi.  Kit/.-Simon>.  for  whom  I  v.  .en, 

IS  as  low  a  fellow  a-  ever  e;iine  out  o(  Dublin,  and  having  been 
a  captain  in  somebody's  army,  is  now  a  l>laekle<_f  and  horse- 
dealer  by  profexMon  ;  yet  i!'  I  had  brought  him  IHMIK 
Kit /.-Boodle  to  dinner.  I  >hould  have  liked  Car  In  Her  that  that 
imairinarv  ladv  -hould  have  received  him  \\ith  decent  civility, 
and  not  insulted  the  >tranirer  within  her  husband's  gates.  And. 
allhon-h  it  was  drli.irhtfnl  to  l»e  i  ,lly  when 

the  mistake  was  di-<  ,>vei cd.  \.  t  I  found  that  all  Berry's  old 
acquaintances  were  l>y  no  means  so  warmly  welcomed  :  for  an- 
other old  school-chum  [iroently  made  his  appearance,  who  was 
treated  in  a  very  dill'eient  manner. 

This  wa>   no  other  than  poor  Jack  Butts,  who  is  a  sort  of 
small  artist  and   picture-dealer  liy  profession,  and  was  a  day- 
box  at  Slaughter  House  when  we  were  tin-re,  and  very  sen 
aide  in  bringing  in  sausages,  pots  of  pickles,  and  other  an 
of  merchandise,  which  we  could   not  otherwise   procure.     The 
p«.or  fellow  has  been   employed,   seemingly,  in  the  fi am e  office 
of  fetcher  and  carrier  everslBOe;   and  occupied  that  post    for 
Mr*.    Berry.       It    was,    "Mr.    Butts,    have    you    finished  that 
drawing  for  Lady  Path's  album?"  and  Butts  produced  it;  and, 
••  Did  vou  match  the  silk  lor  me  at   Delille's?"  and  there  was 
the   silk,    bought,    no  doubt,    with    the    poor  fellow's   last  live 
francs;   and.  ••  Did  you  go  to  the  furniture-man  in  the  KV 
Jacques;  and  bring  the  canary-seed,  and  call  about  my  shawl 
at  that    odious,  dawdling    Madame   Fichet's ;   and  have   you 
brought    the   iru it ar-»t rings?" 

Butts  hadn't  brought  the  guitar-string:  and  thereupon  Mrs. 
Berry's  countenance  assumed  the  same  terrible  expression 
which  I  had  formerly  remarked  in  it.  and  which  made  me 
tremble  for  Berry. 

My  dear  Angelica."  though  said  he  with  some  spirit, 
44  Jack  Butts  isn't  a  baggage- wagon,  nor  a  Jack-of-all-trades ; 
you  make  him  paint  pictures  for  your  women's  albums,  and 
look  after  your  upholsterer,  and  your  canary-bird,  and 
milliners,  and  turn  rusty  because  he  forgets  your  last  mes- 
sage." 

44 1  did  not  turn  rusty,  Frank,  as  you  call  it  elegantly.      I'm 

16 
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very  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Butts  for  performing  my  commissions 
—  very  much  obliged.  And  as  for  not  paying  for  the  pictures 
to  which  you  so  kindly  allude,  Frank,  /  should  never  have 
thought  of  offering  payment  for  so  paltry  a  service ;  but  I'm 
sure  I  shall  be  happy  to  pay  if  Mr.  Butts  will  send  me  in  hig 
bill." 

"By  Jove,  Angelica,  this  is  too  much!"  bounced  out 
Berry ;  but  the  little  matrimonial  squabble  was  abruptly  ended, 
by  Berry's  French  man  flinging  open  the  door  and  announcing 
MILADI  PASH  and  Doctor  Dobus,  which  two  personages  made 
their  appearance. 

The  person  of  old  Pash  has  been  already  parenthetically 
described.  But  quite  different  from  her  dismal  niece  in  tem- 
perament, she  is  as  jolly  an  old  widow  as  ever  wore  weeds. 
She  was  attached  somehow  to  the  Court,  and  has  a  multiplicity 
of  stories  about  the  princesses  and  the  old  king,  to  which  Mrs. 
Berry  never  fails  to  call  your  attention  in  her  grave,  important 
way.  Lady  Pash  has  ridden  many  a  time  to  the  Windsor 
hounds  ;  she  made  her  husband  become  a  member  of  the  Four- 
in-hand  Club,  and  has  numberless  stories  about  Sir  Godfrey 
Webster,  Sir  John  Lade,  and  the  old  heroes  of  those  times. 
She  has  lent  a  rouleau  to  Dick  Sheridan,  and  remembers  Lord 
Byron  when  he  was  a  sulky,  slim  young  lad.  She  says  Charles 
Fox  was  the  pleasantest  fellow  she  ever  met  with,  and  has  not 
the  slightest  objection  to  inform  }*ou  that  one  of  the  princes 
was  ver\T  much  in  love  with  her.  Yet  somehow  she  is  only 
fifty-two  years  old,  and  I  have  never  been  able  to  understand 
her  calculation.  One  day  or  other  before  her  eye  went  out, 
and  before  those  pearly  teeth  of  hers  were  stuck  to  her  gums 
b}'  gold,  she  must  have  been  a  pretty-looking  bod}r  enough. 
Yet  in  spite  of  the  latter  inconvenience,  she  eats  and  drinks 
too  much  every  day,  and  tosses  off  a  glass  of  Maraschino  with 
a  trembling  pudg}*  hand,  ever}r  finger  of  which  twinkles  with  a 
dozen,  at  least,  of  old  rings.  She  has  a  story  about  every  one 
of  those  rings,  and  a  stupid  one  too.  But  there  is  always 
something  pleasant,  I  think,  in  stupid  family  stories :  they  are 
good-hearted  people  who  tell  them. 

As  for  Mrs.  Muchit,  nothing  need  be  said  of  her :  she  is 
Pash's  companion,  she  has  lived  with  Lady  Pash  since  the 
peace.  Nor  does  my  lady  take  any  more  notice  of  her  than 
of  the  dust  of  the  earth.  She  calls  her  "poor  Muchit,"  and 
considers  her  a  half-witted  creature.  Mrs.  Berry  hates  her 
cordially,  and  thinks  she  is  a  designing  toad-eater,  who  has 
formed  a  conspiracy  to  rob  her  of  her  aunt's  fortune.  She 
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never  spoke  a  word  to  poor  Muchit  during  the  whole  of  dinner, 
or  offered  to  help  her  to  anything  on  the  table. 

In  respect   to   Dobus,  he  ix   :m   «.|<l    lYniiiMilar  man.  as  yon 
nrv  made  to   know  before    von  have  been  very  IOIILT   in    hi->  • 
panv  ;   and,  like  most  anin   stir'jeons.  U  a  <_rr«'at  deal  more  mill- 
tary  in    his  looks  ;md   ronversation.  than  tin-  rotn'-aiant    pari  «•: 
the  forces.      He  has  adopted  tin-   sham- 1  >uke-of- Wellington  air. 
which  is  liy  no  means  uncommon  in  veteran^:   and   thon<j!. 
of  the   ea>ieM    and   softest    fellows   in    <  \i-!<  i.  ks   >lowlv 

and  briefly,  and  raps  out  an  oath  or  two  occasionally,  &K  it  is 
said  a  certain  great  captain  dO66.  lie-ides  the  above,  we  sat 
down  to  table  with  Captain  (lull',  latent'  the-  —Highlanders; 
the  Kev.  Lemuel  Whey,  who  preaches  at  St.  (icrmain-:  little 
Cutl'T,  and  the  Frenchman,  who  always  trill  he  at  KnglNi  par- 
ties <»n  the  Continent,  and  who.  after  making  BOOM  frightful 
efforts  to  speak  Kn^lish.  snl.>id«-N  and  is  heanl  of  no  more. 
YoiniL,r  marrird  ladi---  and  heads  of  families  p-neralh  have  him 
for  the  purpose  ,,f  wall/in^,  .'ind  in  return  h»-  informs  his  friends 
of  the  club  or  the  cafe  that  he  has  made  the  rompiest  of  a 
tnante  Anglaise.  Listen  to  me,  all  family  men  who  read  tin-  ! 
and  never  let  an  unmarried  Frenchman  into  your  doors. 
leet nre  alone  is  worth  the  price  of  the  hook.  H  is  not  that  they 
do  any  harm  in  one  case  out  of  a  thousand,  heaven  forbid  !  but 
they  mean  harm.  They  look  on  our  Susannahs  with  unholy, 
dishonest  eyes*  Hearken  to  two  of  the  irrimiini:  m^ues  chat- 
tei-iiiLT  together  as  they  clink  over  the  a-phalte  of  the  llniil- 
with  lacquered  boots,  and  plastered  hair,  and  waxed  mous- 
taches, and  turned-down  shirt-collars,  and  stays  and  goggling 
eye*  and  hear  how  they  talk  of  a  good,  simple,  giddj',  \ 
dull  Baker  Street  creature,  and  canvass  her  points,  and  show 
her  letters,  and  insinuate  —  never  mind,  but  I  tell  you  my  soul 
grows  angry  when  I  think  of  the  same;  and  1  can't  hear  of  an 
Kn::lishwom:m  marrying  a  I'Yenchraan,  without  feeling  a  sort 
of  shame  and  pity  for  her.* 

To  return  to  'the  guests.  The  Uev.  Lemuel  Whey  is  a  tea- 
partv  man.  with  a  curl  on  his  forehead  and  a  scented  pocket- 
handkerchief.  He  ties  his  \\hite  neck-cloth  to  a  wonder,  and  I 


*  Every  person  who  lias  lived  abroad,  can,  of  course,  point  out  a  score 
of  hononMC  rxrrptions  to  tlu-  case  above  hinted  at,  and  knows  many  surli 
ui.iops  in  which  it  is  the  Frenchman  who  honors  the  English  lady  by  mar- 
rying her.  But  it  must  be  reuu'rnbeivd  that  marrying  in  France  means 
commonly  fortune-hunt in<i :  and  as  for  the  resjnvt  in  which  marriage  is  held 
in  France,  let  all  th.  French  novels  in  M.  Rolandi's  library  be  perused  bj 
those  who  wish  to  come  to  a  decision  upon  the  question. 
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believe  sleeps  in  it.  He  brings  his  flute  with  him  ;  and  prefers 
Handel,  of  course  ;  but  has  (Hie  or  two  pet  profane  songs  of  the 
sentimental  kind,  and  will  occasionally  lift  up  his  little  pipe  in 
a  glee.  He  does  not  dance,  but  the  honest  fellow  would  give 
the  world  to  do  it;  and  In-  loaves  his  clogs  in  the  message, 
though  it  is  a  wonder  he  wears  them,  for  in  the  muddiest 
weather  he  never  has  a  speck  on  his  foot.  He  was  at  Si 
John's  College,  Cambridge,  and  was  rather  gay  for  a  term  or 
two,  he  says.  He  is,  in  a  word,  full  of  the  milk-and-watei  of 
human  kindness,  and  his  family  lives  near  IIackne}T. 

As  for  Goff,  he  has  a  huge,  shining,  bald  forehead,  and 
immense  bristling,  Indian-red  whiskers.  He  wears  white  wash- 
leather  gloves,  drinks  fairly,  likes  a  rubber,  and  has. a  t>torv  for 
after  dinner,  beginning,  "Doctor,  ye  racklackt  Sandy  M;Lel- 
lan,  who  joined  us  in  the  West  Indies.  Wai,  sir,"  &c.  These 
and  little  Cutler  made  up  the  party. 

Now  it  may  not  have  struck  all  readers,  but  any  sharp  fel- 
low conversant  with  writing  must  have  found  out  long  ago,  that 
if  there  had  been  something  exceedingly  interesting  to  narrate 
with  regard  to  this  dinner  at  Frank  Berry's,  I  should  have  come 
out  with  it  a  couple  of  pages  since,  nor  have  kept  the  public 
looking  for  so  long  a  time  at  the  dish-covers  and  ornaments  of 
the  table. 

But  the  simple  fact  must  now  be  told,  that  there  was  nothing 
of  the  slightest  importance  occurred  at  this  repast,  except  that 
it  gave  me  an  opportunity  of  studying  Mrs.  Berry  in  many  dif- 
ferent ways  ;  and,  in  spite  of  the  extreme  complaisance  which 
she  now  showed  me,  of  forming,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  a  most 
unfavorable  opinion  of  that  fair  lady.  Truth  to  tell,  I  would 
much  rather  she  should  have  been  civil  to  Mrs.  Muchit,  than 
outrageously  complimentary  to  your  humble  servant ;  and,  as 
she  professed  not  to  know  what  on  earth  there  was  for  dinner, 
would  it  not  have  been  much  more  natural  for  her  not  to  frown, 
and  bob,  and  wink,  and  point,  and  pinch  her  lips  as  often  as 
Monsieur  Anatole,  her  French  domestic,  not  knowing  the  ways 
of  English  dinner-tables,  placed  an}'thing  out  of  its  due  order? 
The  allusions  to  Boodle  Hall  were  innumerable,  and  I  don't 
know  any  greater  bore  than  to  be  obliged  to  talk  of  a  place 
which  belongs  to  one's  elder  brother.  Manjr  questions  were 
likewise  asked  about  the  dowager  and  her  Scotch  relatives,  the 
Plumduffs,  about  whom  Lad}7  Pash  knew  a  great  deal,  having 
seen  them  at  court  and  af  Lord  Melville's.  Of  course  she  had 
seen  them  at  court  and  at  Lord  Melville's,  as  she  might 
have  seen  thousands  of  Scotchmen  besides  ;  but  what  mattered 
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it  to  mo,  who  ran-  not  :i  jot   for  old  Lad\   !  ilo?      •'  When 

you  write,  you'll   say  y>\\  m.-i  .-in  old   fr;. 

n\.    and    I     faithfully    •>  i    1    would    when    I 

wrote  ;  but  it'  tin-   N.-v. 

(&a  very  po—  ibly  it  will  >oon  ,  I  DOOM  DOl  '»,-  bribed  to  >cnd  9 
line  to  old  Lady  Kit/.. 

In    a    w<»rd    I    found    that    I'M-ITN  .    lik.  lows 

before  him.  had  made  choi--,-  of  an  imperious.  ill-humored.  and 
underbred    female   for  a   wit'.-,  and  could   B6Q    with   half  uii 
that  hf  was  a  urivat  deal  t(»<>  much  ln-r  ill 

The  MruirLi'N1  was  n<.t  01  BF  yet  .  ho\\c\.  v.      Witness  fcl 
rneonnter  Itefore  dinner;   and   our.  .-Mow 

replied  rather  smartly  during  tin-  rej.a-l.  taking  6§| 
atone  as  much  a-  po>MMe  for  his  wi: 
Mrs.  Mnehit,  l»y  particular  attention  t«>';i 
he  helpe«l  to  everythini:-  round  al'otit  an-1  pressed  perpetnaJ 
ehainpauiK1  ;   he  drank   luit    little  himst  If.  for  his  ami;. 
we  wa-  <-on>tantly  fixed  on  him. 

JuM    at    the   <-onclnsion  of  the  dessert,   rnndamo,   who   had 
bnni/<:t/  lierry  during  dinner-time,  becani-  larly  jrra- 

to  her  lord  and  master,  and  tenderly  asked  me  if  I  did  not  think 
the  French  custom  was  a  good  one,  of  men  leaving  table  with 
the  ladies. 

••  t'pon   my   word,   ma'am,"  says   I,   "  I  think  it's  a  most 
aliominahle  pr:,cli<v." 

44  And  so  do  I."  says  Cutler. 

"A  most  abominable  practice!     Do  you  hear  thai  ?"  cries 
Berry,  lauirliinjj;.  and  lillinir  his  glass. 

.  1  rank,  when  we  are  alone  you  always  come  to 
the  drawing-room."  replies  the  lady,  sharply. 

"0  when   we're  alone,  darling,"  sa)T9  Berry,  blush* 

inu::   ••  but  now    we're  not  alone  —  ha,  ha  !     Anatole,  dn 


11  Tin  sure  they  sat  after  the  ladies  at  Carlton  House  ;  didn't 
they.  Lady  Pash?"  says  Dobus,  who  likes  his  glass. 

••  7'//</Mliey  did  !  "  says  my  lady,  giving  him  a  jolly  nod. 

••  1  racUla<-ki."  exclaims  ('aptain  Goff,  44  when  I  was  in  the 
Mauritius  that  Mestress  MacWhirter,  who  commandetl  the 
Saxty-Sackond,  u>ed  to  say,  4  Mac,  if  ye  want  to  get  lively, 
ye'll  Hot  stop  for  more'  than  two  hours  after  the  leddies 
laft  ye  :  if  ye  want  to  get  drunk,  ye'll  just  dine  at  the  mass.' 
So  u  see,  Mestress  Harry,  what  was  Mac's  allowance  —  haw, 
haw  !  Mrstcr  Whey.  I'll  trouble  ye  for  the  o-lives." 

But  although  we  were  in  a  clear  majority,  that  indomitable 
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woman,  Mrs.  Berry,  determined  to  make  us  all  as  uneasy  as 
possible,  and  would  take  the  votes  all  round.  Poor  Jack,  of 
course,  sided  with  her,  and  Whey  said  he  loved  a  cup  of  tea 
and  a  little  music  better  than  all  the  wine  of  Bordeaux.  As 
for  the  Frenchman,  when  Mi-s.  Berry  said,  u  And  what  do  you 
think,  M.  le  Vicomte?" 

"Vat  you  speak?"  said  M.  de  Blagueval,  breaking  silence 
for  the  first  time  during  two  hours;  "vase  —  eh?  to  me  you 

,          »        ,.  **  •* 

speak  ? 

' '  Apry  deeny,  aimy-voo  ally  avec  les  dam  ?  " 

44  Comment  avec  les  dames  ?" 

"Ally  avec  les  dam  com  a  Parry,  ou  resty  avec  les  Messew  com 
on  Onglyterre?" 

"Ah,  madame !  vous  me  le  demandez?"  cries  the  little 
wretch,  starting  up  in  a  theatrical  wa}',  and  putting  out  his 
hand,  which  Mrs.  Berry  took,  and  with  this  the  ladies  left  the 
room.  Old  Lady  Pash  trotted  after  her  niece  with  her  hand  in 
Whey's,  very  much  wondering  at  such  practices,  which  were 
not  in  the  least  in  vogue  in  the  reign  of  George  III. 

Mrs.  Berry  cast  a  glance  of  triumph  at  her  husband,  at  the 
defection  ;  and  Berry  was  evidently  annoyed  that  three-eighths 
of  his  male  forces  had  left  him. 

But  fancy  our  delight  and  astonishment  when  in  a  minute 
they  all  three  came  back  again  ;  the  Frenchman  looking  entirely 
astonished,  and  the  parson  and  the  painter  both  very  queer.  The 
fact  is,  old  downright  Lady  Pash,  who  had  never  been  in  Paris 
in  her  life  before,  and  had  no  notion  of  being  deprived  of  her 
usual  hour's  respite  and  nap,  said  at  once  to  Mrs.  Berry,  k-  My 
dear  Angelica,  you're  surely  not  going  to  keep  these  three  men 
here?  Send  them  back  to  the  dining-room,  for  I've  a  thousand 
things  to  say  to  you."  And  Angelica,  who  expects  to  inherit 
her  aunt's  property,  of  course  did  as  she  was  bid  ;  on  which 
the  old  lady  fell  into  an  easy-chair,  and  fell  asleep  immediately, 
—  so  soon,  that  is,  as  the  shout  caused  by  the  reappearance  or 
the  three  gentlemen  in  the  dining-room  had  subsided. 

I  had  meanwhile  had  some  private  conversation  with  little 
Cutler  regarding  the  character  of  Mrs.  Berry.  "  She's  a  regu- 
lar screw,"  whispered  he;  "a  regular  Tartar.  Berry  shows 
fight,  though,  sometimes,  and  I've  known  him  have  his  own 
way  for  a  week  together.  After  dinner  he  is  his  own  master, 
and  hers  when  he  has  had  his  share  of  wine :  and  that's  why 
she  will  never  allow  him  to  drink  any." 

Was  it  a  wicked  or  was  it  a  noble  and  honorable  thought 
which  came  to  us  both  at  the  same  minute,  to  rescue  Berry 


MR.    AND    MKv    FRANK    m.KKY.  247 

from  his  captivity  ?  The  Imdto*,  of  OOQTM,  will  Lri\»-  their  ver- 
dict according  to  their  gentle  natures;  l.ut  1  kn-.w  what  mm 
of  courage  will  think,  ami  by  their  jovial  judgment  will  abi 

We  received,  then,  the  three  1<>-|  sheep  K-i--k  int..  «.iir  inno- 
cent fold  again  with  the  ini»>t  j'»\oii«*  sh-'iitin'.:  and  cheering. 
iade  lierrv  (who  was,  in  truth,  nothing  loth)  order  up  I 
don't  know  how  much  more  claret.  \\  e  ol.lig.-d  the  1-ivnchman 
to  drink  ni'i/i/n'  ////,  and  in  the  roiir-e  of  a  -h<>rt  time  we  h;id 
Moor  \\  hey  in  such  a  stale  of  excitement,  thai  h<  aetnalU  vol- 
'int4-ered  to  sing  :i  >"iig.  which  he  said  he  had  heard  at  some 
very  gay  supper-party  at  Cambridge,  and  which  begins  :  — 

"  A  pye  sat  on  a  pear-tree, 
A  pye  sat  on  a  j><  .n 
A  pye  sat  on  a  IM-.-U 

Heigh-ho,  liei^li  liu,  In  i^h  ho!  " 

Fanry  Mrs.  Tony's  faeo  as  she  looked  in,  in  the  midst  of 
that  bacchanalian  ditty,  when  she  saw  no  less  a  person  than 
the  Kev.  Lemuel  Whey  carolling  it! 

k-  Is  it  yon,  inv  dear?"  erica  I'.rrry,  as  brave  now  as  any 
Tctnichio.  44  Coiiu-  in.  and  sit  down,  and  hear  Whey's  song." 

-•  La.lv  Pa-li  is  a-leep.  l-'rank,"  said  she. 

44  Well,  darling!  that's  the  very  reason.  Give  Mrs.  Bi-rn 
a  u:la-s.  Jaek.  will  yon?" 

M  Would  you  wake  your  aunt,  sir?"  hissed  outmadame. 

"  j\V'v/-  'mind  me,  love!  I'm  awake  and  like  it!1'  fried  tb*; 
veiHial.lc  Lady  Pash  from  the  salon.  "  Sing  away,  gentle- 
men !  " 

At  which  we  all  set  up  an  audacious  cheer;  and  Mrs.  Berry 
flounced  back  to  the  drawing-room,  but  did  not  leave  the  door 
open,  that  her  aunt  might  hear  our  melodies. 

I'M  try  had  by  this  time  arrived  at  that  confidential  stat 
which  a   third  bottle  always  brings  the  well-regulated  mimi ; 
and   he  made   a  clean  confession  to  Cutl.-r  and  mysc 
numerous  matrimonial  annoyances.     He    was  not    allowed    io 
dine   out,  lie  said,   and  but  seldom  to  ask  his  lYU-nds  U) 
him  at,  home,      lie  never  dared  smoke  a  cigar  for   the   ! 
him,  not  even  in  the  stables.     He  spent  the  mornings  dawd- 
ling in  ( ti  i  nal  shops,  the  evenings  at  endless  tea-parties,  or  ID 
reading  poems  or  mi-Monary  tnacts  to  his  wife.     He  was  com- 
pelled to  take  physic  whenever  >he  thoii-nt  he  looked  a  li 
pale,  to  chan-v  his  shoes  ami  stockings  whenever  he  came  in 
from  a  walk/    "  Look  here,"  said  he,  opening  his  chest,  and 
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shaking  his  fist  at  Dobus  ;  ' '  look  what  Angelica  and  that 
infernal  Dobus  have  brought  me  to." 

I  thought  it  might  be  a  flannel  waistcoat  into  which  madame 
had  forced  him :  but  it  was  worse :  I  give  you  my  word  of 
honor  it  was  a  pitch-plaster  ! 

We  all  roared  at  this,  and  the  doctor  as  loud  as  any  one  ; 
but  he  vowed  that  he  had  no  hand  in  the  pitch-plaster.  It  was 
a  favorite  family  remedy  of  the  late  apothecary,  Sir  George 
Catacomb,  and  had  been  put  on  by  Mrs.  Berry's  own  fair 
hands. 

When  Anatole  came  in  with  coffee,  Berry  was  in  such  high 
courage,  that  he  told  him  to  go  to  the  deuce  with  it ;  and  we 
never  caught  sight  of  Lad\r  Fash  more,  except  when,  muffled 
up  to  the  nose,  she  passed  through  the  salle-a-manger  to  go  to 
her  carriage,  in  which  Dobus  and  the  parson  were  likewise  to 
be  transported  to  Paris.  "  Be  a  man,  Frank,"  says  she,  u  and 
hold  your  own  "  —  for  the  good  old  lady  had  taken  her  nephew's 
part  in  the  matrimonial  business  —  "  and  you,  Mr.  Fitz-Boodle, 
come  and  see  him  often.  You're  a  good  fellow,  take  old  one- 
eyed  Callipash's  word  for  it.  Shall  1  take  you  to  Paris  ?  " 

Dear,  kind  Angelica,  she  had  told  her  aunt  all  I  said ! 

"Don't  go,  "George,"  says  Berry,  squeezing  me  by  the 
hand.  So  I  said  I  was  going  to  sleep  at  Versailles  that  night ; 
but  if  she  would  give  a  convoy  to  Jack  Butts,  it  would  be  con- 
ferring a  great  obligation  on  him  ;  with  which  favor  the  old 
lady  accordingly  complied,  saying  to  him,  with  great  coolness, 
"  Get  up  and  sit  with  John  in  the  rumble,  Mr.  Wkat-d'ye-call- 
*im."  The  fact  is,  the  good  old  soul  despises  an  artist  as  much 
as  she  does  a  tailor. 

Jack  tripped  to  his  place  very  meekly;  and  "Remember 
Saturday,"  cried  the  doctor;  and  "  Don't  forget  Thursday," 
exclaimed  the  divine,  —  "a  bachelors'  party,  you  know." 
And  so  the  cavalcade  drove  thundering  down  the  gloomy  old 
Avenue  de  Paris. 

The  Frenchman,  I  forgot  to  say,  had  gone  away  exceedingly 
ill  long  before;  and  the  reminiscences  of  "Thursday"  and 
"Saturday"  evoked  by  Dobus  and  Whey,  were,  to  tell  the 
truth,  parts  of  our  conspiracy :  for  in  the  heat  of  Berry's 
courage,  we  had  made  him  promise  to  dine  with  us  all  round 
en  gar$on;  with  all  except  Captain  Goff,  who  "racklactcd" 
that  he  ^as  engaged  every  day  for  the  next  three  weeks  ;  as 
indeed  he  is,  to  a  thirty-sous  ordinary  which  the  gallant  officer 
frequents,  when  not  invited  elsewhere. 

Cutler  and  I  then  were  the  last  on  the  field  ;  and  though  we 
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wm-   for  moving  Mfftl  -.  igor  had.    if   |>os8ible, 

IHM-II   excited    by   tin-    JMistle   aii<l   c«  >ll<  >«  jny    in    the    ni'_flit    air.  in. 
si-ted   upon   dragging   us    back    a-jain.  and   aetualK   propo- 
grill  tor  supper  ! 

\Ve    found    in   tin-  snlk-n-mn,,-  mell   of  an  i-xtin- 

gnNied  lamp,  aii'l  Mr^.    Ilcrry  was  smilling  out   tin-  (.-a miles  on 
-tin-  >ideboard. 

"  Hull...  my  dear!"  shout-   I1,.  r:v  :   ••  easily,  if  you  pi.-ase! 
\vc'\e  ii..l  done  yet  I  " 

11  Not  done  yl.  Mi1,  licrry!"  groans  th.-  la-lv.  in  a  ho 
sepulchral  tone. 

••  No.  .Mi--,  i;..  not  .l-mr  yet.     We  are  going  to  have  s. 
supprr.  ain't  we.  <  . 

"  I    think   it's  (jnile   time  to  ^n  home."  vii-l  Mr.  Kit/.-15... 
(wlio.  to  say  tin-  truth,  lir^an  to  tremMe  himself). 

11  I  think  it  is.  sir;   yon  are  .|iiite  ri-ht,  sir;  you  will  pardon 
nil-,  grntlnnt'M,  I  have  a  l>ad  headache,  and  will  retire." 

»*  Good-night,    my    dear!"     said    that    audacious    Berry. 
M  Anatole.  tell  the  cook  to  broil  a  fowl  and  bring  some  wine." 

It'  the   loving  eonple   had   been   alone,  or  if  Cutler  had 
been   an   attache   to  the  embassy,  before  whom  she  was  a: 
of  making  herself  ridiculous,  I  am  confident  that  Mrs.  1'. 
would   have   fainted   away  on   the  spot ;    and  that  all   Be 
courage   would   have   tumbled   down  lifeless  by  the  side  of  her. 
So  she  only  gave  a   martyri/.ed  look,  and   left  the  room  ;  and 
while  we  partook  of  the  very   unnecessary  repast,  was  good 
enough  to  sinn  some  hymn  tunes  to  an  <-\  :ly  slow  n; 

nient  in  the  next   room,   intimating  that  she  was  awake,  and 
that,  though  sum-ring,  -he  found  her  consolations  in  ivliii: 

These   melodies   did   not   in   the   least    add   to  our 
courage.      The    devilled    fowl    had,    somehow,    no    devil    in    it. 
The  champagne  in  the  -lasses  looked  exceed in-ly  Hat  and  Mm*. 
The  fact  U.  that  Cutler  and   I    were  now  both  in  a  state  of 
consternation,  and  soon  made  a  move  for  our  hats,  and  li 
ing  each  a  cigar  in  the  hall,  made  across  the  litt! 
the  Cupids  and  Nymphs  were  listening  to  the  dribbling  fountain 
in  the  dark. 

-•  I'm   hanged  if  I  don't  have  a  cigar  too ! "   snys  B< 
rushing  after  us:  and  accordingly  putting  in  his  pnekct  a  key 
about  the  size  of  a  shovel,  which  hung  by  the  little  handle  of 
the  outer  grille,  forth  he  sallied,  and  joined  us  ia  our  fumi- 
gation. 

He  stayed  with  us  a  couple  of  hours,  and  returned  home- 
wai  Is  in  perfect  good  spirits,  having  given  me  his  word  of 
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honor  he  would  dine  with  us  the  next  da}-.  He  put  in  his 
immense  key  into  the  grille,  and  unlocked  it ;  but  the  gate 
would  not  open  :  it  was  bolted  within. 

He  began  to  make  a  furious  jangling  and  ringing  at  the 
bell ;  and  in  oaths,  both  French  and  English,  called  upon  the 
recalcitrant  Anatole. 

After  much  tolling  of  the  bell,  a  light  came  cutting  across 
the  crevices  of  the  inner  door  ;  it  was  thrown  open,  and  a  figure; 
appeared  with  a  lamp,  —  a  tall,  slim  figure  of  a  woman,  clothed 
in  white  from  head  to  foot. 

It  was  Mrs.  Berry,  and  when  Cutler  and  I  saw  her,  we  both 
ran  away  as  fast  as  our  legs  could  carry  us. 

Berry,  at  this,  shrieked  with  a  wild  laughter.  "Remember 
to-morrow,  old  boys<"  shouted  he,  —  "six  o'clock;"  and  we 
were  a  quarter  of  a  mile  off  when  the  gate  closed,  and  the  little 
mansion  of  the  Avenue  de  Paris  was  once  more  quiet  and 
dark. 

The  next  afternoon,  as  we  were  playing  at  billiards,  Cutler 
saw  Mrs.  Berry  drive  by  in  her  carriage  ;  and  as  soon  as  rather 
a  long  rubber  was  over,  I  thought  I  would  go  and  look  for  our 
poor  friend,  and  so  went  down  to  the  Pavilion.  Every  door 
was  open,  as  the  wont  is  in  France,  and  I  walked  in  unan- 
nounced, and  saw  this : 

He  was  playing  a  duet  with  her  on  the  flute.  She  had  been 
out  but  for  half  an  hour,  after  not  speaking  all  the  morning ; 
and  having  seen  Cutler  at  the  billiard-room  window,  and  sus- 
pecting we  might  take  advantage  of  her  absence,  she  had 
suddenly  returned  home  again,  and  had  flung  herself,  weeping, 
into  her  Frank's  arms,  and  said  she  could  not  bear  to  leave 
him  in  anger.  And  so,  after  sitting  for  a  little  while  sobbing 
on  his  knee,  she  had  forgotten  and  forgiven  eveiything ! 

The  dear  angel !  I  met  poor  Frank  in  Bond  Street  only 
yesterday ;  but  he  crossed  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  way. 
He  had  on  goloshes,  and  is  grown  very  fat  and  pale.  He  has 
shaved  off  his  moustaches,  and  instead,  wears  a  respirator. 
He  has  taken  his  name  off  all  his  clubs,  and  lives  very  grimly 
in  Baker  Street.  Well,  ladies,  no  doubt  you  say  he  is  right- 
and  what  are  the  odds,  so  long  as  you  are  happy  ? 
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THERE  was  an  odious  Irishwoman  and  her  daughter  who 

used  to  frequent  tin-  ••  Koval  Hotel"  at  Leamington  s< 
ago,  :u»<l  who  went  by  the  name  of  Mi-.  Major  Gam.  "Gam 
had  been  a  distiniruMied  oilieer  in  his  Majesty's  service,  whom 
nothing  but  death  and  his  own  amiable  wife  could  overcome. 
Tin-  widow  mourned  her  husband  iu  the  m«»t  becoming  bomba- 
y.ine  she  could  muster,  and  had  at  least  halt'  an  ineh  of  lamp- 
bhiek  round  the  immense  visitin.iMiekets  which  she  left  at  tin- 
ix.iiM-s  of  the  nobility  and  gentry  her  friends. 

Some  of  us,  I  am  sorry  to  >ay.  used  to  call  her  Mrs.  Major 
vJammon  ;  for  if  the  worthy  widow  had  a  propensity,  it  was  to 
talk  largely  of  herself  and  family  (of  her  own  family,  for  she 
held  her  husband's  very  cheap),  and  of  the  wonders  of  her 
paternal  man-ion.  Molloy  ville,  county  of  Mayo.  Shewasofthe 
Mollo\s  <.f  that  county;  and  though  I  never  heard  of  the  family 
before,  I  have  little  doubt,  from  what  Mrs.  Major  Gam  stated, 
that  they  were  the  most  ancient  and  illustrious  family  of  that 
part  of  Ireland.  I  remember  there  came  down  to  sec  his  .-unit 
a  \OUU_LT  fellow  with  huge  red  whiskers  and  ti<_iht  nankeen 
green  eoat  and  an  awful  breastpin,  who,  after  two  days'  sta\  at 

tin- Spa.  proposed  marriage  to  Miss  S ,  or,  in  default,  a  dud 

with  her  father;  and  who  drove  a  flash  curricle  with  a  bay  and 
a  uray.  and  who  was  piv-rnted  with  much  pride    by    Mr-.    ' 
as  Castlereau'h  M,  .Hoy  of  Molloy  ville.      We   all   amvrd   lhat    he 
was  the  mo>t   insntferable  snob  of  the  whole  season,  and  were 
delighted  when  a  bailitf  came  down  in  search  of  him. 

Well,  this  is  all  I  know  personally  of  the  Molloy  ville  family  ; 
but  at  the  house  if  you  met  the  Widow  Gam,  and  talked  on  any 
subject  in  life,  von  were  sure  to  hear  of  it.  If  you  asked  her 
to  have  pease  at  dinner,  she  would  say,  "  Oh,  sir,  after  the 
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pease  at  Molloyvilie,  I  really  don't  care  for  any  others,  — do  I, 
dearest  Jemima?  We  always  had  a  dish  in  the  month  of  June, 
when  my  father  gave  his  head  gardener  a  pfmea  (we  had  three 
tit  Molloyvilie),  and  sent  him  with  his  compliments  and  a  <|iiart 
of  pease  to  our  neighbor,  dear  Lord  Marrowfat.  What  a  sweet 
place  Marrowfat  Park  is!  isn't  it,  Jemima?"  If  a  carriage 
passed  by  the  window,  Mrs.  Major  Gammon  would  be  sure  to  tell 
you  that  there  were  three  carriages  at  Molloyvilie,  "the  barouche, 
the  chawiot,  and  the  covered  cyar."  In  the  same  manner  she 
wrould  favor  you  with  the  number  and  names  of  the  footmen 
of  the  establishment ;  and  on  a  visit  to  Warwick  Castle  (for 
this  bustling  woman  made  one  in  every  party  of  pleasure  that 
was  formed  from  the  hotel) ,  she  gave  us  to  understand  that  the 
great  walk  by  the  river  was  altogether  inferior  to  the  principal 
avenue  of  Molloyvilie  Park.  I  should  not  have  been  able  to  tell 
so  much  about  Mrs.  Gam  and  her  daughter,  but  that,  between 
ourselves,  I  was  particularly  sweet  upon  a  young  lad}'  at  the 
time,  whose  papa  lived  at  the  "  Royal,"  and  was  under  the  care 
of  Dr.  Jephson. 

The  Jemima  appealed  to  by  Mrs.  Gam  in  the  above  sentence 
was,  of  course,  her  daughter,  apostrophized  by  her  mother, 
"  Jemima,  my  soul's  darling  !  "  or  "  Jemima,  my  blessed  child  !  * 
or  "Jemima,  my  own  love!"  The  sacrifices  that  Mrs.  Gam 
had  made  for  that  daughter  were,  she  said,  astonishing.  The 
money  she  had  spent  in  masters  upon  her,  the  illnesses  through 
which  she  had  nursed  her,  the  ineffable  love  the  mother  bore 
her,  were  only  known  to  heaven,  Mrs.  Gam  said.  The}'  used 
to  come  into  the  room  with  their  arms  round  each  other's  waists  : 
at  dinner  between  the  courses  the  mother  would  sit  with  one 
hand  locked  in  her  daughter's  ;  and  if  only  two  or  three  young 
men  were  present  at  the  time,  would  be  prett}'  sure  to  kiss  her 
Jemima  more  than  once  during  the  time  whilst  the  bohea  was 
poured  out. 

As  for  Miss  Gam,  if  she  was  not  handsome,  candor  forbids 
me  to  sa}T  she  was  ugly.  She  was  neither  one  nor  t'other. 
She  was  a  person  who  wore  ringlets  and  a  band  round  her  fore- 
head ;  she  knew  four  songs,  which  became  rather  tedious  at 
the  end  of  a  couple  of  months'  acquaintance ;  she  had  exces- 
sively bare  shoulders  ;  she  inclined  to  wear  numbers  of  cheap 
ornaments,  rings,  brooches,  ferronieres,  smelling-bottles,  and 
was  always,  we  thought,  very  smartly  dressed  :  though  old  Mrs. 
Lynx  hinted  that  her  gowns  and  her  mother's  were  turned  ove* 
and  over  again,  and  that  her  eyes  were  almost  put  out  by  darn- 
ing stockings. 
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Tli  (  lam  had  very  Iftj 

.  and  used  1.)  roll  them  about  .-.:  ,U-   nnm:, 

IUMII  in  the  place.       lint  thonirh  tin-  widou  .   the 

halls,  though  she  hired  a  llv   l<>  -«•  to   th>  .    the  hm. 

though   >hc   wa-   <•<  m>taiit    at    church,   and   .Jemima   san^  louder 
than  any  pd-on  then-  except  the  rink,  and   though,    probably, 
any  person   who  made  her  a  happy    husband    \\onid   be   in 
down  to  enjoy  the  three    loot  men.    -jard.  .  ,.3  at 

.Molloyville.    yet   no    Kn-li^i    -•  nt  Icinaii    ua>    found    snllici, 
Miidaeions  to  propose.      ()ldi.\:  ">a\th:,  had 

heen  at  Tnnl'ridue,    Ilarro^  \\vi\- 

hani,  tor  this  <  iuht  year^  pa-l  :  \\linv  they  had  m< 
with  no  hetter  iortnne.       Indeed,  tin-  widow   !  high 

lor  her   Mes-ed   c'hild  :   an-i  ith    the 

which  no  small  immlter  of  IiMi   p.o|.Ie  {'eel  upon  all  persons 
who  n'et  their  luvad  by  lalior  or  commerce;   and  OS  she  WHS  ft 
>n    \vlioM*  energetic   mauiiers.    costume,    and    brogue    were 
not    much   to    the    ta-^te    pf   qai<  li    i-oiintry    gentlemen, 

•ItMnima  lower  —  still  remained  ou  her  hands, 

a  thought  withered,  perhnp-.  and  -ecdy. 

Now,  at  this  time,  the  rjutli  Regiment  was  quartered  at 
\Veedoii  I5:uv:ieks,  and  with  the  corps  was  a  certain  Assistant- 
Sin  -von  nasally,  a  large,  lean,  tough,  raw-boned  man,  with 
hiiz;  hands,  knot  k-knees,  and  carroty  whiskers,  and,  withal,  as 
honest  a  creature  as  ever  handled  a  lancet.  Haggarty,  as  his 
name  imports,  was  of  tin'  vei\  saim-  nation  as  Mrs.  Gam,  and, 
what  is  more,  the  honest  fellow  had  some  of  the  peculiarities 
whieli  belonged  to  the  w  idow,  and  bragged  about  his  family 
almost  as  much  as  she  did.  I  do  not  know  of  what  particular 
part  of  Ireland  they  were  kin::-,  but  monarchs  they  must  have 
been,  as  have  been  the  ancestors  of  so  many  thousand  11 
Mian  families  ,  but  they  had  been  men  of  no  small  consideration 
in  Dublin,  k-  where  my  father,"  Haggarty  said,  "is  as  well 
known  as  Kin«j  William's  statue,  and  where  he  4  rowls  his 
carriauv.  too.'  l-t  me  tell  }'e." 

Hence,  Ilagnarty  was  called  by  the  wags  "  Rowl  the  car- 
riage,"  and  several  of  them  made  inclines  of  Mrs.  Gam  re- 

•iardino-  him:  ••  Mrs.  (lam.  when  yon  used  to  go  up  from 
Molloyville  to  the  Lord  Lienteiiant's'balls,  and  had  your  town- 
houso  IM  Fit  /william  S<ttiare,  used  you  to  meet  the  famous 
Doctor  II  am:  arty  in  soci«  ty  ?  " 

"  Is  It  Sturgeon  Haggarty  of  Gloucester  Street  ye  mean? 
The  black  Papist!  D'ye  suppose  that  the  Molloys  would  ail 
down  to  table  with  a  creature  of  that  sort?" 
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"Why,  isn't  he  the  most  famous  physician  in  Dublin,  and 
doesn't  he  rowl  his  carnage  there?" 

44  The  horrid  wretch  !  He  keeps  a  shop,  I  tell  ye,  and  sends 
his  sons  out  with  the  medicine.  He's  got  four  of  them  off  into 
the  army,  Ulick  and  Phil,  and  Terence  and  Denny,  and  now 
it's  Charles  that  takes  out  the  physic.  But  how  should  I  know 
about  these  odious  creatures?  Their  mother  was  a  Burke,  of 
Burke's  Town,  county  Cavan,  and  brought  Surgeon  Haggarty 
two  thousand  pounds.  She  was  a  Protestant ;  and  I  am  sur- 
prised how  she  could  have  taken  up  with  a  horrid,  odious,  Pop- 
ish apothecary  ! " 

From  the  extent  of  the  widow's  information,  I  am  led  to 
suppose  that  the  inhabitants  of  Dublin  are  not  less  anxious 
about  their  neighbors  than  are  the  natives  of  English  cities ; 
und  I  think  it  is  very  probable  that  Mrs.  Gam's  account  of  the 
young  Haggarties  who  carried  out  the  medicine  is  perfectly  cor- 
rect, for  a  lad  in  the  120th  made  a  caricature  of  Haggarty 
coming  out  of  a  chemist's  shop  with  an  oil-cloth  basket  under 
his  arm,  which  set  the  worth}'  surgeon  in  such  a  fury  that  there 
would  have  been  a  duel  between  him  and  the  ensign,  could  the 
fiery  doctor  have  had  his  way. 

Now,  Dionysius  Haggarty  was  of  an  exceeding!}'  inflamma- 
ble temperament,  and  it  chanced  that  of  all  the  invalids,  the 
visitors,  the  young  squires  of  Warwickshire,  the  young  manufac- 
turers from  Birmingham,  the  young  officers  from  the  barracks  — 
it  chanced,  unluckily  for  Miss  Gain  and  himself,  that  he  was 
the  only  individual  who  was  in  the  least  smitten  by  her  personal 
charms.  He  was  very  tender  and  modest  about  his  love,  how- 
ever, for  it  must  be  owned  that  he  respected  Mrs.  Gam  hugely, 
and  fully  admitted,  like  a  good  simple  fellow  as  he  was,  the  su- 
periority of  that  lady's  birth  and  breeding  to  his  own.  How 
'jould  he  hope  that  he,  a  humble  assistant-surgeon,  with  a  thou- 
sand pounds  his  aunt  Kitty  left  him  for  all  his  fortune,  —  how 
could  he  hope  that  one  of  the  race  of  Molloyville  would  ever 
condescend  to  marry  him? 

Inflamed,  however,  by  love,  and  inspired  by  wine,  one  day 
at  a  picnic  at  Kenilworth,  Haggarty,  whose  love  and  raptures 
were  the  talk  of  the  whole  regiment,  was  induced  by  his  waggish 
comrades  to  make  a  proposal  in  form. 

"  Are  you  aware,  Mr.  Haggarty,  that  you  are  speaking  to  a 
Molloy?"  was  all  the  reply  majestic  Mrs.  Gam  made  when, 
according  to  the  usual  formula,  the  fluttering  Jemima  referred 
her  suitor  to  "  mamma."  She  left  him  with  a  look  which  was 
meant  to  crush  the  poor  fellow  to  earth ;  she  gathered  up  her 
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cloak    and    bonnet,    :in«l    precipitately    called  She 

look  care  to  t«-ll  every  single  MMI!    in    LcamiirjSon    t.ia?    the  son 
of  the  odious    Papist    apothecary  had    had    tin-    anda-  iiy  to  pro- 

poee  for  her  daughter  (indeed  •  pn>po>al,  coming  iv->m  wh:r 

quarter  it  may.  dors  no  hann),  and  left    I: 
rxliemc  depn  ->ion  an<l  despair. 

His  down-hrartedne^,  ind'-rd.  -urprisi-d  nio-st  of  his  ac- 
quaintances in  and  out  of  the  regiment,  lor  the  \omr_ 
no  branty.  and  a  doubtful  fortune,  and  Drum-  WEI  a  n,  Vi 
outwardly  of  an  iinriMiiaiitir  turn,  who  -rrnn-d  to  h;,\e  a  great 
dral  more  liking  lor  bcd'-tcak  and  \\  hi^ry-punrh  than  for 
woniriK  howrvrr  lax-ilia!  i: 

lint  thrrr  i-,  no  doiint  thi^  shy.  unronth.  roii«jh  Irllow  hatl  a 
warnu-r  and  niorr  laitlifnl  heart  hid  within  him  than  many 
a  dandy  who  is  as  handsome  as  Apollo.  I,  for  m\  part.  : 
ran  und(  rstand  why  a  man  falls  in  k>ve,  an- 1  ln-artily  givr  him 
credit  for  so  doiiiiT.  ne\er  mind  with  what  <>r  whom.  /'  1 
take  to  In-  a  point  quite  as  much  ln-yond  an  individi 
control  a>  the  catchinii of  the  small-pox  or  the  color  of  his  hair. 
To  the  surprise  of  all,  Assistant-Sin  neon  Dion\-in-  llaggarty 
\\a-  dtM-ply  and  seriously  in  love:  and  I  am  told  that  one  day 
he  very  nearly  killed  the  Itefore-meiit loned  young  ensign  \sith 
a  carvinir-knilV,  for  venturing  to  make  a  second  caricature. 
rcprrsi  nliuLT  Lady  (iammon  and  .Innima  in  a  fantastical  park, 
surrounded  l»y  three  gardeners,  three  carriages,  three  footmen, 
and  the  covered  cyar.  He  would  have  no  joking  eonceniin^ 
them.  He  liecame  moody  and  i|uanvl>oine  of  hal»it.  He  was 
>me  time  much  more  in  the  sin  I  hospital  than  in 

the  mes.«.     He  gave  up  the  eating,  for  the  most  part,  of  those 
vast  quantities  of  beef  and  puddinir,  for  which  his  stomach  had 
IMed  to  atlbrd  such  ample  and  swift  accommodation  ;  and 
the  cloth  was  drawn,  instead  of  taking  twelve  tumldcr^.  and 
Irish  melodies,  as  he  used  to  do,  in  a  horriM 
voice,  he  would  retire  to  his  own  apartment,  or  «rl(M>inily 
pace  the  barrack-yard,  or  madly  whip  and  -pin  a  ^ray  nnre  In- 
had  on  the  road  to  Leamington,  when    ln>  Jemima  (although 
invisible  for  him)  st'"  dwelt. 

The  season  at  1.  --min^ton  coming  to  a  conclusion  by  the 
withdrawal  of  the  y<.ung  fellows  who  frequented  that  watering- 
place,  the  Widow  Gam  retired  to  her  usual  quarters  for  the 
other  months  of  the  year.  Where  these  quarters  were  I  think 
we  have  no  right  to  ask.  for  I  believe  she  had  quarrelled  with 
her  brother  nt  Molloyville.  and  besides,  was  a  great  deitl  too 
proud  to  be  a  burde^  ~n  v 
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Not  only  did  the  widov?  quit  Leamington,  but  very  soon 
afterwards  the  120th  received  its  marching  orders,  and  left 
Weedon  and  Warwickshire.  Haggarty's  appetite  was  by  this 
time  partially  restored,  but  his  love  was  not  altered,  and  his 
humor  was  still  morose  and  gloom}7.  I  am  informed  that  at 
this  period  of  his  life  he  wrote  some  poems  relative  to  his  un- 
happy passion;  a  wild  set  of  verses  of  several  lengths,  and  in 
his  handwriting,  being  discovered  upon  a  sheet  of  paper  in  which 
a  pitch-plaster  was  wrapped  up,  which  Lieutenant  and  Adjutant 
Wheezer  was  compelled  to  put  on  for  a  cold. 

Fancy  then,  three  years  afterwards,  the  reprise  of  all 
Haggarty's  acquaintances  on  reading  in  the  public  papers  the 
following  announcement :  — 

"  Married,  at  Monkstown  on  the  12th  instant,  Dionysius  Haggarty,  Esq., 
of  H.  M.  120th  Foot,  to  Jemima  Amelia  Wilhelmina  Molloy,  daughter  of 
the  late  Major  Lancelot  Gam,  K.M.,  and  granddaughter  of  the  late  and 
niece  of  the  present  Burke  Bodkin  Blake  Molloy,  Esq.,  Molloyville,  county 
Mayo." 

* '  Has  the  course  of  true  love  at  last  begun  to  run  smooth  ?  " 
thought  I,  as  I  laid  down  the  paper ;  and  the  old  times,  and 
the  old  leering,  bragging  widow,  and  the  high  shoulders  of  her 
daughter,  and  the  jolly  days  with  the  120th,  and  Dr.  Jephson's 
one-horse  chaise,  and  the  Warwickshire  hunt,  and  —  and  Louisa 

S ,  but  never  mind  her, — came  back  to  my  mind.  Has 

that  good-natured,  simple  fellow  at  last  met  with  his  reward? 
Well,  if  he  has  not  to  marry  the  mother-in-law  too,  he  may  get 
on  well  enough. 

Another  year  announced  the  retirement  of  Assistant-Surgeon 
Haggarty  from  the  120th,  where  he  was  replaced  by  Assistant- 
Surgeon  Angus  Rothsay  Leech,  a  Scotchman,  probably  ;  with 
whom  I  have  not  the  least  acquaintance,  and  who  has  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  this  little  history. 

Still  more  years  passed  on,  during  which  time  I  will  not  say 
that  I  kept  a  constant  watch  upon  the  fortunes  of  Mr.  Hag- 
garty and  his  lady,  for,  perhaps,  if  the  truth  were  known,  I 
never  thought  for  a  moment  about  them  ;  until  one  day,  being 
at  Kingstown,  near  Dublin,  dawdling  on  the  beach,  and  staring 
at  the  Hill  of  Howth,  as  most  people  at  that  watering-place  do, 
I  saw  coming  towards  me  a  tall  gaunt  man,  with  a  pair  of 
bushy  red  whiskers,  of  which  I  thought  I  had  seen  the  like  in 
former  years,  and  a  lace  which  could  be  no  other  than  Hag- 
garty's.  It  was  Haggarty,  tea  years  older  than  when  we  last 
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Mii-1  •_'!•-    •..  .thin.     II.'  h.  shoulder 

ii  y.iiini:  p'litleman   in   a  dirty  tartan   <••  ud  a  fac> 

reediux'y  like  his  own  peeping  iVoiu  under  a  battered  plumed 
Mack  feather-,  while  with  his  other  lian«l  he  was  draining  a 
light  givt  n  go-rart,  in  which  report  d  a  female  infant  of  some 
two  \ear>  old.  IJotli  V\»TC  roaring  with  great  power  of 
lung*. 

As  soon  as  Dennis  saw   me.  his  face  lost  the  dull,  puzzled 
expression    which    had    seemed   to  eharicti-ri/e   it  ;    he  dropped 
the  pole  of  the  go-rart  iVom  one  hand,  and   his  son   tVoi: 
other,  and  eanie  jumping  forward  to  .  with  all  his  might, 

leaving  his  pi<)^«-ii\   loarini:  in  tin-  road. 

I   my  sowl,"  says   In-.  •  Fitz-Boodk-?      1 

doifl   you    reniemlxT    me?     Dennis    Hairirarty   of  the    IL; 
Leaininixton.  yon  know?      Molloy.  my  l»o\  .  hoiil  i  "gue, 

and  stop  your  -creechin^.  and  -lemima'a  too;  d'ye  hear?  Well, 
it  does  good  to  —  ;<t  see  an  old  lace.  How  fat  you're 

irrown.  Kit/;  and  \\viv  ye  C\.T  in  Ireland  l>cfore?  and  a' n't  ye 
delighted  with  it?  Goofee*,  DOW,  i-n't  it  l.eantifnl  ?  " 

This  question   reuardini:  tin  ..f  their  country,  which 

I  have  remarked  is  put  l»y  most  Irish  persons.  U'ing  answ 
in  a  satisfactory  manner,  and  tin-  >!muts  of  the  infants  appeased 
from  an  apple-stall  hard  l»y.  Dennis  and  I  talked  of  old  times; 
I  congratulated  him  on  his  marriage  with  the  lovely  girl  whom 
we  all  admired,  and  hoped  he  had  a  fortune  with  her,  and  so 
forth.  His  appearance,  however,  did  not  bespeak  a  great  for- 
tune: he  had  an  old  Lrray  hat.  -hort.  old  trousers,  an  old  waist- 
\\ith  regimental  buttons,  and  patched  Blucher  boots,  such 
as  are  not  usually  spurted  \>\  persons  in  easy  life. 

"  Ah  !  "  says  he,  with  a  si^h,  in  reply  to  my  queries,  "  times 
are  changed  since  them  days,  Fitz-Boodle.  My  wife's  not 
not  what  she  was  —  the  beautiful  creature  you  knew  her. 
Molloy,  my  boy.  run  oil'  in  a  hurry  to  your  mamma,  and  tell 
her  an  Kn^lish  uvntleinan  is  coming  home  to  dine;  for  you'll 
dine  with  me.  Fit/,  in  course?"  And  I  agreed  to  partake  of 
that  meal;  though  Master  Molloj?  altogether  declined  to  obey 
his  papa's  onl.T-  with  iv-nect  to  announcing  the  stranger. 

"\\ell.   I   moat   announce  you   myself,"  said  Ilaggarty,  with 
a  smile.      "Come,  it's  ju-t   dinner-time,  and 
is  not  a  hundred  yards  olf."     Accordingly,  we  all  march. 
procession  to  Dennis's  little  cottage,  which  was  one  of  a  row 
and  a  half  of  on"-sto:i*d  houses,  with  little  court-yards  before 
them,   and  mostly  with  very  fi,.  a  on  the  door-posts  of 

each      ".siiu  emblazoned    on   Dennis's 
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gate,  on  a  stained  green  coppe r- plate ;  and,  not  content  with 
tliis,  on  the  door-post  above  the  bell  wa^  an  oval  with  the  in- 
scription of  "  New  Molloyville."  The  bell  was  broken,  of 
course  ;  the  court,  or  garden-path,  was  mouldy,  weedy,  seedy ; 
there  were  some  dirty  rocks,  by  way  of  ornament,  round  a 
faded  grass-plat  in  the  centre,  some  clothes  and  rags  hanging 
out  of  most  part  of  the  windows  of  New  Molloyville,  the  imme- 
diate entrance  to  which  was  by  a  battered  scraper  under  a 
broken  trellis-work,  up  which  a  withered  creeper  declined  any 
longer  to  climb. 

"Small  but  snug,"  says  Haggarty :  "  I'll  lead  the  vay, 
Fitz  ;  put  your  hat  on  the  flower-pot  there,  and  turn  to  the  left 
into  the  drawing-room."  A  fog  of  onions  and  turf-smoke  filled 
the  whole  of  the  house,  and  gave  signs  that  dinner  was  not  far 
off.  '  Far  off?  You  could  hear  it  frizzling  in  the  kitchen,  where 
the  maid  was  also  endeavoring  to  hush  the  crying  of  a  third 
refractory  child.  But  as  we  entered,  all  three  of  Haggarty's 
darlings  were  in  full  war. 

"Is  it  you,  Dennis?"  cried  a  sharp  raw  voice,  from  a  dark 
corner  in  the  drawing-room  to  which  we  were  introduced,  and 
in  which  a  dirty  tablecloth  was  laid  for  dinner,  some  bottles  of 
porter  and  a  cold  mutton-bone  being  laid  out  on  a  rickety 
grand-piano  hard  by.  "  Ye're  always  late,  Mr.  Haggnrty. 
Have  you  brought  the  whiskey  from  Nowlan's?  I'll  go  bail 
ye've  not  now." 

' '  My  dear,  I've  brought  an  old  friend  of  yours  and  mine  to 
take  pot-luck  with  us  to-day,"  said  Dennis. 

' 4  When  is  he  to  come  ?  "  said  the  lady.  At  which  speech 
I  was  rather  surprised,  for  I  stood  before  her. 

"  Here  he  is,  Jemima  my  love,"  answered  Dennis,  looking 
at  me.  "  Mr.  Fitz-Boodle  ;  don't  you  remember  him  in  War- 
wickshire, darling?" 

"Mr.  Fitz-Boodle!  I  am  very  glad  to  see  him,"  said  the 
lady,  rising  and  curtsying  with  much  cordiality. 

Mrs.  Haggarty  was  blind. 

Mrs.  Haggarty  was  not  only  blind,  but  it  was  evident  that 
small-pox  had  been  the  cause  of  her  loss  of  vision.  Her  eyes 
were  bound  with  a  bandage,  her  features  were  entirely  swollen, 
scarred,  and  distorted  by  the  horrible  "effects  of  the  malady. 
She  had  been  knitting  in  a  corner  when  we  entered,  and  was 
wrapped  in  a  very  dirty  bedgown.  Her  voice  to  me  was  quite 
different  to  that  in  which  she  addressed  her  husband.  She 
spoke  to  Haggarty  in  broad  Irish  :  she  addressed  me  in  that 
roost  odious  of  all  languages  —  Iritih-English,  endeavoring  to 
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the  utmost  to  diflguta  her  brogue,  and  to  BJ  ..  tin-  true 

dawdlin    '//.•.///<"/>/<•'  FnirlNi  .,;,., 


yon    lonU'   in    I-a-land?"  said  tin-  poor  rival  HIT  if.  thin 
•  t.      '•  Von    must    find    it    :i  sad    ha'ba'«.iis   pi 

1;  .....  II'1.   I'm   shn-ah  I      It  *M   vary  kaind  of  \oii  lo  conic  upon 
us  /•//  fmnillr  and   accept  a  dinner  I 
irarty,  1   hope  you'll  put  the  wairie  into  ftfae,   .Mr.  I 
mn-t  be  incited  with  tins  hot  \\eathah." 

For  sonic  time  she  conducted  the  conversation  in  this  polit,- 
strain,  and    I   was  obliged  to  8:iy  in   reply  to  a  (jncrv   of 
that  I  did  not  iind  her  the   lra-t  'altered.  th.,n-!i  I  sh<'>nld  i 
liav«-  recourni/rd  her  l.iit  r..rthi-i  rencontre.      MM-  told  H;,-j:ntv 
with  a  siicnilicant  air  to  p-t  the  wine  from  the  cellah.  I 
priT.l  to  mo   that  h"  was   his  own   hntlah;   and  the  poor  1'ellou. 
taking  the   hint,  scudded   away  into  the   t«-\vn    for   a    pound   oi 
veal  outlets  and  a  couple  of  l.oiil,^  of  wine  from  Iho  tax  cm. 

M  Will  the  childhren  jrot  their  potetoet  and  luittlu  : 
said  a  l)arclo..t  jiirl,  with   lon^r  Mack  hair  flowing  over  lid 
v.-hich  she  thrust  in  at  the  <l 

!i>  in  th.    i  mix.-  ry,  Elizabeth,  and  send  —  oh'. 
Kdu-ards  to  me." 

••  U  it  cook  y<»ii  mane,  ma'am?"  said  the  <:jrl. 

44  S:-nd  her  at  once  I  "  shrieked  the  unfortunate  woman  ; 
the   noise  of  frying   presently  erasing,  a   hot  woman   madi-   her 
appearance,  wiping  lh  r  ln-o\vs  \\iih    h.-r  apron,  and  a^kinir,  with 
an  aee.'Mt.  decidedly  Uihei'iuan,  what  the  misthress  wanted. 

14  Lead  Mil'  up  to  my  dressing-room,  Edwards:   I  n-ally  am 
not  fit  to  he  seen  in  this  dishabille  1-y  Mr.   Fitx-Hood! 

•'Fait'   I   can't  !  "   Baya   I^d\vard-:   "'-nre  the  in  anther's  out 
nt  the  Itutclier's,  and  can't  look  to  the  kitchen  lire!" 

onsen-e.    I    urn  >t  go-!"    cried    lift,    HaggSTty;    and   so 
-rds.   piittinLT  on   a   resigned   air.  ai    :  her  a:in 

lace  r;   further  rub  with   her  apron,  hold  out  her  arm  to  Mrs. 
Dennis,  and  tin-  pair  went  up  stairs. 

She  left  me  to  indulge  my  reflections  for  half  an  hour,  at 
the  end  of  which   period    she   came  down  d   in  an 

old  yellow  satin,  with  the  poor  shoulder-  I  as  much 

as  ever.  She  had  mounted  a  tawdry  cap,  which  1  lairtrartv  him- 
self mu-t  have  selected  for  !i  -r.  She  had  all  sort- 
bracelets,  and  earrings  in  <_rold.  in  uarnets,  in  mother-of-pearl, 
in  ormolu.  She  brought  in  a  furious  savor  of  musk,  whieh 
drove  the  odors  of  onions  and  ttirf-smoko  before  it;  and  she 
waved  across  her  wretched  angular,  mean,  scarred  features. 
an  old  cambric  handkerchief  wilu  a  yellow  lace  border. 
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"And  so  you  would  have  known  me  anywhere,  Mr.  Fitz- 
Boodle?"  said  she,  with  a  grin  that  was  meant  to  be  most 
fascinating.  "  I  was  sure  you  would  ;  for  though  my  dreadful 
illness  deprived  me  of  my  sight,  it  is  a  mercy  that  it  did  not 
change  my  features  or  complexion  at  all !  " 

This  mortification  had  been  spared  the  unhappy  woman  ; 
but  I  don't  know  whether,  with  all  her  vanity,  her  infernal 
pride,  folly,  and  selfishness,  it  was  charitable  to  leave  her  in 
her  error. 

Yet  why  correct  her?  There  is  a  quality  in  certain  persons 
which  is  above  all  advice,  exposure,  or  correction.  Only  let 
a  man  or  woman  have  DULNESS  sufficient,  and  they  need  bow 
to  no  extant  authority.  A  dullard  recognizes  no  betters ;  a 
dullard  can't  see  that  he  is  in  the  wrong ;  a  dullard  has  no 
scruples  of  conscience,  no  doubts  of  pleasing,  or  succeeding, 
or  doing  right ;  no  qualms  for  other  people's  feelings,  no  re- 
spect but  for  the  fool  himself.  How  can  you  make  a  fool  per- 
ceive that  he  is  a  fool?  Such  a  personage  can  no  more  see 
his  own  folly  than  he  can  see  his  own  ears.  And  the  great  qual- 
ity of  Dulness  is  to  be  unalterably  contented  with  itself.  What 
myriads  of  souls  are  there  of  this  admirable  sort,  —  selfish, 
stingy,  ignorant,  passionate,  brutal ;  bad  sons,  mothers,  fathers, 
never  known  to  do  kind  actions  ! 

To  pause,  however,  in  this  disquisition,  which  was  carrying 
us  far  off  Kingstown,  New  Molloyville,  Ireland,  —  nay,  into 
the  wide  world  wherever  Dulness  inhabits,  let  it  be  stated  that 
Mrs.  Haggarty,  from  my  brief  acquaintance  with  her  and  her 
mother,  was  of  the  order  of  persons  just  mentioned.  There 
was  an  air  of  conscious  merit  about  her,  very  hard  to  swallow 
.along  with  the  infamous  dinner  poor  Dennis  managed,  after 
much  delay,  to  get  on  the  table.  She  did  not  fail  to  invite  me 
to  Molloyville,  where  she  said  her  cousin  would  be  charmed 
to  see  me  ;  and  she  told  me  almost  as  many  anecdotes  about 
that  place  as  her  mother  used  to  impart  in  former  da}Ts.  I 
observed,  moreover,  that  Dennis  cut  her  the  favorite  pieces 
of  the  beefsteak,  that  she  ate  thereof  with  great  gusto,  and  that 
she  drank  with  similar  eagerness  of  the  various  strong  liquors  at 
table.  "  We  Irish  ladies  are  all  fond  of  a  leetle  glass  of  punch," 
she  said,  with  a  playful  air,  and  Dennis  mixed  her  a  powerful 
tumbler  of  such  violent  grog  as  I  myself  could  swallow  only  with 
some  difficulty.  She  talked  of  her  sufferings  a  great  deal,  of 
her  sacrifices,  of  the  luxuries  to  which  she  had  been  accustomed 
before  marriage,  — in  a  word,  of  a  hundred  of  those  themes  on 
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which  some  ladi<-  an-  in  tin-  custom  oi'  » nlarging  wh«-n  the* 
wi*li  to  plague  M>me  hu-liand-. 

Hut  honest  Denni.s,  far  t'nuu    liein-j   an/rv  :it    tlii^    {><  "\"  ' 
Wearisome,    impudent    reeurreliee   to    IHTOVMI  : 

eiieoiirejed  the  <•.  m\ .  i  ^ai ;.  m  than  <  >t  her\\  :-<-.  It  pleased  him 
to  hr;u  his  wife  di-eomxe  about  ln-i  im-nt-  and  fami!\  ^plrn- 
d<-r-.  Hi-  wa>  s.»  thoroughly  U-aten  down  ami  limp. ••  ked.  that 
In-,  as  it  were,  gloried  in  his  .servitude,  and  landed  that  hi.- 
wife's  ma^nilirriKv  n-ll«M-t«-«l  cn-dit  on  liim.M'll'.  lie  looked 
towai-d  me.  uho  wa^  halt'  siek  of  the  woman  and  her  egotism, 
as  if  expecting  me  lo  exhil'it  the  deepe-t  synipatiiN.  and  flunjj 
me  <rlanee>  BCfOM  the  talile  a-  Hindi  as  to  say,  k'  What  a  gifted 
creature  my  Jemima  i>.  and  wn.it  a  tine  t'ellov,  I  am  to  i 
posM-s.Mon  of  her  :  "  \\hen  the  children  cam.- down  she  scolded 
them  of  cotir-e.  and  diMiii»«  d  them  abruptly  (tor  which  cir- 
cumstauer.  prrhap-.  the  writer  «>!'  ilie-e  pages  was  not  in  his 
heart  \c-r\  lorry),  and.  after  having  sat  a  preposterously  long 
time,  left  UN,  a-kinir  \\hether  wv  would  have  colic*  »r  id 

her  houdoir. 

"Oh  :  here  of  course.''  said  Dennis,  with  rather  a  troubled 
air.  and  in  :il»out  ten  minute-,  tur  lovely  creature  was  led  back 
t.»  us  aizain  1»\  ••  lldwaid-."and  the  ccdlee  made  its  appearance. 
After  eoifee  hei1  hu>!>and  begged  her  to  let  Mr.  I  itz- Hoodie 
h«-ar  h»  r  \(>K  (  :  --He  l-.n^s  for  some  of  his  old  favorites." 

"No!  <!<>  \oiir"  .-aid  >he ;  and  was  h-d  in  triuniph  to  the 
jinirlin.L:  old  piano.  :in«l  with  a  screediy.  wiry  voice,  sung  those 
very  ahoiiiinaMc  old  ditties  which  I  had  heard  her  sing  at 
Leamington  ten  years  back. 

Ila^aity.  as  she  sang,  flung  himself  back  in  the  chair  de- 
lighted.    I iushands  always  are,  and  with  the  same  song,  one 
that  they  have  heard  when  they  wen-  nineteen  years  old,  proba- 
bly :   most  KiiirlUhmcn's  tuiu-s  have  that  date,  and  it  is  rather 
at'fcctinLr.  I  think,  to  hear  an  old  -rentleman  o 
qua\erinu-  the  old  ditty  that  was  fre-li  whni  he  was  fresh  and 
in  his  prime.      If  he  has  a  musical  wife,  depend  on  it  he  thinks 
her  old    sonus    of    1 7*8    are    better   than    any    he   has    h 
since  :    in  fact  he  has  heard  none  since.      When  the  old   couple 
are   in   hiuh   <rood-humor  the  old  gentleman  will  take  the  old 
hdy  round  tin-  waist,  and   sav.  ••  M\    <;.-ar.  do  *inLr   me  one  of 
\oiirown  >on^s."  and  she  sits  down  and   sinjrs  with  her 
\oiee.and.  a-  she  rings,  the  roses  of  her  youth  bloom  again 
for  a  moment.     Hanelauh  resuscitates,  and  she  is  dancing  • 
minuet  in  powder  and  a  train. 

This  is  another  digression.     It  was  occasioned  by  looking 
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at  poor  Dennis's  face  while  his  wife  was  screeching  (and, 
believe  me,  the  former  was  the  most  pleasant  occupation). 
Bottom  tickled  by  the  fairies  could  not  have  been  in  greater 
ecstasies.  He  thought  the  music  was  divine  ;  and  had  further 
reason  for  exulting  in  it,  which  was,  that  his  wife  was  alwa}'8 
in  a  good -humor  after  singing,  and  never  would  sing  but  in 
that  happy  frame  of  mind.  Dennis  had  hinted  so  much  in  our 
little  colloquy  during  the  ten  minutes  of  his  lady's  absence  in 
the  'k  boudoir  ;  "  so,  at  the  conclusion  of  each  piece,  we  shouted 
ki  Bravo  !  "  and  clapped  our  hands  like  mad. 

Such  was  my  insight  into  the  life  of  Surgeon  Dioiwsius 
Haggurty  and  his  wife  ;  and  I  must  have  come  upon  him  at 
a  favorable  moment  too,  for  poor  Dennis  has  spoken,  sub- 
sequently, of  our  delightful  evening  at  Kingstown,  and  evi- 
dently thinks  to  this  day  that  his  friend  was  fascinated  by  the 
entertainment  there.  His  inward  economy  was  as  follows : 
he  had  his  half-pay,  a  thousand  pounds,  about  a  hundred  a 
year  that  his  father  left,  and  his  wife  had  sixty  pounds  a  year 
from  the  mother ;  which  the  mother,  of  course,  never  paid. 
He  had  no  practice,  for  he  was  absorbed  in  attention  to  his 
Jemima  and  the  children,  whom  he  used  to  wash,  to  dress,  to 
carry  out,  to  walk,  or  to  ride,  as  we  have  seen,  and  who  could 
not  have  a  servant,  as  their  dear  blind  mother  could  never  be 
left  alone.  Mrs.  Haggart}r,  a  great  invalid,  used  to  lie  in  bed 
till  one,  and  have  breakfast  and  hot  luncheon  there.  A  fifth 
part  of  his  income  was  spent  in  having  her  wheeled  about  in 
a  chair,  by  which  it  was  his  duty  to  walk  daily  for  an  allotted 
number  of  hours.  Dinner  would  ensue,  and  the  amateur  clergy, 
who  abound  in  Ireland,  and  of  whom  Mrs.  Haggarty  was  a 
great  admirer,  lauded  her  everywhere  as  a  model  of  resigna- 
tion and  virtue,  and  praised  beyond  measure  the  admirable 
piety  with  which  she  bore  her  sufferings. 

Well,  every  man  to  his  taste.  It  did  not  certainly  appear 
to  me  that  she  was  the  martyr  of  the  family. 

4 'The  circumstances  of  my  marriage  with  Jemima,"  Pennis 
said  to  me,  in  some  after  conversations  we  had  on  this  interest- 
ing subject,  "  were  the  most  romantic  and  touching  3-011  can 
conceive.  You  saw  what  an  impression  the  dear  girl  had  made 
upon  me  when  we  were  at  Weedon ;  for  from  the  first  day 
I  set  eyes  on  her,  and  heard  her  sing  her  delightful  song  of 
'  Dark-e}*ed  Maiden  of  Araby,'  I  felt,  and  said  to  Turniquet 
of  ours,  that  very  night,  that  she  was  the  dark-eyed  maid  of 
Araby  for  me,  —  not  that  she  was,  you  know,  for  she  was  born 
in  Shropshire.  But  I  felt  that  I  had  seen  the  woman  who  was 


DEXMS   H.V, PARTY'S   WIFE. 

to  make  mo  happy  or  miserable  for  life.  You  know  bow  I 
proposed  for  her  at  Kenilworth.  and  how  I  was  rejected.  :in,| 
h.)\V  I  almost  .shnt  myself  i,,  consequence.  :  -Inn1: 

know  that,  for  I  said  nothing  alx>ilt  it  to  any  one.  but  I 
tell  you  it  was  a  very  near  tiling  :  and  a  very  lin-ky  tliii. 
me  I  didn't  do  it:  for. — would  you  beli.  IT  girl 

was  in  love  with  me  all  the  time." 

44  Was  she  really?"  said   I.  who  iveolleeted  that  Miu  Gam's 
love  of  those  days  showed   itself  in  a  very  singular  mat 
but  the  fact  is,  when  women  are  most  in  love  they  most 
guise  it. 

"Over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  poor  I  )eimis,"  resumed 
that  worthy  fellow,  "  \\ho'd  ever  have  tlmu-jlit  it?  Hut  I  have 
it  from  the  best  authority,  from  ln-r  own  mother,  with  whom 
I'm  not  over  and  above  good  friend.-,  ii"\\  ;  but  of  this  fart  she 
assim-d  me.  and  I'll  tell  you  when  and  how. 

«MYc  were  quartered  at  Cork  three  years  after  we  were  at 
\\  .Ion.  and  it  was  our  last,  year  at  home  :  and  a  great  in 
that  my  dear  girl  -poke  in  time,  or  where  should  we  have  been 
Well,  one  day.  marching  home  from  p:ti,i.  .  I  -aw  a  lady 
seated  at  an  open  window  by  another  who  seemed  an  invalid, 
and  the  l:id\  at  the  window,  who  was  dressed  in  the  profotind- 
est  mourning,  cried  out,  with  a  scream,  ( Gracious  heavens  I 
it's  Mr.  Haggarty  of  the  l-jnth.' 

44  *  Sure  I  know  that  voice.'  says  I  to  Whiskerton. 

"  4  It's  a  great  mercy  you  don't  know  it  a  deal  too  well,'  says 
he:  *  it's  Lady  (iammon.  She's  on  some  husband-hunting 
scheme,  depend  on  it,  for  that  daughter  of  hers.  She  was  at 
Hath  la.st  year  ou  the  same  errand,  and  at  Cheltenham  the  year 
before,  where,  heaven  bless  you!  she's  as  well  known  as  the 
11  Hen  and  Chickens." ' 

444  I'll   thank    you    not  to   speak   disrespectftilly   of    M 
Jemima  Gam,'   said  I  to  Wliiskerton  ;    4  she's  of  one  of  the 
first  families  in    Ireland,    and  whoever   says   a  word   again>t 
a  woman  I  once  proposed  for,  insults   me,  —  do  you   under- 
stand?' 

"'Well,  marry  her,  if  you  like,'  say&  Whiskerton,  quite 
peevish:  'marry  her,  and  he  hanged  I1 

44  Marry  her !  the  very  idea  of  it  set  my  brain  a- whirling, 
and  made  me  a  thousand  times  more  mad  than  I  am  by  nature. 

44  You  may  be  sure  I  walked  up  the  hill  to  the  parade-ground 
that  afternoon,  and  with  a  beating  heart  too.  I  came  to  the 
widow's  house.  It  was  called  '  New  Alolloyville,'  as  this  is. 
Wherever  she  takes  a  house  for  sis  months,  she  calls  it  '  New 
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Molloyville  ; '  and  has  had  one  in  Mallow,  in  Bandon,  in  Sligo, 
in  Castlebar,  in  Fermoy,  in  Droghcda,  and  the  deuce  knows 
where  besides  :  but  the  blinds  were  down,  and  though  I  thought 
I  saw  somebody  behind  'em,  no  notice  was  taken  of  poor  Denny 
Ilaggarty,  and  I  paced  up  and  down  all  mess-time  in  hopes  of 
ditching  a  glimpse  of  Jemima,  but  in  vain.  The  next  day  I 
was  on  the  ground  again  ;  I  was  just  as  much  in  love  as  ever, 
that's  the  fact.  1M  never  been  in  that  way  before,  look  you  ; 
and  when  once  caught,  I  knew  it  was  for  life. 

"  There's  no  use  in  telling  you  how  long  I  beat  about  the 
bush,  but  when  I  did  get.  admittance  to  the  house  (it  was 
through  the  means  of  }*oung  Castlereagh  Molloy,  whom  }'ou 
may  remember  at  Leamington,  and  who  was  at  Cork  for  the 
regatta,  and  used  to  dine  at  our  mess,  and  had  taken  a  mighty 
fancy  to  me)  — when  I  did  get  into  the  house,  I  say,  I  rushed 
in  medias  res  at  once :  I  couldn't  keep  myself  quiet,  my  heart 
was  too  full. 

u  Oh,  Fitz  !  I  shall  never  forget  the  day, — the  moment  I 
was  inthrojuiced  into  the  dthrawing-room  "  (as  he  began  to  be 
agitated,  Dennis's  brogue  broke  out  with  greater  richness  than 
ever ;  but  though  a  stranger  may  catch,  and  repeat  from  mem- 
ory, a  few  words,  it  is  next  to  impossible  for  him  to  keep  up  a 
conversation  in  Irish,  so  that  we  had  best  give  up  all  attempts 
to  imitate  Dennis) .  u  When  I  saw  old  Mother  Gam,"  said  he, 
"  my  feelings  overcame  me  all  at  once.  I  rowled  down  on  the 
ground,  sir,  as  if  I'd  been  hit  by  a  musket-ball.  4  Dearest 
madam,'  says  I.  '  I'll  die  if  you  don't  give  me  Jemima.' 

"  4  Heavens,  Mr.  Haggarty  ! '  says  she,  c  how  you  seize  me 
with  surprise !  Castlereagh,  my  dear  nephew,  had  you  not 
better  leave  us  ? '  and  away  he  went,  lighting  a  cigar,  and 
leaving  me  still  on  the  floor. 

"  '  Rise,  Mr.  Haggarty,'  continued  the  widow.  *  I  will  not 
attempt  to  deny  that  this  constanc}*  towards  my  daughter 
is  extremely  affecting,  however  sudden  your  present  appeal 
may  be.  I  will  not  attempt  to  deny  that,  perhaps,  Jemima 
may  have  a  similar  feeling ;  but,  as  I  said,  I  never  could  give 
my  daughter  to  a  Catholic.' 

u  *  I'm  as  good  a  Protestant  as  j'ourself,  ma'am,' says  I ; 
'  my  mother  was  an  heiress,  and  we  were  all  brought  up  her 
way.' 

"  'That  makes  the  matter  very  different,'  says  she,  turning 
up  the  whites  of  her  eyes.  '  How  could  I  ever  have  reconciled 
it  to  my  conscience  to  see  my  blessed  child  married  to  a  Papist? 
How  could  I  ever  have  taken  him  to  Molloyville  ?  Well,  this 
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bein?    removed,   /  miM    put    BPfW  !'»n^iT   in    th«> 

iray  between  two  yoong  people.     /  mcuA  .  as  I 

always  have  when  my  d:iiTni'_r    L'irl  wa-  in  qn<  V.MI  shall 

•66  her.  tin-   poor   dear.  lovely.  gentlf    si.  -I    learn 

fate  from  her  own  lips.' 

"  4  The  sufferer,  ma'atn,'  s*ys  I  ;  ^hai  ::!?• 

444  What:    haven't   you  heard  ''.  '   cried  the  v. 
you    heard  of  the    dreadful    iline-x  which   so    i 
fiom  me?      For  nine  weeks,  Mr.  Ilaggart\.  I  watched    her 
nii'l    niiclit.  without    takiiiir  a  wink   <>('  sleep.  —  lor  nine  w 
sin-  l:i\  ti-cinMiim  Ix-twcen  death  and  lilV  ;   and  I  paid  : 
ei^htv-  three    «i'uin.-as.       s|,  •  ,1(.d    „,,«  :     but  I 

wreck  of  the   l»eaut  itul   <-n-:»ture   she  was.      S 
haps,  anntfn-r  t/isrijt/Hn'H'iii'  n>  —  Init   \-  un-uii.  ui    t 

—  have   so   pulled   her  down.      IJut    I    will   leave    \<>u.  and 
pare  my  sweet  ;jiil  for  this  strange,  this  entirely  in 
visit.' 

-•  1  won't  tell  you  what  took  place  l»efweeu  in,-  :  .  ima, 
to  whom  I  was  iutroduei-d  as  she  sat  in  the  d:.  :«X)m, 

poor  sutfen-r!   nor  descril»e  to  you  with  what  a  thrill  of  j,,\-  1 
>ei/.ed  'after  LHopino;   :iliout    tor   it  )   :  .  .  <\   liand. 

She  did  not  \\ithdraw  it;  I  came  out  of  that  room  an  enu 
man.  sir;   anl  n-nr  \  was  enabled  to  show  her  that  I  hail  always 
joved    her  sineerely,  lor   tl:  my  will,  mad. 

hack,  in  her  1'avor  :  that   night  she  refused  me,  as  1 
I  would  have  shot  myself,    hut.  they'd  have  brought   mo   in 
cnniftn^  ;;  and  my  brother   Mick  would   have  <  i    the  will, 

and  so   I   determined  to  live,   in  order  that   she  might  b 
by  my  dvinjr.      I  had  but  a  thousand    pound- 
my  father  has  left  me  two  more.      I  willed  every  shilling  to 
•tyoa  may  fancy,  and    settled    it    upon   her  when  we  married, 
a-  \\e  did  soon  after.     It  was  not  for  some  time  that  I  was 
allowed   to  see  the   poor  girl's   face,   or,   indeed,  was  aware  of 
the  hori-id  l<»s  she  had   sustained.     Fancy  my  agony,  my 
fellow,  when  I  saw  that  beautiful  wi 

There  was  something  not  a  little  affecting  to  think,  in  the 
conduct  of  this  l-rave  fellow,  that  ho  never  once,  as  he  told  his 
story,  seemed  to  allude  to  the  possibility  of  his  declining 
to  marry  a  woman  who  was  not  the  same  as  the  woman  he 
lo\e-l  ;  but  that  he  was  quite  as  faithful  to  her  now,  as  he  had 
been  when  captivated  by  the  poor  tawdry  charms  of  the  silly 
Miss  of  Leamington.  It  wa^  hard  that  such  a  noble  heart  as 
this  should  be  thing  away  upon  yonder  foul  mass  of  greecty 
vanity.  Was  it  hard,  or  not,  that  he  should  remain  deceived 
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in  hii  obstinate  humility,  and  continue  to  admire  the  selfish, 
silly  being  whom  he  had  chosen  to  worship  ? 

"  I  should  have  been  appointed  surgeon  of  the  regiment," 
continued  Dennis,  "  soon  after,  when  it  was  ordered  abroad 
to  Jamaica,  where  it  now  is.  But  my  wife  would  not  hear  of 
going,  and  said  she  would  break  her  heart  if  she  left  IHT 
mother.  So  I  retired  on  half-pay,  and  took  this  cottage  ;  and 
in  case  any  practice  should  fall  in  my  way  —  why,  there  is  my 
name  on  the  brass  plate,  and  I'm  ready  for  anything  that 
comes.  But  the  only  case  that  ever  did  come  was  one  day 
when  I  was  driving  my  wife  in  the  chaise,  and  another,  one 
night,  of  a  beggar  with  a  broken  head.  My  wife  makes 
me  a  present  of  a  baby  every  year,  and  we've  no  debts ;  and 
between  you  and  me  and  the  post,  as  long  as  my  mother-in-law 
is  out  of  the  house,  I'm  as  happy  as  I  need  be." 

"  What !  you  and  the  old  lady  don't  get  on  well?  "  said  I. 

"  I  can't  say  we  do ;  it's  not  in  nature,  you  know,"  said 
Dennis,  with  a  faint  grin.  "She  comes  into  the  house,  and 
turns  it  topsy-turvy.  When  she's  here  I'm  obliged  to  sleep 
in  the  scullery.  She's  never  paid  her  daughter's  income  since 
the  first  year,  though  she  brags  about  her  sacrifices  as  if  she 
had  ruined  herself  for  Jemima ;  and  besides,  when  she's  here, 
there's  a  whole  clan  of  the  Molloys,  horse,  foot,  and  dragoons, 
that  are  quartered  upon  us,  and  eat  me  out  of  house  and 
home." 

"  And  is  Mollo3Tville  such  a  fine  place  as  the  widow  de- 
scribed it?"  asked  I,  laughing,  and  not  a  little  curious. 

"Oh,  a  mighty  fine  place  entirely!"  said  Dennis. 
"There's  the  oak  park  of  two  hundred  acres,  the  finest  land 
ye  ever  saw,  only  they've  cut  all  the  wood  down.  The  garden 
in  the  old  Mollo}7's  -time,  they  sa}^  was  the  finest  ever  seen 
in  the  West  of  Ireland  ;  but  they've  taken  all  the  glass  to  mend 
the  house  windows  :  and  small  blame  to  them  either.  There's 
a  clear  rent-roll  of  three  and  fifty  hundred  a  year,  only  it's 
in  the  hand  of  receivers ;  besides  other  debts,  on  which  there 
is  no  land  security." 

"  Your  cousin-in-law,  Castlereagh  Molloy,  won't  come  into 
a  large  fortune  ?  " 

"Oh,  he'll  do  very  well,"  said  Dennis.  "  As  long  as  he 
can  get  credit,  he's  not  the  fellow  to  stint  himself.  Faith, 
I  was  fool  enough  to  put  my  name  to  a  bit  of  paper  for  him, 
and  as  they  could  not  catch  him  in  Mayo,  they  laid  hold  of  me 
at  Kingstown  here.  And  there  was  a  pretty  to  do.  Didn't 
Mrs.  Gam  say  I  was  ruining  her  family,  that's  all?  I  paid  it 
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br  instalments  (for  all   my  m«>n<  n  Jerninvn  ;   and 

Castlereairh,  who's  MM  honorable   fellow,  otf.  red   m<-   . 
faction  in  life.      An\ln>w  lit-  couldn't  do  more  than  t/mt." 

44  Of  course  not,  and  now  you're  friend-?  " 

44  Yes,  and    lie    and    his    aunt    have    had  a    tiff,   too ;     and 
he  abuses  her  properly.  1    warrant    \e.      II,-   HtJI  khftl 
ried   aiiout  .Jemima   tVoin   place    to    place,  and   Muni:  her  g| 
head    of   every  unmarried    man    in  Kn^land  a'iiio>t .  — m\ 
Jemima,  and  she  all    the    while  d\inur    in    1"\ '«•   with    me! 
soon  as  xhe  got    over  the  -mall-p-  >\  —she  took  it  at   Fermoy — 
i  .od  Mess  her,  I  wish  I'd  been  l»y  to  l»e  her  nurse-tender.  — as 
as    -die   was  rid   of   it.    the    old   lady  said    to  (  'a^tlereagh, 
•  C.-iMlereairh,  gn  to  the  1'ar'ck-.  and  tind  out    in  the    Army  List 
where  the    I'jnth    is.'     < ):!'   she    came    to   Cork    hot   foot.      It 
appears   that  while  -he   was  ill,  Jemima's   love  for  m< 
itself  in  such  a  violent  way  that  her  mother  was  overcome,  and 
promised  that,  should  the  dear  child  recover,  she  would  try  and 
brinjj  us  together.     Castleiva_di  says  she  would  have  gone  after 
us  to  Jamaica." 

••  I  have  no  douht  she  would."  said  I. 

44  Could  you  have  a  strnn^-r  proof  ..f  love  than  that?"  cried 
Dennis.  ••  M \  d--ar  irirl's  illness  and  IVi^htt'nl  hlindncss  have, 
of  course,  injured  her  health  and  her  te.nper.  Mie  cannot  in 
her  position  look  to  the  children.  \.m  know,  and  so  they  come 
under  my  charge  lor  the  most  part;  and  her  temper  is  unequal, 
certainly.  lint  you  get  what  a  -  .  relim-d,  i-I. 

creature  she   is.   and   may   fancy  that  she's  often  put  out  by 
a  rouii'h  fellow  like  me." 

II  re  Dennis  K ft  me,  saying  it  was  time  to  go  and  walk  out 
the  children;  and  I  think  his  Mory  has  mat'  e  whole- 

-ome  reilection  iu  it  for  bachelors   \vlio  are  about  to  change 
their  condition,  or  may  console  some  who  arc  mounini^  their 
celihacy.      Marry,  gentlemen,  if  yon  like  ;   leav«  your  comfort- 
aMe  dinner  at  the  clul>  for  cold  mutton  and  curl-papers  at 
home  ;  urive  up  your  Looks  or  pleasures,  and  take  to  your- 
wives  and   children  ;    luit    think   w<-ll    on    what  y<»u   <!•• 
I  have  no  dmiM  yon  will  after  this  advi-e  and  example.      Ad- 
\  ice  is  always  useful  in  matters  of  love;   men  always  take  it; 
they  always  follow  other  people's  opinions,  not  their  own  :  they 
always  profit  l\v  example.      When    they  Befi  a  pretty  woman, 
and  feel  the  delieiou<  madness  of  !ove  com  in  -_r  OTer  t!i.  :n. 
alwavs  stop    to    calculate  her   temper,    her   money,    their  own 
money,    or    suitableness    for    the  married    life.   .    .    .    IH.    h:i. 
ha!    *Let  us  fool  in  this  way  no  mo:-:-.     I  have  been  i:i 
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forty-three  times  with  all  ranks  and  conditions  of  women,  and 
would  have  married  every  time  if  they  would  have  let  me. 
How  many  wives  had  King  Solomon,  the  wisest  of  men?  And 
is  not  that  story  a  warning  to  us  that  Love  is  master  of  the 
wisest?  It  is  only  fools  who  defy  him. 

I  must  come,  however,  to  the  last,  and  perhaps  the  saddest, 
part  of  poor  Denny  Haggarty's  history.  I  met  him  once  more, 
and  in  such  a  condition  as  made  me  determine  to  write  this 
history. 

In  the  month  of  June  last  I  happened  to  be  at  Richmond, 
a  delightful  little  place  of  retreat;  and  there,  sunning  himself 
upon  the  terrace,  was  my  old  friend  of  the  120th:  he  looked 
older,  thinner,  poorer,  and  more  wretched  than  I  had  ever  seen 
him.  "  What !  you  have  given  up  Kingstown?  "  said  I,  shak- 
ing him  by  the  hand. 

4 'Yes,"  says  he. 

44  And  is  my  lady  and  your  family  here  at  Richmond?  " 

44  No,"  says  he,  with  a  sad  shake  of  the  head  ;  and  the  poor 
fellow's  hollow  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

44 Good  heavens,  Denny!  what's  the  matter?"  said  I.  He 
was  squeezing  my  hand  like  a  vice  as  I  spoke. 

44  They've  LEFT  me!"  he  burst  out  with  a  dreadful  shout 
of  passionate  grief — a  horrible  scream  which  seemed  to  be 
wrenched  out  of  his  heart.  "  Left  me  !  "  said  he,  sinking  down 
on  a  seat,  and  clenching  his  great  fists,  and  shaking  his  lean 
arms  wildly.  44  I'm  a  wise  man  now,  Mr.  Fitz-Boodle.  Jemi- 
ma has  gone  away  from  me,  and  yet  you  know  how  I  loved  her, 
and.  how  happy  we  were !  I've  got  nobody  now ;  but  I'll  die 
soon,  that's  one  comfort :  and  to  think  it's  she  that'll  kill  me 
after  all !  " 

The  story,  which  he  told  with  a  wild  and  furious  lamentation 
such  as  is  not  known  among  men  of  our  cooler  country,  and 
such  as  I  don't  like  now  to  recall,  was  a  very  simple  one.  The 
mother-in-law  had  taken  possession  of  the  house,  and  had  driv- 
en him  from  it.  His  property  at  his  marriage  was  settled  on 
his  wife.  She  had  never  loved  him,  and  told  him  this  secret 
at  last,  and  drove  him  out  of  doors  with  her  selfish  scorn  ami 
ill  temper.  The  boy  had  died ;  the  girls  were  better,  he  said, 
brought  up  among  the  Molloys  than  they  could  be  with  him  ; 
and  so  he  was  quite  alone  in  the  world,  and  was  living,  or 
rather  dying,  on  forty  pounds'  a  year. 

His  troubles  are  very  likely  over  by  this  time.  The  two 
fools  who  caused  his  miser}'  will  never  read  this  history  of  him  ; 
they  never  read  godless  stories  in  magazines :  and  I  wish, 


DENNis   BAGGAR1  ^  -    u  D  269 

honest  reader,  that  you  and   I   went    to  church    a-  -  they 

do.    Thr-e   people  are  not   wicked  their  religious 

ol»>.  IV.-IIK  <-.  luit  in  spite  of  them.     They  arc  too  dull  to  under- 
stand humility,  too  Hind  to  -<•<•  a  tender  and  >impl«-  heart  under 
a  rough  ungainly  ttosom.      They  are  -me  that  all  the: 
towards  my  poor  friend  here  has  been  perfect  l\  ri^hteou-. 
that    they    have    pven    proofs   of  thi»  most   Christian    \ 

ally's    wife    is   considered    Ity   her    friend-  as  a  mart} 
a  savage  husband,  and  her  mother  is  the   an_rel   that  has  come 
to  rescue  her.      All  they  did   was  to  cheat    him  and  deceit  him. 
And  safe  in   that    wonderful   self-coni|.:  .ith   which  tin- 

fools  of  this  earth  are  endowed,  they  have   n,  1<>  pang  of 

conscience  for  their  villany  towards  him.  and  consider  their 
heartlessness  as  a  proof  and  consequence  of  their  spotless  piety 
and  virtue. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  £pnus  uSnob"  formed  the  subject  of  the  earliest  of 
Mr.  Thackeray's  studies  of  character.  When  he  was  an 
undergraduate  of  C:mil»ri<Lr»'.  in  1-'Jt),  there  appeared  an 
unpretending  little  weekly  periodical  entitled  --The  Snob:  a 
Literary  and  .Scientific  .Journal."  N<>I  ••.•••n  ducted  by  members 
of  the  (/Diversity,"  to  which  Mr.  Thackeray  was  a  contribu- 
tor: and  it  probably  owed  its  name  and  existence  to  him. 
Kaeh  number  contained  only  six  pages,  of  a  small  octavo 
>i /.C,  printed  on  tinted  paper  of  different  colors,  green,  pink, 
and  yellow;  and,  as  if  to  complete  the  eccentricity  of  the 
periodical,  its  price  was  twopence-halfpenny.  "  The  Snob" 
had  hut  a  short  life,  only  eleven  numbers  having  been  pub- 
wished  ;  the  iir-4  l.eini:  dated  April  (Jth,  1*21»,  and  the  last, 
June  18,  of  the  same  \ 

In  those  contributions  whieh  appear  to  have  been  written 
by  Mr.  Thackeray,  indications  are  discernible  of  the  fine 
satiric  humor  with  which  he  ridiculed  vulgarity  and  preten- 
sion in  "The  Book  of  Snobs."  But  as  the  Publishers  believe 
that  the  Author  would  not  himself  have  wished  such  fugitive 
papers,  hastily  thrown  off  in  sport  for  his  own  amusement, 
at  an  early  period  of  his  life,  to  be  republished,  none  of 
them  have  been  included  in  this  volume. 
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BY  ONE  OF   THK.MSKI.VKS 


PREFATORY     REMARKS. 

f  The  nfffssily  of  a  irork  on  Snofts,  demonstrated  from  History,  and  prove  d  fy 
frlintniis  iHusfniltinis  .- —  /  am  t/t>-   iinlit'iihinl  destined  to  writ?  'that  uvr/ 
ntcntum  is  tiiitionricci/    in    t>  rms    ot'</r,nt    flotJHtnce —  /  show  that   the    1CO> 
l»'i  n   fjnidiiul/i/  i>reftirin(f   itself  for  tlie  WORK  and  the  MAX  —  Snobs  art  to  be 
stitilntl  like  ot IK  r  oftjects  of  tfat'iral  >'•  /    are  a  part  of  the  Beattti~ 

fa!  (in'th  a  larye  /J).     T/u  y  pervade  all  c/'tssft  —  Affecting  instance  of  Colonel 

Sno/J,  ;/  ] 

WK  have  .-ill  read  a  statement,  (the  authenticity  of  which  T 
take  leave  to  doubt  entirely,  for  upon  what  calculations  I  should 
like  to  know  is  it  founded?)  — we  have  all,  I  say,  been  fm 
by  iKTusin«r  a  remark,  that  when  the  times  and  necessities  of  the 
world  call  for  a  Man,  that  individual  is  found.  Thus  at  the 
French  Revolution  (which  the  n-ader  will  l>e  pleased  to  have  in- 
troduced so  early),  when  it  was  requisite  to  administer  a  correc- 
tive dose  to  the  nation,  Robespierre  was  found  ;  a  most  foul  and 
nauseous  dose  indeed,  and  swallowed  eagerly  by  the  patient, 
un-eatly  to  the  hitter's  ultimate  advantage:  tli  it  became 

DeoeSSttytO  kick  John  Hull  out  <»f  America.  Mr.  Washington 
stepped  forward  and  performed  that  job  to  satisfaction  :  thu-. 
when  the  Karl  of  Aldhorou«rh  was  unwell,  Professor  Ilollowny 
appeared  with  his  pills,  and  cured  his  lordship,  as  per  advei 
ment.  Ac,  Ac,  Numberless  instances  might  be  adduced  to  show 
that  when  a  nation  is  in  great  want,  the  relief  is  at  hand  ;  just  as 
in  the  Pantomime  '  that  microcosm)  where  when  Clown  wants 
nn\  tiling  —  a  warming-pan,  a  pump-handle,  a  goose,  or  a  lady's 
tippet  —  a  fellow  comes  sauntering  out  from  behind  the  side- 
scenes  with  the  very  article  in  question. 

Airain,  when  men  commence  an  undertaking,  they  always  are 
prepared  ionium  iliat  the  absolute  neees.sities  of  the  world  de- 
manded its  completion.  —  Say  it  is  a  railroad  :  the  directors  be- 
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gin  by  stating  that  "  A  more  intimate  communication  bctweer 
Bathershins  and  Derrynane  Beg  is  necessary  for  the  advance- 
ment of  civilization,  and  demanded  by  the  multitudinous  accla- 
mations of  the  great  Irish  people."  Or  suppose  it  is  a  news- 
paper :  the  prospectus  states  that  "  At  a  time  when  the  Church 
is  in  danger,  threatened  from  without  by  savage  fanaticism  and 
miscreant  unbelief,  and  undermined  from  within  by  dangerous 
Jesuitism  and  suicidal  Schism,  a  Want  has  been  universally 
felt  —  a  suffering  people  has  looked  abroad  —  for  an  Ecclesias- 
tical Champion  and  Guardian.  A  body  of  Prelates  and  Gen- 
tlemen have  therefore  stepped  forward  in  this  our  hour  of 
danger,  and  determined  on  establishing  the  Beadle  news- 
paper," &c.  &c.  One  or  other  of  these  points  at  least  is  incon- 
trovertible :  the  public  wants  a  thing,  therefore  it  is  supplied  with 
it ;  or  the  public  is  supplied  with  a  thing,  therefore  it  wants  it. 

I  have  long  gone  about  with  a  conviction  on  m}T  mind 
that  I  had  a  work  to  do  —  a  Work,  if  }*ou  like,  with  a  great 
W;  a  Purpose  to  fulfil;  a  chasm  to  leap  into,  like  Curtius, 
horse  &  foot ;  a  Great  Social  Evil  to  Discover  and  to  Rem- 
ed}''.  That  Conviction  Has  Pursued  me  for  Years.  It  has 
Dogged  me  in  the  Busy  Street ;  Seated  Itself  By  Me  in  The 
Lonely  StudjT ;  Jogged  My  Elbow  as  it  Lifted  the  Wine-cup 
at  The  Festive  Board  ;  Pursued  me  through  the  Maze  of  Rot- 
ten Row  ;  Followed  me  in  Far  Lands.  On  Brighton's  Shingly 
Beach,  or  Margate's  Sand,  the  Voice  Outpiped  the  Roaring 
&f  the  Sea ;  it  Nestles  in  my  Nightcap,  and  It  Whispers, 
u  Wake,  Slumberer,  thy  Work  Is  Not  Yet  Done."  Last  Year, 
By  Moonlight,  in  the  Colosseum,  the  Little  Sedulous  Voice 
Came  to  Me  and  Said,  "Smith,  or  Jones"  (The  Writer's 
Name  is  Neither  Here  nor  There),  "Smith  or  Jones,  my  fine 
fellow,  this  is  all  veiy  well,  but  you  ought  to  be  at  home 
writing  your  great  work  on  SNOBS." 

When  a  man  has  this  sort  of  vocation  it  is  all  nonsense 
attempting  to  elude  it.  He  must  speak  out  to  the  nations  ; 
he  must  unbusm  himself,  as  Jeames  would  say,  or  choke  and 
die.  "  Mark  to  yourself,"  I  have  often  mentally  exclaimed  to 
3-0111-  humble  servant,  "  the  gradual  way  in  which  you  have 
been  prepared  for,  and  are  now  led  by  an  irresistible 'necessity 
to  enter  upon  your  great  labor.  First,  the  World  was  made  : 
then,  as  a  matter  of  course,  Snobs;  they  existed  for  years 
and  years,  and  were  no  more  known  than  America.  But 
presently,  —  ingens  patebat  tellus,  —  the  people  became  darkly 
aware  that  there  was  such  a  race.  Not  above  five-and-twentv 
years  since,  a  name,  an  expressive  monosj'llable,  arose  to 
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that   rare.     That    name    has    spr«  'land 

like   railroads   sul«se.|iientl\  ;   SB  'xiiown   ami    rerr,»- 

throughout  an    Kmpire    on   which    I    am   ;ri\en    to    n: 
the  Sun   ncvrr    >.  i-.       /'»///</-   appears  at    tin-    ripe  season,   to 
chronicle    their    history:    and    the    individual    « 
.write  that  history  in  /'///«•/<."• 

I   have    (and    lor    thi>    Lrift    I  congratulate    myself  with    a 
hcepand  Ahidintf  '1  hankl'nlno- )    an   eye    lor  a   Sn..!,.       If  tin- 
Truthful   is  the,    Beautiful,    it    i-    I1,-  .viiiful    to  stud\    even  the 
Snohhi>h  ;   to  track    Snol.s    through    history,  as    certain    little 
doj^s  in   Hampshire  hunt   out  trutlles;   to  >ink  >h.ifte  in  society 
and  conn-   upon   rich   vein-  <•!'  .sn«i>-<>i v.      ^noMiishness  is  like 
I)eatli    in   a   ^notation   from    Horace.    \\liich    I    hope   \  on    i 
have  heard.  "  heal iniT  wit h  e«|iial  fo.it  at  |.oor  men's  doors,  and 
kicking  at    the  ^atcs  of  Mmperors."     It  is  a  great  mistake  to 
judiiv  of  Snuhs   lightly,   and  tliink  they  exist  among  the  ! 
classes  merely.     An  immen-e  percentage  of  Snobs,  I  bel. 
is  to  he  found  in  every  rank  of  this  mortal  life.      You  must  not 
judiiv  hastily  or  vulgarly  of  Snobs :  to  do  so  shows  that  you 
are  yourself  a  Suol>.     I  myself  have  been  taken  for  one. 

When  I  was  taking  the  waters  at  Bagnigge  Wells,  and  liv- 
injr  at  i he  ••  Impi-rial  llott-1"  there,  there  used  to  sit  opposite 
me  at  lireakfast,  for  a  >hoit  time,  a  Snob  SO  insutferaMe  that  I 
felt  I  should  never  <:et  any  l»enetit.  of  the  waters  so  long  as  he 
remained.  His  name  was  Lieiitenant-Coloi.  -ley,  of  a 

vitain  dragoon  re^inn-nt.  He  wore  japanned  boots  and 
moustaches':  he  lisped,  drawled,  and  left  the  "rV'outof  his 
words:  lie  was  always  nourishing  about,  and  smoothing  his 
i.i'-qiiered  whiskers  with  a  hu^e  flaming  bandanna,  that  filled 
the  room  with  an  odor  of  musk  so  stilling  that  I  determined  to 
do  battle  with  that  Snol.,  and  that  either  heorl  should  quit  the 
Inn.  I  first  he^an  harmless  conversations  with  him;  frij:; 
iii£  him  exceedingly,  for  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  when  so 
attacked,  and  had  never  the  slightest  notion  that  anybody 
would  take  sucb  a  lilierty  with  him  as  to  speak  firit :  then  I 
handed  him  the  paper:  then,  as  he  would  take  no  notice  of 
these  advances.  1  used  to  look  him  in  the  face  steadily  and 
—  ami  u>e  my  fork  in  the  li<iht  of  a  toothpick.  After  two 
mornings  of  this  practice,  he  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and 
fail  ly  quitted  the  place. 

Should  the  Colonel  B6Q  this,  will  he  remember  the  Gent  who 
:i>ked  him  if  lie  thought  PuMieoaler  was  a  fine  writer,  aud 
drove  him  from  the  Hotel  with  a  four-pronged  fork? 

*  These  papers  were  originally  published  in  that  popular  periodical. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  SNOB    PLAYFULLY    DEALT   WITH. 

THERE  are  relative  and  positive  Snobs.  I  mean  by  positive, 
such  persons  as  are  Snobs  everywhere,  in  all  companies,  from 
morning  till  night,  from  youth  to  the  grave,  being  by  Nature 
endowed  with  Snobbishness  —  and  others  who  are  Snobs  only 
in  certain  circumstances  and  relations  of  life. 

For  instance  :  I  once  knew  a  man  who  committed  before  me 
an  act  as  atrocious  as  that  which  I  have  indicated  in  the  last 
chapter  as  performed  by  me  for  the  purpose  of  disgusting 
Colonel  Snoble}7 ;  viz.  the  using  the  fork  in  the  guise  of  a  tooth- 
pick. I  once,  I  say,  knew  a  man  who,  dining  in  my  company 
at  the  u  Europa  Coffee-house,"  (opposite  the  Grand  Opera,  and, 
as  everybody  knows,  the  only  decent  place  for  dining  at  Naples,; 
ate  pease  with  the  assistance  of  his  knife.  He  was  a  person  with 
whose  society  I  was  greatly  pleased  at  first  —  indeed,  we  had 
met  in  the  crater  of  Mount  Vesuvius,  and  were  subsequently 
robbed  and  held  to  ransom  by  brigands  in  Calabria,  which  is 
nothing  to  the  purpose  —  a  man  of  great  powers,  excellent  heart, 
and  varied  information  ;  but  I  had  never  before  seen  him  with 
a  dish  of  pease,  and  his  conduct  in  regard  to  them  caused  me 
the  deepest  pain. 

After  having  seen  him  thus  publicly  comport  himself,  but 
one  course  was  open  to  me  —  to  cut  his  acquaintance.  I  com- 
missioned a  mutual  friend  (the  Honorable  Poly  Anthus)  to 
break  the  matter  to  this  gentleman  as  delicatel}*  as  possible, 
and  to  say  that  painful  circumstances  —  in  nowise  affecting  Mr. 
Marrowfat's  honor,  or  my  esteem  for  him  —  had  occurred,  which 
obliged  me  to  forego  my  intimacy  with  him  ;  and  accordingly 
we  met,  and  gave  each  other  the  cut  direct  that  night  at  the 
Duchess  of  Monte  Fiasco's  ball. 

Everybody  at  Naples  remarked  the  separation  of  the  Damon 
and  Pythias  —  indeed,  Marrowfat  had  saved  my  life  more  than 
once  —  but,  as  an  English  gentleman,  what  was  I  to  do? 

My  dear  friend  was,  in  this  instance,  the  Snob  relative.  It 
is  not  snobbish  of  persons  of  rank  of  any  other  nation  to  employ 
their  knife  in  the  manner  alluded  to.  I  have  seen  Monte  Fiasco 
clean  his  trencher  with  his  knife,  and  every  Principe  in  coin- 
pan}'  doing  likewise.  J  have  seen,  tit  the  hospitable  board  of 
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H.  I  II.  the  Grand  Duchess  Stephanie  of  Badm--  (who,  if  these 
humble  lines  should  conn-  under  her  Impel  ia  In-sought 

to  remember  graciously  the  m«»t  -I-  — I 

have  seen,  I  say,  the  Hereditary  Pum-r^  .,f  Pot/tan 
iicrwetter  (that   seivnrly-beaut it'nl  woman)  u-e  her  knife  in  lir'i 
of  a  fork  or  spoon  ;    I  have  seen  her  almost  >w  allow  it.  l.\  .1 
like  Ivamo  Samee,  tin-  Indian  juggler.     And  did  I  blenrh  r     I)id 
my  estimation  for  the   Princess  diminish?      No.  lovely  Atnalia  ! 
One   of  the   truest    pa^ions   that    ever  \\a>    inspired    by  \\oman 
was  raided   in    this   bosom   by  that   lady.      Beautiful   one!    long, 
!on«r  may  the  knife   carry  food   to   those    lips  I    the    reddest   and 
loveliest  ill  the  world  ! 

The  cause  of  my  «|iianvl  with    Marrowfat  I   ne\er  breathed 
to  mortal  soul  f->r  four  year*.      \\'e  met  in  the  halls  ,,f  the 
toeracy      -  our  friends  and  relatives.       \Ve  jost  led  ra«-h   other    in 
the  dance  or  at  the  board  ;   but  tin-  estrangement  continued,  and 
secm-il  irrevocable,  until  the  fourth  of  June,  last  v 

We  met  at  Sir  George  Golloper's.  We  were  placed,  he  on 
the  ri^ht,  your  humble  servant  on  the  left  of  the  admirable 
Lady  ( ;.  Prase  formed  part  of  the  banquet  —  ducks  and  green 
I  trembled  as  I  saw  Marrowfat  helped,  and  turned  away 
sickening,  lest  1  should  behold  the  weapon  darting  dowii  his 
horrid  jaws. 

What  was  my  astonishment,  what  my  delight,  when  I  saw 
him  use  his  fork  like  any  other  Christian  !  He  did  not  administer 
the  cold  steel  once  Old  times  rushed  back  upon  me  —  the 
remembrance  of  old  services  — his  rescuing  me  from  the  brig- 
ands—  his  gallant  conduct  in  the  affair  with  the  Countess  Dei 
Spinaehi  his  lending  me  the  1,700/.  I  almost  burst  into  tears 
with  joy  -my  voice  trembled  with  emotion.  "George,  my 
boy'."  I  e\t  laimed,  "  George  Marrowfat,  my  dear  fellow!  a 
glass  of  wine  !  " 

Blushing  —  deeply  moved  —  almost  as  tremulous  as  I  was 
:n\self.  (ieoioe  an-,  \\vivil,  "'  Fr<ink\  s/«i!(  it  be  Hock  or  Madeira  ?  " 
I  could  have  hugged  him  to  my  heart  but  for  the  presence  of 
:!ie  company.  Little  did  Lady  (iolloper  know  what  was  the 
cause  of  the  emotion  which  sent  the  ducklinir  I  WM  carving 
:  ito  her  ladyship's  pink  satin  lap.  The  mort  ijood-natured 
•  -!'  women  pardoned  the  error,  and  the  butler  removed  the 
i  ird. 

We  have  been  the  closest  friends  ever  since,  nor,  of  course,  has 
George  repeated  his  odious  habit.  He  acquired  it  at  a  country 
school,  where  they  cultivated  pease  and  only  used  two-pronged 
forks,  and  it  was  only  by  living  on  the  Continent,  where  the 
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usage  of  the  four-prong  is  general,  that  he  lost  the  horrible 
custom. 

In  this  point  —  and  in  this  only  —  I  confess  myself  a  member 
of  the  Silver-Fork  School ;  and  if  this  talc  but  induce  one  of 
my  readers  to  pause,  to  examine  in  his  own  mind  solemnly,  and 
ask,  "  Do  I  or  do  I  not  eat  pease-  with  a  knife?"  —  to  see  the 
ruin  which  may  fall  upon  himself  by  continuing  the  practice,  or 
his  family  by  beholding  the  example,  these  lines  will  not  have 
been  written  in  vain.  And  now,  whatever  other  authors  may 
be,  I  flatter  myself,  it  will  be  allowed  that  /,  at  least,  am  a 
moral  man. 

By  the  way,  as  some  readers  are  dull  of  comprehension,  I 
may  as  well  say  what  the  moral  of  this  history  is.  The  moral 
is  this  —  Society  having  ordained  certain  customs,  men  are 
bound  to  obey  the  law  of  society,  and  conform  to  its  harmless 
orders. 

If  I  should  go  to  the  British  and  Foreign  Institute  (and 
Aeaven  forbid  I  should  go  under  any  pretext  or  in  any  costume 
whatever)  —  if  I  should  go  to  one  of  the  tea-parties  in  a  dress- 
ing-gown and  slippers,  and  not  in  the  usual  attire  of  a  gentle- 
man, viz.  pumps,  a  gold  waistcoat,  a  crush  hat,  a  sham  frill, 
and  a  white  choker  —  I  should  be  insulting  society,  and  eating 
pease  with  my  knife.  Let  the  porters  of  the  Institute  hustle  out 
the  individual  who  shall  so  offend.  Such  an  offender  is,  as 
regards  society,  a  most  emphatical  and  refractory  Snob.  It 
has  its  code  and  police  as  well  as  governments,  and  he  must 
conform  who  would  profit  03'  the  decrees  set  forth  for  their 
common  comfort. 

I  am  natural!}'  averse  to  egotism,  and  hate  self-laudation  con, 
sumedly  ;  but  I  can't  help  relating  here  a  circumstance  illustra- 
tive of  the  point  in  question,  in  which  I  must  think  I  acted  with 
considerable  prudence. 

Being  at  Constantinople  a  few  years  since —  (on  a  delicate 
mission),  — the  Russians  were  playing  a  double  game,  between 
ourselves,  and  it  became  necessaiy  on  our  part  to  employ  an 
extra  negotiator  —  Leckerbiss  Pasha  of  Roumelia,  then  Chief 
Galeongee  of  the  Porte,  gave  a  diplomatic  banquet  at  his  sum- 
mer palace  at  Bujukdere.  I  was  on  the  left  of  the  Galeongee, 
and  the  Russian  agent,  Count  de  Diddloff,  on  his  dexter  side. 
Diddloff  is  a  dand}7  who  would  die  of  a  rose  in  aromatic  pain  : 
he  had  tried  to  have  me  assassinated  three  times  in  the  course 
of  the  negotiation ;  but  of  course  we  were  friends  in  public, 
and  saluted  each  other  in  the  most  cordial  and  charming 
manner. 
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Th»-  <  Kileonu'' •«•  i>       or  was.  ala-  '   lor  a  bowstring  has 

K./    him  —  a  .staunch   supporter  «•!'   the  <>1<I    school    of  Turkish 

|v»iili'--.       \N  ••   dined    with    our   tinker-,  ami    had   tlap^   of  bread 

f..-    plateH  ;     tin-   only    innovation    he   admitted    was    the    use  of 

.ran  liquor-,  in  which  In-  indulged  \\itii   great  gUs!<>.       II.- 

&n  enormous  eater,     Amount  large  one 

wa-   placed    l.ct'orc   him   of  a   lamb  dressed    in    its  wool.  stuffed 
witn  prunes,  garlic,  asatu-tida,  rap-drums,  and  ..tln-r  condin .- 
tlir  most,  abominable  mixture  that  ever  n:.»Hal  ^nn-lt    or  tasted. 

The  Galeoagee  ate  of  thifl  hui^rlv  ;  and  pur>uinir  tl;-- 

fashion.  in.>i>lcil  on  hrlpiu^  his  I'lin,  md  when 

he  rumr  to  a   particularly  spicy  morsel,  \\oiild  push   it  wit.. 
.»\vn  hands  into  his  mi>  mouths. 

1    nrvrr    shall    [oruct    tin-    1<>«'U    of   ,  I  >iddlotr.    when   hU 

K\rt  ilcncv.  r«»Hiii{^  up  a  lar^i-  (jiiantity  «»!'  this  into  a  luill  and 
•  •\rhiimini:-.  "link   link"   (it    i-   \.  .   administered  the 

horriiuc  liolus  to  Diddlotf.  The  Ku»iaii'- «  yes  rolled  <lreadfully 
a>  he  received  it  :  ho  swallowed  it  willi  a  -rimacr  that  1  thought 
must  precede  a  convulsion,  and  sri/.ing  a  bottle  next  him.  \\  hirh 
he  thou-nt  was  Sauterne.  l.ut  which  turned  out  to  1-r  -French 
l>rand\.  ne  drank  oil'  nearly  a  pint  before  he  knew  his  (•' 
It  finishea  rum:  he  was  carriid  a\\.i\  from  the  dining-room 
almost  dead,  and  laid  out  to  cool  in  a  summer-house  on  the 
Bosphorua. 

When  it  came  to  my  turn,  I  took  down  the  condiment  with 
a  smile,  saui  ••  liisiniilah."  licked  m\  lips  with  easy  gratifica- 
tion, and  when  Uic  next  dish  was  served,  made  up  a  ball  myself 
so  de\teroiisl\ .  ;:nd  popped  it  down  the  old  (ialcon^ee's  mouth 
with  so  much'  <^racc,  that  his  heart  was  won.  Russia  was  put 
out  of  court,  at  once,  and  the  treaty  of  Kabobanople  wcu  signed. 

r  Diddloir.  an  '.v:is  over  with  him:  he  was  recalled  t 
I'ctcrsliurir.  and   Sir    Roderick    Murchison  saw  him,  under  the 
No.  8967,  wnrkinir  in  the  I'ral  mines. 

The  moral  of  this  talc,  I  need  not  say,  is,  that  there  are 
many  disagreeable  things  ill  society  which  you  are  bound  to 
lake  down,  and  to  do  so  with  a  smiling  face. 
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CHAPTER  H. 

THE    SNOB     ROYAL. 

LONG  since,  at  the  commencement  of  the  reign  of  her  pres- 
ent Gracious  Majesty,  it  chanced  "  on  a  fair  summer  evening," 
as  Mr.  James  would  say,  that  three  or  four  young  cavaliers 
were  drinking  a  cup  of  wine  after  dinner  at  the  hostelry  called 
the  "  King's  Arms,"  kept  by  Mistress  Anderson,  in  the  royal 
village  of  Kensington.  'Twas  a  balmy  evening,  and  the  way- 
farers looked  out  on  a  cheerful  scene.  The  tall  elms  of  the 
ancient  gardens  were  in  full  leaf,  and  countless  chariots  of 
the  nobility  of  England  whirled  by  to  the  neighboring  palace, 
where  princely  Sussex  (whose  income  latterly  onl}7  allowed  him 
to  give  tea-parties)  entertained  his  royal  niece  at  a  state  ban- 
quet. When  the  caroches  of  the  nobles  had  set  down  their 
owners 'at  the  banquet-hall,  their  varlets  and  servitors  came  to 
quaff  a  flagon  of  nut-brown  ale  in  the  "  King's  Arms  "  gardens 
hard  by.  We  watched  these  fellows  from  our  lattice.  By 
Saint  Boniface  'twas  a  rare  sight ! 

The  tulips  in  M3'iiheer  Van  Dimck's  gardens  were  not  more 
gorgeous  than  the  liveries  of  these  pie-coated  retainers.  All 
the  flowers  of  the  field  bloomed  in  their  ruffled  bosoms,  all  the 
hues  of  the  rainbow  gleamed  in  their  plush  breeches,  and  the 
long-caned  ones  walked  up  and  down  the  garden  with  that 
charming  solemnity,  that  delightful  quivering  swagger  of  the 
calves,  which  has  always  had  a  frantic  fascination  for  us.  The 
walk  was  not  wide  enough  for  them  as  the  shoulder-knots 
strutted  up  and  down  it  in  canary,  and  crimson,  and  light 
blue. 

Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  their  pride,  a  little  bell  was  rung, 
a  side  door  opened,  and  (after  setting  down  their  Royal  Mis- 
tress) her  Majesty's  own  crimson  footmen,  with  epaulets  and 
black  plushes,  came  in. 

It  was  pitiable  to  see  the  other  poor  Johns  slink  off  at  this 
arrival !  Not  one  of  the  honest  private  Plushes  could  stand  up 
before  the  Royal  Flunkies.  They  left  the  walk  :  they  sneaked 
into  dark  holes  and  drank  their  beer  in  silence.  The  Ro}*al 
Plush  kept  possession  of  the  garden  until  the  Royal  Plush 
dinner  was  announced,  when  it  retired,  and  we  heard  from 
the  pavilion  where  they  dined,  conservative  cheers,  and 
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speeches,  and  Kentish  fires.      The  other  Flunkies  we  n 

Ml\V    lllore. 

M  \    dear   Flunkies,   so   absurdly   e.merited    at    one    mon 
:in<l  M>  abject  at  tin-  next,  are  but  the  types  of  their  masters    m 
tii:  >  world.       Iff   u'l«>   inrnnbj   <t<lniins,   ///.<///    r/,in</s   it  a  Snob  — 
pnhap-  that    is  a  safe  dclinit  ion  of  the  ehara-  I 

Ami   thi>   is  why  I  ha\e,  with   tin-   utmost    re-pect,  ventured 
to   place  The   Snob    Royal   at    the   head   of  my  li>t,    causing  all 
others  to  give  way  before  him.  as  the  Flunkies  before  the  royal 
representative    in    Kensington   Gardens.       To   MI    of  fQoil 
such  a  GraCKXM   Sovereign  that  lie  is  a  Snob,  is  but  to  say  that 
his  Majesty  is  a  man.      Kin--,  too.  are  mm   and   Snobs.      In   a 
country  where  Snobs   art-   in    the  majority,  a  prime  one,  sir 
cannot    be   unlit    to  govern.      With    us   they  ha\e  8UCC6ed< 
admiration. 

For   instance.   .lames    I.    wa-   a   Snob,   and  a  Scotch   Snob, 
than  win. -h   tin-  world  contains  no  more  oH'en-ive  m  atme.      ||. 
appears  t«>  have  had  not  one  of  the   good  ijualit ies  of  a  man  — 
neither  eotnage,   nor  generosity,  nor  honesty,  nor  brains ;  but 
read  what  tin-  great   Divine-,  and  Doctors  of  Finland  said  about 
/inn  !     Charles  IF,  his  grandson,  was  a  rogue,  but  not  a  Snob ; 
whilst   Louis  XIV.,  his  old  squaretoes  of  a  contemporai 
tin- great  \\orshipperof  liigwiggery  —  has  always  struck  me  as 
a  most  undoubted  and  Royal  Snob. 

I  will  not.  however,  take  instances  from  our  own  country  of 
lJo\al  Snobs,  but  refer  to  a  neighboring  kingdom,  that  of  Brent- 
ford—and its  monarch,  the  late  great  and  lamented  Gorgius 
l\  .  With  the  same  humility  with  which  the  footmen  at  the 
••  King's  Arms"  gave  way  before  the  Flush  Royal,  the  aristoc- 
racy of  tlu1  Brentford  nation  bent  down  and  truckled  bcforo 
Hopkins,  and  proclaimed  him  the  first  gentleman  in 
And  it's  a  wonder  to  think  what  is  the  gentlefolks'  opinion  of 
a  gentleman,  when  they  gave  Gorgius  such  a  title. 

What   is  it   to  be  a  gentleman?      Is  it  to  be  honest,  to  \*c 
gentle,  to  be  generous,  to  be  brave,  to  be  wise,  and,  po-^r 
all  these  qualities,  to  exercise  them  in  the  most  graceful  out- 
ward manner?     Ought   a  gentleman  to  be  a  loyal  son,  n 
husband,  and  honest  father?     Ought  his  life  to  I..  -his 

bills  to  be  paid  —  his  tastes'  to  be  high  and  elegant  —  his  aims 
in  life  lofty  and  noble?  In  a  word,  ought  not  the  Biography 
of  a  First  (ientleinan  in  Furope  to  be  of  such  a  nature  that  it 
might  be  read  in  Young  Ladies'  Schools  with  advantage,  and 
studied  with  profit  in  the  Seminaries  of  Young  Gentlemen?  I 
put  this  question  to  all  instructor-  of  youth  —  to  Mrs.  Ellis  and 
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liie  Women  of  England  ;  to  all  schoolmasters,  from  Doctoi 
Hawtrev  down  to  Mr.  Squecrs.  1  conjure  up  before  me  an 
awful  tribunal  of  youth  and  innocence,  attended  b}*  its  venerable 
instructors  (like  the  ten  thousand  red-checked  charity-children 
in  Saint  Paul's),  sitting  in  judgment,  and  Gorgius  pleading  his 
cause  in  the  midst.  Out  of  Court,  out  of  Court,  fat  old  Florizel ! 
iiradles,  turn  out  that  bloated,  pimple-faced  man  !  —  If  Gorgius 
must  have  a  statue  in  the  new  Palace  which  the  Brentford  nation 
is  building,  it  ought  to  be  set  up  in  the  Flunkies'  Hall.  He 
should  be  represented  cutting  out  a  coat,  in  which  art  he  is 
said  to  have  excelled.  He  also  invented  Maraschino  punch, 
a  shoe-buckle  (this  was  in  the  vigor  of  his  youth,  and  the  prime 
force  of  his  invention),  and  a  Chinese  pavilion,  the  most  hide- 
ous building  in  the  world.  He  could  drive  a  four-in-hand  very 
nearly  as  well  as  the  Brighton  coachman,  could  fence  elegantly, 
and  it  is  said,  played  the  riddle  well.  And  he  smiled  with  such 
irresistible  fascination,  that  persons  who  were  introduced  into 
his  august  presence  became  his  victims,  body  and  soul,  as  a 
rabbit  becomes  the  prey  of  a  great  big  boa-constrictor. 

I  would  wager  that  if  Mr.  Widdicomb  were,  by  a  revolution, 
placed  on  the  throne  of  Brentford,  people  would  be  equally 
fascinated  by  his  irresistibly  majestic  smile,  and  tremble  as 
they  knelt  down  to  kiss  his  hand.  If  he  went  to  Dublin  they 
would  erect  an  obelisk  on  the  spot  where  he  first  landed,  as  the 
Paddylanders  did  when  Gorgius  visited  them.  We  have  all  of  us 
read  with  delight  that  stoiy  of  the  King's  voyage  to  Haggisland, 
where  his  presence  inspired  such  a  fury  of  loyalt}' ;  and  where 
the  most  famous  man  of  the  country  —  the  Baron  of  Bradwar- 
dine  —  coming  on  board  the  royal  yacht,  and  finding  a  glass 
out  of  which  Gorgius  had  drunk,  put  it  into  his  coat-pocket  as 
an  inestimable  relic,  and  went  ashore  in  his  boat  again.  But 
the  Baron  sat  down  upon  the  glass  and  broke  it,  and  cut  his 
coat-tails  very  much ;  and  the  inestimable  relic  was  lost  to  the 
world  for  ever.  O  noble  Bradwardine  !  what  old-world  super- 
stition could  set  you  on  your  knees  before  such  an  idol  as 
that? 

If  3Tou  want  to  moralize  upon  the  mutability  of  human  affairs, 
go  and  see  the  figure  of  Gorgius  .in  his  real,  identical  robes, 
at  the  wax-work.  —  Admittance  one  shilling.  Children  and 
flunkies  sixpence.  Go,  and  pay  sixpence. 
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CIIAPTKU    III. 

THE    INFLUENCE    Ol      I  111     AKIM'oCBACY   ON   SNOBS. 

LAST  Sunday    \v« •«•!<.    brin-    ;ii    church  in  thi>  city,  ami  tin? 
service  ju>t  ended,  I  heard  t  \\»  ^n- •  • -  .  .  •:  lixnit  tli< 

son.    On*  WBsaaking  the  other  who  ••  n. 

is  Mr.   So-and-^o."  tiie   second    Si  i.   •••Ion, 

chaplain    to    the    Karl    of    W  hat-d'\  r- all'iiu  he?" 

said  the  lirM  Snob,  with  u  tone  of  n.oV-  i  i  «  ,u.  — 

The  Parson's  orthodoxy  and  identity  weiv  at  <  -d  in  this 

Snob's  mind.  lie  knew  no  more  about  ihe  Marl  than  :il»on 
( 'hai)lain,  l)iit  he  took  the  latter'-^  char.-.c!.  i  upon  tin-  aiitli 
of  tiie  lonnei- ;  and  went  home  <jniti-  contciiud  with  his  . 
ereiK-e.  like  a  little  truckling  >nol>. 

This  incident  gave  me  more  matter  tor  retlection  <  \,-n  Uian 
the  sermon  :    and  wondeniu'nt    at    tin    rxtent  and  piv\  alcii 
Lordolatry    in   this   country.      What    could    it   matter   to   Snoi. 
whether  his    Reverence  were   Chaplain   to  his  Lord>hi, 
What  Peerau<'-\vor>liip  there   i>  all  thi-on^h   i 
How  we  arc  all  implicated  in  it,  and  more  or  less  down  on  onr 
knees.  —  And  with  regard  to  the  great  subject  on  hand.  I  think 
that  the  inllncnce  of  the    Peerage  upon  SnoMiMmt^-,  lias  l»ecn 
more  remarkalile  than  that  of  any  other  institution.     The  in- 
crease, encoiiraucment,  and   maintenance  of  snobs  are  among 
the  ••  priceless  >er\  i.vs."  u  Lord  .Inhn  Ivii-ell  says,  which  we 
owe  to  the  nobility. 

It  can't  l>e  othciwix  .      A  man  becomes  enormously  rich,  or 
he   joi»  -iicc.^sfiilly  in  the  aid  of  a  Mini- 
battle,  ..i  6X(  '-utes  a  treaty,  or  is  a  clever  lawu-r  \\ii" 
multitude   of    IVi-s   and    ascends    the    bench;   and    the   country 
rewards  him   for  ever  with  a  gold  coronet  (with  more  or 
balls  or  leaves)  and  a  title,  and  a  rank  as  legislator.      "  Voni 
merit-  a  IT  so  <j;reat,"  says  the  nation,  k4  that  your  child: 
be  allowed  to  rei^n  over  us,  in  a  manner.      It  d«»rx  n(»t  in  the 
least    matter   that   your  eldest  son  be  a  fool:    we    think  your 
services   so   remarkable,    that  he  shall    have   the    IT\,TMOH    of 
your  honors  when  death  vacates  your  noble  shoes.     If  you  are 
poor,  we  will  «jivi»  \<>u  Mich  a  sum  of  mm  dl  enable  you 

and    the  eldest-born    of  \oiir   race   for  ev<  r  to   liv,    m   fat  and 
splendor.     It  is  our  wish  that  there  should  be  a  race  set  apart 
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in  this  happy  country,  who  shall  hold  the  first  rank,  have  the 
first,  prizes  and  chances  in  all  government  jobs  and  patronages. 
We  cannot  make  all  30111-  dear  children  Peers — that  would 
make  Peerage  common  and  crowd  the  House  of  Lords  uncom- 
fortably —  but  the  young  ones  shall  have  everything  a  Govern- 
ment can  give :  they  shall  get  the  pick  of  all  the  places :  they 
shall  be  Captains  and  Lieutenant-Colonels  at  nineteen,  when 
hoary-headed  old  lieutenants  an;  spending  thirty  years  at  drill : 
they  shall  command  ships  at  one-and-twenty,  and  veterans  who 
fought  before  they  were  born.  And  as  we  are  eminently  a  free 
people,  and  in  order  to  encourage  all  men  to  do  their  duty, 
we  say  to  any  man  of  an}*  rank  —  get  enormously  rich,  make 
immense  fees  as  a  lawyer,  or  great  speeches,  or  distinguish 
3'ourself  and  win  battles  —  and  you,  even  you,  shall  come  into 
the  privileged  class,  and  your  children  shall  reign  naturally  over 
ours." 

How  can  we  help  Snobbishness,  with  such  a  prodigious 
national  institution  erected  for  its  worship?  How  can  we  help 
cringing  to  Lords.  Flesh  and  blood  can't  do  otherwise.  What 
man  can  withstand  this  prodigious  temptation?  Inspired  by 
what  is  called  a  noble  emulation,  some  people  grasp  at  honors 
arid  win  them  ;  others,  too  weak  or  mean,  blindly  admire 
and  grovel  before  those  who  have  gained  them  ;  others,  not 
being  able  to  acquire  them,  fuHousl}*  hate,  abuse,  and  env}*. 
There  are  only  a  few  bland  and  not-in-the-least-conccitcd 
philosophers,  who  can  behold  the  state  of  society,  viz.,  Toady- 
ism, organized: — base  Man-and-Mammon  worship,  instituted 
by  command  of  law  :  —  Snobbishness,  in  a  word,  perpetuated, 
—  and  mark  the  phenomenon  calmly.  And  of  these  calm 
moralists,  is  there  one,  I  wonder,  whose  heart  would  not  throb 
with  pleasure  if  he  could  be  seen  walking  arm-in-arm  with  a 
couple  of  dukes  down  Pall  Mall?  No  :  it  is  impossible,  in  our 
condition  of  society,  not  to  be  sometimes  a  Snob. 

On  one  side  it  encourages  the  commoner  to  be  snobbishh7 
mean,  and  the  noble  to  be  snobbishly  arrogaut.  When  a  noble 
marchioness  writes  in  her  travels  about  the  hard  necessity  under 
which  steamboat  travellers  labor  of  being  brought  into  contact 
"with  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  people:"  imptying  that  a 
fellowship  with  God's  creatures  is  disagreeable  to  her  Ladyship, 

who  is  their  superior:  —  when.  I  say,  the  Marchioness  of 

writes  in  this  fashion,  we  must  consider  that  out  of  her  natural 
heart  it  would  have  been  impossible  for  any  woman  to  have  had 
such  a  sentiment;  but  that  the  habit  of  truckling  and  cringinjr, 
which  all  who  surround  her  have  adopted  towards  this  beautiful 


THE    BOOK    OF    SNOBS.  287 

and  magnificent  lady,  —  this  proprietor  of  BO  many  black  ami 
other  diamonds,  ha-  leally  induced  her  j.,  beHftTO  that  she  is 
tin-  Miperior  of  th«>  \\orld  in  general:  and  that  p.-.ip|,-  ft] 
to  associate  \\illi  l.t-r  6XCep(  MT/ulIj  ..:  .•  di-tanei-.  I  M-,  « ,11, -ct 
being  oner  at  the  cil\  of  Grand  Cairo,  thrOOgfa  wh'n-li  a  Kiirope.-m 
Ko\al  Prince  wa-  pa—in-  I  ndia-u  ai  d-.  One  night  at  tin-  inn 
there  was  a  great  di-lurl-ancc  :  :i  man  had  drowned  him<i-lf  in 
thr  well  hard  by:  all  the  inhabitants  of  tin-  lintel  came  hustling 
into  tin-  Court,  and  amongst  other-  \oiir  humble  -••rvnnt.  who 
a-k«-d  "f  a  .-frtain  yoiin^  man  tin-  iva-»«n  «•!'  tli»-  distnrl'.; 
II(.w  \\a-  I  to  Nii"w  that  this  NOIIU^  -r,.|it  was  a  prince  ?  !!•• 
had  not  his  crown  and  sceptre  <>\\  :  he  was  die--. -d  in  u  \vhit«« 
lackel  an«l  i'"lt  hat  :  Imt  he  lunki-d  -  nrj.ri-fil  at  anybody  speak- 
inu  to  him:  answered  an  nnintelli'jil.le  monosyllable,  and — 
ln-t'knn»-tl  ln's  aide-  /r-c<ttii/>  t<>  r,,,,i>'  mill  speak  to  me.  It  is  our 
fault,  not  that  of  tin-  mvat,  that  they  should  fancy  thein>el\es 
so  far  aliove  us.  If  3*011  will  fling  yourself  umU-r  the  wheels, 
Juggernaut  will  gn  over  you.  depend  upon  it  :  and  if  \ou  and 
I,  my  dear  friend,  had  Koto.,  performed  before  us  c-\ 
—  found  people  whenever  we  appeared  grovelling  in  slavish 
adoration,  we  should  drop  into  the  aii>  of  superiority  quite 
naturally,  and  accept  tin'  e/ieatnc>s  \\ith  which  the  world  in- 
sisted upon  endowing  us. 

Here   is  an  instance,  out  of  Lord  L *s  travels,  of  that 

calm,  good-natured,    undouUing   way    in    which  a  great  man 
accepts  the  homage  of  his  inferiors.     After  making  some  pro- 
found  and  ingenious  remarks  about  the  town  of  .  his 
lord-hip   Bays:  —  "  Staying  some   days  at  the  Hotel  de  Hello 
Yin-  —  a  LriVatlv  overrated  establishment,   and  not  nearly  so 
comfortable  as    the    Hotel   de    France — I  made  acquaintance 
with  Dr.  L ,  the  physician  of  the  Mission.     He  was  desir- 
ous of  doing  the  honor  of  the  place  to  me,  and  he  ordero 
us  a  diner  ,'n  ynurmttifl  at  the  chief  restaurateur's,  maintaining 
it  surpassed  the  Uoeher  at  Paris.     Six  or  eight  partook  of  th- 
entertainment,  and  we  all  agreed   it  was  infinitely  inferi- 
the  Paris    lisplay,  and  much  more  extravagant.     So  much  for 
the  copv." 

And' so  much  for  the  gentleman  who  gave  the  dinner. 

L .  desirous  to  do  hi-  lord-hip  "  the  honor  of  the  pla 

fea>ts  him  with  the  bvst  victuals   money  can  procure— and  nn 
lord  finds  the  entertainment  e \travagaiit and  inferior.      Kxtrav- 
a^-.int  :    it  wa-  not  extravagant  to  him  ; —  Inferior  I     Mr.  L — 
did  his  best  to  >::;isfv  those  noble  jaws,  and  my  lord  reo 
tlie  entertainment,  and  di-in.-ses  the  giver  with  a  rebuke.     It 
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is  like  a  three-tailed  Pasha  grumbling  about  an  unsatisfactory 
barksheesh. 

But  how  should  it  be  otherwise  in  a  country  where  Lord- 
olatry  is  part  of  our  creed,  and  where  our  children  are  brought 
up  to  respect  the  "Peerage"  as  the  Englishman's  second 
Bible? 


CHAPTER  IV. 

"  THE  COURT  CIRCULAR,"  AND  ITS   INFLUENCE  ON  SNOBS. 

EXAMPLE  is  the  best  of  precepts  ;  so  let  us  begin  with  a  true 
and  authentic  story,  showing  how  young  aristocratic  snobs  are 
reared,  and  how  earl}'  their  Snobbishness  may  be  made  to 
bloom.  A  beautiful  and  fashionable  lady — (pardon,  gracious 
madam,  that  your  story  should  be  made  public ;  but  it  is  so 
moral  that  it  ought  to  be  known  to  the  universal  world)  —  told 
me  that  in  her  early  }*outh  she  had  a  little  acquaintance,  who  is 
now  indeed  a  beautiful  and  fashionable  lady  too.  In  mention- 
ing Miss  Snobky,  daughter  of  Sir  Snobby  Snobky,  whose  pre- 
sentation at  Court  caused  such  a  sensation,  need  I  say  more? 

When  Miss  Snobk}^  was  so  very  young  as  to  be  in  the 
nursery  regions,  and  to  walk  of  early  mornings  in  St.  James's 
Park,  protected  by  a  French  governess  and  followed  by  a  huge 
hirsute  flunky  in  the  canaiy-colored  livery  of  the  Snobkys, 
she  used  occasionally  in  these  promenades  to  meet  with  }*oung 
Lord  Claude  Lollipop,  the  Marquis  of  Sillabub's  }Tounger  son. 
In  the  very  height  of  the  season,  from  some  unexplained  cause, 
the  Snobkys  suddenly  determined  upon  leaving  town.  Miss 
Snobky  spoke  to  her  female  friend  and  confidante.  "  What 
will  poor  Claude  Lollipop  say  when  he  hears  of  my  absence?" 
asked  the  tender-hearted  child. 

"  Oh,  perhaps  he  won't  hear  of  it,"  answers  the  confidante. 

u  My  dear,  he  will  read  it  in  the  papers,"  replied  the  dear 
little  fashionable  rogue  of  seven  jTears  old.  She  knew  already 
her  importance,  and  how  all  the  world  of  England,  how  all  the 
would-be-genteel  people,  how  all  the  silver-fork  worshippers- 
how  all  the  tattle-mongers,  how  all  the  grocers'  ladies,  the 
tailors'  ladies,  the  attorneys'  and  merchants'  ladies,  and  the 
people  living  at  Claphnm  and  Brunswick  Square,  —  who  have 
no  more  chance  of  consorting  with  a  Snobky  than  my  beloved 
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reader  has  of  dining  w'th  tin-  Kmpen.i  ,,•  <  fa 

tin-   movements   of  tin-   ShnhUvs   with   llilelv-4,   jtn.j  •!     to 

know  when  the\   came  !•»  I.  Minion  and  K-fl  it. 

Here  is  tin-  account  <>f  .Mi--  Smoky's  dress,  and  that  of  her 
mother,  Lady  Snohky.  fmm  the  papers  :  — 

41  MISS  SNnllKT. 

"Habit  de  ('our,   composed  of  a  yellow  nankeen   illm 
dres-,  <>\er  a  -lip  of  rich  pea-mven  corduroy,  trimmed  en  tat 
with  bouquets  of  llni^eU  >p  routs:    the  body  :ind  >le.-ves  hand- 
somely   trimmed    with    culimauco,    and    iV.Mooned    \\ith   a   pink 
traiu  and  white  radi>ln-s.      llc;id-drcs>,  ram  -is  and  lappets. 

ULADT   SNOBKT. 

4<Co8tnmc  do,  Conr,  composed  of  a  train  of  the  most  superb 
Pekin  IcindaiuuH,  »-I:-jj::iiitU'  trimjiu'd  wilh  epangles,  tinfoil, 
and  tvd-i:i|><'.  liodicc.  and  under-dress  of  sky-blue  velveteen, 
trimmed  with  lK)ii!!ants  and  im-njs  of  hell-pulls.  Stomacher, 
a  mnilin.  Ht-ad-dn-ss,  a  l»ird's-np*it,  with  a  bird  of  paradise, 
over  a  rich  brass  knock-T  en  ferronieiv.  This  splendid  costume 
by  Madame  (  linoline,  of  licgcnt  Street,  was  the  object  of  uni- 
ver>al  admiration." 

This  U  what  you  read.     Oh.    Mrs.   Ellis!     On,   mothers, 

daughters,  aunts,  o-raiidmothcrs  of  England,  this  is  the  sort  of 
writiu--  which  is  put  in  the  newspapers  for  you  !  I  low  can  you 
help  being  the  mothers,  daughters,  &c.  of  Snobs,  so  long  as 
this  balderdash  is  set  before  you? 

You  stuff  the  little  rosy  foot  of  a  Chinese  }Toung  lady  of 
fashion  into  a  slipper  that  is  about  the  size  of  a  salt-cruet,  and 
keep  the  poor  little  toes  there  imprisoned  and  twisted  up  so 
lon<r  that  the  dwarli-hiie^  In-come-*  irremediable.  Later,  the 
foot  would  not  expand  to  the  natural  size  were  you  to  give  her 
a  washinjr-tul)  fora  shoe,  and  for  all  her  life  she  ha*  little  feet, 
and  is  a  cripple.  Oh.  my  dear  _rin<.  thank  your  stars 

that  those  beautiful  feet  of  yours  —  though  I  declare  when  j*ou 
walk  they  are  so  small  as  to  be  almost  invisible  —  thank  your 
stars  that  society  never  so  prictivd  upon  them;  but  look 
around  and  see  how  many  friend>  of  ours  in  the  highest  eircles 
have  had  their  brains  so  prematurely  and  1.  pinched 

and  distorted. 

How  can  you  expect  that  those  poor  creatures  are  to  movt 
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naturally  when  the  world  and  their  parents  have  mutilated  them 
so  cruelly  ?  As  long  as  a  Court  Circular  exists,  how  the  deuce 
are  people  whose  names  are  chronicled  in  it  ever  to  believe 
themselves  the  equals  of  the  cringing  race  which  daily  roads 
that  abominable  trash?  I  believe  that  ours  is  the  only  country 
in  the  world  now  where  the  Court  Circular  remains  in  full 
flourish  —  where  you  read,  "This  day  his  Ro3*al  Highness 
Prince  Pattypan  was  taken  an  airing  in  his  go-cart."  "The 
Princess  Pimminy  was  taken  a  drive,  attended  by  her  ladies  of 
honor,  and  accompanied  by  her  doll,"  &c.  We  laugh  at  the 
solemnity  with  which  Saint  Simon  announces  that  Sa  Majeste 
s<?  medicamente  aujourd'hui.  Under  our  very  noses  the  same 
folly  is  daily  going  on.  That  wonderful  and  mysterious  man, 
the  author  of  the  Court  Circular,  drops  in  with  his  budget  at 
the  newspaper  offices  every  night.  I  once  asked  the  editor  of 
a  paper  to  allow  me  to  lie  in  wait  and  see  him. 

1  am  told  that  in  a  kingdom  where  there  is  a  German  King- 
Consort  (  Portugal  it  must  be,  for  the  Queen  of  that  country 
married  a  German  Prince,  who  is  greatly  admired  and  respected 
by  the  natives) ,  whenever  the  Consort  takes  the  diversion  of 
shooting  among  the  rabbit-warrens  of  Cintra,  or  the  pheasant- 
preserves  of  Mafra,  he  has  a  keeper  to  load  his  guns,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  and  then  thc^y  are  handed  to  the  nobleman, 
his  equeny,  and  the  nobleman  hands  them  to  the  Prince,  who 
blazes  away  —  gives  back  the  discharged  gun  to  the  nobleman, 
who  gives  it  to  the  keeper,  and  so  on.  But  the  Prince  won'l 
take,  the  gun  from  the  hands  of  the  loader. 

As  long  as  this  unnatural  and  monstrous  etiquette  continues, 
Snobs  there  must  be.  The  three  persons  engaged  in  this  trans- 
action are,  for  the  time  being,  Snobs. 

1.  The  keeper  —  the  least  Snob  of  all,  because  he  is  dis- 
charging his  daily  duty  ;  but  he  appears  here  as  a  Snob,  that  is 
to  say,  in  a  position  of  debasement,  before  another  human  being 
(the  Prince),  with  whom  he  is  only  allowed  to  communicate 
through  another  party.     A  free  Portuguese  gamekeepei;   who 
professes  himself  to  be  unwortlry  to  communicate  directly  with 
any  person,  confesses  himself  to  be  a  Snob. 

2.  The  nobleman  in  waiting  is  a  snob.     If  it  degrades  the 
Prince  to  receive  the  gun  from  the  gamekeeper,  it  is  degrading 
to  the  nobleman  in  waiting  to  execute  that  service.     He  acts  as 
a  Snob  towards  the  keeper,  whom  he  keeps  from  communication 
with  the  Prince  —  a  Snob  towards  the  Prince,  to  whom  he  pays 
a  degrading  homage. 
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3.  The  King-Consort  of  Portugal  is  a  Snob  for  insulting 
fellow -uiOn  in  tliis  way.  There'>  MO  liann  in  his  accepting  the 
services  of  tin-  keeper  directh  ;  but  indirectly  he  insults  the 
service  performed,  and  tin-  two  .-M-nants  uho  perform  it;  and 
therefore,  I  aa\  ,  iv-pectlully,  i.s  a  mo>t  undoubted,  though 
royal  Su-b. 

And  then  you  read  in  (lie  Diario  <!<>  C,,J,rrur> —  "  Yesterday, 

his  Majesty  the  kin.ir  took  th«-  dixcr-ion  of  -hooting  in  tin-  \\ 

of  (  intra,    attended    by    Colonel    the    Honorable    \Vhi-kerando 

Sombrero.      Ili>  Majotv  return*  d  to  the  .\  « ••  .  -  -dade>  to  lunch, 

dba  Ac, 

Oh!   that   ('""rt    drcularj   cnce   nmn-.    I    exclaim.      Down 

with  the  Court  Cimi/nr  —  that  engine  and  propagator  nf  Sn.,b- 
liishness!  1  promi-e  to  subscrilu-  for  a  vear  to  any  daily  paper 
that  shall  eoine  out  without  a  Court  Cm-alar — were  it  the 
Morning  Ili-rnlil  it>elf.  NN'lu  n  I  read  that  trash,  I  rise  in  my 
wrath;  I  teel  invM-lf  di>lo\al,  a  re^ieicle.  a  member  of  the  Call's 
Head  Club.  The  only  Cnurt  C/rcjt/>ir  story  which  ever  pleased 
me,  was  that  of  the  Kin#  of  Spain,  who  in  great  part  \\as 
i.-a-led,  becaiiM-  then-  was  not  time  for  the  Prime  Minister 
to  command  the  Lord  Chamberlain  to  desire  the  (irand  Gold 
Stick  to  order  the  lir>t  paire  in  waiting  to  bid  the  chief  of  the 
tlunkies  to  retjnext  the  Housemaid  of  1  lonor  to  bring  up  a  pail 
of  water  to  put  hi>  Majesty  *>u(. 

I  am  like  the  l'a>ha  of  three  tails,  to  whom  the  Sultan  sends 
///.v  Court  Circular,  the  bowstring. 

It  chokes  me.     May  its  usage  be  abolished  for  ever. 


CHAPTER  V. 

WHAT   SNOBS    ADMIRE. 

Now  let  us  consider  how  dilTieul*  it  i.s  even  for  great  men  to 
escape  from  bein:_r  Snobs.  It  is  very  well  for  the  reader,  whose 
tine  feelings  are  disiru>ted  by  the  assertion  that  Kings,  Princes, 
Lords,  are  Snobs.  \n  >a\.  "  You  are  confessedly  a  Snob  your- 
self. In  prot  ^siu'_i  to  depict  Snobs,  it  is  only  }'our  own  ugly 
uiuix  whieh  you  are  copyiiiLr  with  a  Nai-cissus-like  conceit  and 
fatuity."  But  I  shall  pard-.n  thi-  i-\j.losion  of  ill-temper  on  tlie 
part  of  my  constant  reader,  u-ili-i-tiujj  upon  the  misfortune  of 
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his  birth  and  country.  It  is  impossible  for  any  Briton,  perhaps, 
not  to  be  a  Snob  in  some  degree.  If  people  can  be  convinced 
of  this  fact,  an  immense  point  is  gained,  surely.  If  I  have 
pointed  out  the  disease,  let  us  hope  that  other  scientific  char- 
acters ma}-  discover  the  remedy. 

If  you,  who  are  a  person  of  tlio  middle  ranks  of  life,  are  a 
Snob,  — you  whom  nobody  flatters  particularly  ;  you  who  have 
no  toadies  ;  3*011  whom  no  cringing  flunkies  or  shopmen  bow 
out  of  doors ;  3*011  whom  the  policeman  tells  to  move  on ;  you 
who  are  jostled  in  the  crowd  of  this  world,  and  amongst  the 
Snobs  our  brethren  :  consider  how  much  harder  it  is  for  a  man 
to  escape  who  has  not  3*0111*  advantages,  and  is  all  his  life  long 
subject  to  adulation  ;  the  butt  of  meanness  ;  consider  how  diffi- 
cult it  is  for  the  Snobs'  idol  not  to  be  a  Snob. 

As  I  was  discoursing  with  nry  friend  Eugenio  in  this  im- 
pressive wa3r,  Lord  Buckram  passed  us,  the  son  of  the  Marquis 
of  Bagwig,  and  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  family  mansion  in 
Red  Lion  Square.  His  noble  father  and  mother  occupied,  as 
everybody  knows,  distinguished  posts  in  the  Courts  of  late 
Sovereigns.  The  Marquis  was  Lord  of  the  Pantry,  and  her 
Ladyship,  Lady  of  the  Powder  Closet  to  Queen  Charlotte. 
Buck  (as  I  call  him,  for  we  are  very  familiar)  gave  me  a  nod 
as  he  passed,  and  I  proceeded  to  show  Eugenio  how  it  was  im- 
possible that  this  nobleman  should  not  be  one  of  ourselves,  hav- 
ing been  practised  upon  by  Snobs  all  his  life. 

His  parents  resolved  to  give  him  a  public  education,  and 
sent  him  to  school  at  the  earliest  possible  period.  The  Rever- 
end Otto  Rose,  D.D.,  Principal  of  the  Preparatory  Academy  for 
young  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  Richmond  Lodge,  took  this 
little  Lord  in  hand,  and  fell  down  and  worshipped  him.  He 
always  introduced  him  to  fathers  and  mothers  who  came  to  visit 
their  children  at  the  school.  He  referred  with  pride  and  pleas- 
ure to  the  most  noble  the  Marquis  of  Bagwig,  as  one  of  the  kind 
friends  and  patrons  of  his  Seminary.  He  made  Lord  Buckram 
a  bait  for  such  a  multiplicity  of  pupils,  that  a  new  wing  was 
built  to  Richmond  Lodge,  and  thirty-five  new  little  white  dimity 
beds  were  added  to  the  establishment.  Mrs.  Rose  used  to  take 
out  the  little  Lord  in  the  one-horse  chaise  with  her  when  she 
paid  visits,  until  the  Rector's  lady  and  the  Surgeon's  wife  almost 
died  with  envy.  His  own  son  and  Lord  Buckram  having  been 
discovered  robbing  an  orchard  together,  the  Doctor  flogged  his 
own  flesh  and  blood  most  unmercifully  for  leading  the  young 
tiord  astray.  He  parted  from  him  with  tears.  There  was  always 
*  letter  directed  to  the  Most  Noble  the  Marquis  of  Bagwig.  oq 
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the  Doctor's  study  table,  when  any  visitors  wer<  1  by 

him. 

At.  Kt'»M.  a  great  deal  of  >n«  .l>lu-!nif-s  was   thr  Q  ,t   of 

Lord   Buckram,  and   In-   was    l-irched  wiili    perfect    im; 
Kveii   there,  hourvi -r.  a  select  band  of  ticking  tuft-hunters  fol- 
lowed liini.      Young  Cne-u-  lent  him  thrce-ai,  ,  new 
.sovereigns  out  oi'  hi-;  father's  hank,                             iv  did  his  ex- 
erdtefl  I-T  liim.  and  tried  ••  to  Uii"\v  hin, 
Bull  licked  him  in  a  light  of  lil'ty-live  minutes,  and  he  was  . 
M-vrral  tiiin-s  \\ith                                                       M'n-icntly  ixili.sliin^ 
his  master  Sniilli'                                               //'/  toadies  in  tin-  iii.ini- 
ing  of  life. 

But  when    ho    went    to   tlie    Tum-i-ity.    en»\\ds    of  ton- 
sprawled  over  him.      The  tutors  toadied  him.      The  fellows  in 
hull  paid  him  «_vival    clumsy  compliments.      '1 ',,,.  I), -an  IP-V. 
marke(l    his  absence    from   (  hapel.   or   heard   any  noise  issuing 
from  his  rooms.      A  mimlu-r  of  respectahle  youn.ir  Icll- 
arnon«x  the  re>pectal)le,  the  liaker  Mreet  cia».  t  .ish- 

ourishes.  more  than  among  any  set  of  people  in  Enp. 
—  :i  number  of  these  clung  to  him  like  1.  There  was  no 

end  now  to  Croesus's  loans  of  money;  and  Buckram  couldn't 
ride  out.  with  the  hounds,  but  Snaily  (a  timid  creature  by  nature) 
in  the  field,  and  would  take  any  leap  at  which  his  friend 
cfaOM  to  ride.  Yotinir  K"^'  euine  up  to  the  same  College,  hav- 
ing IxM-n  kept  baek  for  that  e\pi'e->  purpose  by  his  father.  He 
spent  a  (Barter's  allowance  in  giving  liuekram  a  sin-le  dinner; 
!>ut.  he  knew  there  was  always  pardon  for  him  for  extravagance 
iu  such  a  cause  ;  and  a  ten-pound  note  always  came  to  him  from 
home  when  he  mentioned  Buckram'-  name  in  a  letter.  What 
wild  visions  entered  the  brains  of  .Mr-.  I'odp-  and  Miss  Podge, 
the  wife  and  daughter  of  the  Principal  of  Lord  Buckram's  Col- 
I  don't  know,  but  that  ivveivnd  old  gentleman  was  too 
profound  a  thinky  by  nature  ever  tor  one  minute  to  think  that 
a  child  of  Ins  could  marry  a  nobleman.  He  therefore  hastened 
on  his  daughter's  union  with  Professor  Crab. 

When  Lord  Bu< -Knim,  after  taking  his  honorary  degree,  (for 
Alma  Mater  is  a  Snob.  too.  and  n  to  a.  Lord  like  the 

rest,) — when  Lord  Buckram  went  abroad  to  finish  his  educa- 
tion, you  all  know  what  dangers  he  ran,  and  what  numbers  of 
caps  wen-  vet  at  him.  Lady  Leach  and  her  daughters  followed 
him  from  Paris  to  Rome,  and  from  Rome  to  Baden-Baden  ; 
Miss  Levitt  burst  into  tears  before  his  face  when  he  announced 
his  determination  to  quit  Naples,  and  fainted  on  the  neck  of  her 
uiainma  :  C  apkun  Macdragon,  of  M.udragonstown,  county  Tip* 
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perary,  called  upon  him  to  "  explene  his  intintions  with  respect 
to  his  sisther,  Miss  Amalia  Macdragon,  of  Macdragonstown," 
and  proposed  to  shoot  him  unless  he  married  that  spotless  and 
beautiful  }7oung  creature,  who  was  afterwards  led  to  the  altar  by 
Mr.  Muff,  at  Cheltenham.  If  perseverance  and  forty  thousand 
pounds  down  could  have  tempted  him,  Miss  Lydia  Croesus 
would  certainly  have  been  Lady  Buckram.  Count  Towrowski 
was  glad  to  take  her  with  half  the  money,  as  all  the  genteel 
world  knows. 

And  now,  perhaps,  the  reader  is  anxious  to  know  what  sort 
of  a  man  this  is  who  wounded  so  many  ladies'  hearts,  and  who 
has  been  such  a  prodigious  favorite  with  men.  If  we  were  to 
describe  him  it  would  be  personal.  Besides,  it  really  does  not 
matter  in  the  least  what  sort  of  a  man  he  is,  or  what  his  personal 
qualities  are. 

Suppose  he  is  a  young  nobleman  of  a  literary  turn,  and  that 
he  published  poems  ever  so  foolish  and  feeble,  the  Snobs  would 
purchase  thousands  of  his  volumes :  the  publishers  (who  re- 
fused my  Passion-Flowers,  and  my  grand  Epic  at  any  price) 
would  give  him  his  own.  Suppose  he  is  a  nobleman  of  a  jovial 
turn,  and  has  a  fancy  for  wrenching  off  knockers,  frequenting 
gin-shops,  and  half  murdering  policemen :  the  public  will  sym- 
pathize good-naturedly  with  his  amusements,  and  say  he  is  a 
hearty,  honest  fellow.  Suppose  he  is  fond  of  play  and  the  turf, 
and  has  a  fancy  to  be  a  blackleg,  and  occasionally  condescends 
to  pluck  a  pigeon  at  cards ;  the  public  will  pardon  him,  and 
many  honest  people  will  court  him,  as  the}'  would  court  a  house- 
breaker if  he  happened  to  be  a  Lord.  Suppose  he  is  an  idiot ; 
yet,  by  the  glorious  constitution,  he  is  good  enough  to  govern 
us.  Suppose  he  is  an  honest,  high-minded  gentleman  ;  so  much 
the  better  for  himself.  But  he  may  be  an  ass,  and  yet  re- 
spected;  or  a  ruffian,  and  yet  be  exceedingly  popular;  or  a 
rogue,  and  yet  excuses  will  be  found  for  him.  Snobs  will  still 
worship  him.  Male  Snobs  will  do  him  honor,  and  females  look 
kindly  upon  him,  however  hideous  he  may  be. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

ON    SOME    RESPECTABLE    SNOBg. 

HAVING   received   a  great  deal   of   obloquy   for  dragging 

monarch*,   princes,   ami  the   ivspccted    nobility   into  tin-   B 

•ory,  I  tru>t    t<>   j.|.  rybody  in    the   present    chapter. 

by  stating  my  firm  opinion  that  it  is  amoni:  tin-  rrsjH-rtaMf 
classes  of  tin-  va>t  ami  happy  empire  that  tin-  «rr«-at«->t  profu- 
sion of  Snolts  is  to  be  found.  I  pa<v  down  niv  beloved  liakcr 
Street,  (I  am  rnuaired  on  a  life  of  !'•  .  i.  founder  <.f  this 
celebrated  street,)  I  walk  in  Ilarley  Sir, -i  t  i  where  every  ot her 
house  lias  a  hatchment),  Wimpole  Street,  that  is  as  cheerful  a> 
the  Catacombs — a  dingy  Mausoleum  of  the  genteel  : —  1 
round  KcLrcnt's  Park,  where  the  pla>ter  is  patrhinir  ,,11'  the  house 
walls;  wJieiv  MethodiM  preael»,-rs  :nv  holding  fortli  to  three 
little  childn-n  in  the  ^ivm  »-nelo>nrrs.  and  juitty  valetudinai  inns 
are  cantering  in  the  solitary  mud:  —  I  thread  the  doubtful 
xiir-/a;^>.  of  May  Fair,  wheiv  Mr-  Kitty  Lorimer's  brougham 
may  !•»•  seen  drawn  up  next  door  to  old  Lady  Lollipop's  beloz- 
eiiLivd  family  coach  ;  —  I  roam  through  Ucljrravia,  that  pale  and 
polite  district,  where  all  the  inhabitants  look  prim  and  correct, 
and  the  mansions  are  painted  a  faint  whity-brown  :  I  lose  mj'- 
self  in  the  new  -<|iiaivs  and  terraces  of  the  brilliant  bran-new 
vater-and-Tyburn-.Innction  line  ;  and  in  one  and  all  of 
the-e  districts  the  same  truth  comes  across  me.  I  stop  before 
any  house  at  hazard,  and  say,  *kO  house,  you  are  inhabited  — 
O  knocker,  you  are  knocked  at  —  ()  undressed  flunky,  sunning 
your  la/v  calves  as  3*0 u  lean  against  the  iron  railings,  you  are 
paid  —  b\  Snobs."  It  is  a  tremendous  thought  that;  and  it  is 
almost  snllicient  to  drive  a  benevolent  mind  to  madness  to  think 
that,  perhaps  there  is  not  one  in  ten  of  those  houses  where  the 
k*  Pccra-p-  does  not  lie  on  the  drawing-room  table.  Con> 
in-  the  harm  that  foolish  lying  book  does,  I  would  have  all  the 
copies  of  it  burned,  as  the  barber  burned  all  Quixote's  books 
<>t  humbugii-iii£  chivalry. 

Look  at  this  ^lainl  house  in  the  middle  of  the  square.  The 
Karl  of  Lon-hcorrib  lives  there.-  he  has  fifty  thousand  a  year. 
A  dejt'iinfr  iltumnnt  jjivi-n  at  his  house  last  week  cost,  who 
know*  how  much?  The  mere  flowers  for  the  room  and  bouqueu 
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for  the  ladies  cost  four  hundred  pounds.  That  man  in  drab 
trousers,  coming  crying  down  the  steps,  is  a  dun  :  Lord  Loujjh- 
corrib  has  ruined  him,  and  won't  see  him  :  that  is,  his  lordship 
is  peeping  through  the  blind  of  his  study  at  him  now.  Go  thy 
ways,  Loughcorrib,  thou  art  a  Snob,  a  heartless  preteixlrr, 
a  hypocrite  of  hospitalit}* ;  a  rogue  who  passes  forged  notes 
upon  society  ;  —  but  I  am  growing  too  eloquent. 

You  see  that  fine  house,  No.  23,  whe>re  a  butcher's  boy  is 
ringing  the  area-bell.  He  has  three  mutton-chops  in  his  tray. 
They  are  for  the  dinner  of  a  very  different  and  very  respectable 
family ;  for  Lady  Susan  Scraper,  and  her  daughters,  Miss 
Scraper  and  Miss  Emily  Scraper.  The  domestics,  luckily  for 
them,  are  on  board  wages  —  two  huge  footmen  in  light  blue 
and  canary,  a  fat  steady  coachman  who  is  a  Methodist,  and 
a  butler  who  would  never  have  stayed  in  the  family  but  that 
he  was  orderly  to  General  Scraper  when  the  General  distin- 
guished himself  at  Walcheren.  His  widow  sent  his  portrait 
to  the  United  Service  Club,  and  it  is  hung  up  in  one  of  the 
back  dressing-closets  there.  He  is  represented  at  a  parlor 
window  with  red  curtains ;  in  the  distance  is  a  whirlwind,  in 
which  cannon  are  firing  off;  and  he  is  pointing  to  a  chart, 
on  which  are  written  the  words  "  Walcheren,  Tobago." 

Lady  Susan  is,  as  everybody  knows  by  referring  to  the 
44  British  Bible,"  a  daughter  of  the  great  and  good  Earl  Bag- 
wig  before  mentioned.  She  thinks  everything  belonging  to  her 
the  greatest  and  best  in  the  world.  The  first  of  men  naturally 
are  the  Buckrams,  her  own  race  :  then  follow  in  rank  the  Scrap- 
ers. The  General  was  the  greatest  general :  his  eldest  sonT 
Scraper  Buckram  Scraper,  is  at  present  the  greatest  and  best ; 
his  second  son  the  next  greatest  and  best ;  and  herself  the 
paragon  of  women. 

Indeed,  she  is  a  most  respectable  and  honorable  lady.  She 
goes  to  church  of  course  :  she  would  fancy  the  Church  in  danger 
if  she  did  not.  She  subscribes  to  the  church  and  parish 
charities ;  and  is  a  directress  of  many  meritorious  charitable 
institutions  —  of  Queen  Charlotte's  Lying-in  Hospital,  the 
Washerwomen's  As}ium,  the  British  Drummers'  Daughters* 
Home,  &c.  &c.  She  is  a  model  of  a  matron. 

The  tradesman  never  lived  who  could  say  that  his  bill  was 
not  paid  on  the  quarter-day.  The  beggars  of  her  neighborhood 
avoid  her  like  a  pestilence  ;  for  while  she  walks  out,  protected 
by  John,  that  domestic  has  always  two  or  three  mendicity 
tickets  ready  for  deserving  objects.  Ten  guineas  a  year  wiii 
pay  all  her  charities.  There  is  no  respectable  lady  in  all  Lon- 
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ion  who  gets  her  name  men-  often  printed  f. »r  such  a  sum  of 
nancy* 

Those    three    mutton-chops   which  !.-riiiLr  :it   the 

kitchen-door  will  be  M-r\ed  on  tin-  lainiU  phr 
this   evening,  'he   hiiiie    !<><>tman    IMMII^   pn-mt.  and    il,,.    | 
in  black,  and  the  civ-t  and  •  DM  Of  tb  azing 

everywhere.     1  pity  Mi--  KmiK  Scraper    -she  K  Mill  young — 
young  and  hungry .     N  it  u  fact  that  she  «.pmd 
money  in  bans?     Malicious  ton  BO;  i»ut  -he  ha- 

lithe  to  span-   for  buns,  th  •   j i    lit tie  hungry  soul  !      l-'or  the 

la.-t  is,  that  when   die  lootnu-M.  and   the   ladi  ;    the 

I'at  coa<-li-h<>r>es,  whi.-h    are    jol.U-d. 

in  the    868800,  and    the    1  \\ , .  1,-nin    e\cnin  .  and 

{.hi1   rent  of  the   l»iii-   hoii-e.    and    th«-  j..imiev    t«»   I  h   or 

loreiLzn    \v:itfriu^-pl:n-e    !<»i-    the    aiitinnn.  .d.    niv    1 

in. -oiii  •    has   dwindled   awav  l«>a  veiv  small   Mini,  and  she  is  as 

jio.  .r  as  von  of  I. 

You  would  not  think  it  when  you  saw  her  big  carriage  rat- 
up  to  the  drawing-room,  and  i-aii'.dit  a  glimpse  of  her 
phi:ii:--,  lappets,  and  diamond^,  waving  ov»-r  her  lad\ -hip's 
sandy  hair  and  niaje-^tieal  book  ••!  OOSe; — you  would  n«»t  think 
it  wlien  \on  heai-  ••  La-lv  Sn-an  'a  carriage"  bawled  out 

at    midnight    so  as   to  diMurli  all    1'.  ->\i    would    n«»t 

think   it  when   she  com  hureh.  the  ol^ci) 

John    hehind  with  the   l>air    «  f    ri-ayi-r-books.      Is  it  \K>* 
you  would   hay,  that    so  LiTand   and   awful   a   personage  as  that 
ran  U«  hard-np  f«.r  in«>ne\?      Ala^!    9Q  \ 

Sli-.-  never  heard  >u-'h  a  w.»rd  M  Sn»l».   I  \\ill  rnirnp',  in  this 
wieke<l  and  viili^ar  world.      Ami,  <)  >lars  and  garters!   how  she 

woidd  start  if  she  heard  that  >h< she.  as  solemn  as  Minerva 

—  she,  as  chaste  as  Diana  (without  that  heathen  goddess's 
unladylike  propensity  for  field-sports)  —  that  she  too  was  a 
Snob! 

A  Sno  »  she  is,  as  loni:  as  she  sets  that  prod  ulue 

upon  herself,    upon   her   name,    upon   her   outward  :ip, 
and  indulges  in  that  intolerable  ponn  >s  long  as  she  goes 

parading  abroad,  like  Solomon    in  all  hi- 

bo  bed       ;-  I  i>  ii   \,   she  does  —  with  a  turban  and  :: 

of  paradise  in  it.  and  a  court  train  to  her    nii:ht-Li"wn  ;   ai 

as    >he   i  .  so  insulferably  virtiKMis  and  C"  iin-  :   a- 

;  •  does    not    cut    at    least   one  of  th"  n-n  down 

mutlon-ehops  for  the  bciietit  of  the  younir  la-; 

I  had   my   notit>ns  of  hn-  from  my  old  schoolfellow, — her 
SOU    Sydue\    Si-raper  —  uliian*ri\    i-an  ;-;.  r  witliol't    ail}   pFJU> 
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tice  —  the  most  plat-id,  polite,  and  genteel  of  Snobs,  who  never 
exceeded  his  allowance  of  two  hundred  a  year,  and  who  may 
be  seen  an}'  evening  at  the  tk  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Club," 
simpering  over  the  Quarterly  Review^  in  the  blameless  enjoy- 
ment of  his  half-pint  of  port. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

ON    SOME   RESPECTABLE    SNOBS. 

LOOK  at  the  next  house  to  Lady  Susan  Scraper's.  The  first 
mansion  with  the  awning  over  the  door  :  that  canopy  will  be  let 
down  this  evening  for  the  comfort  of  the  friends  of  Sir  A  hi  red 
and  Lady  S.  de  Mog}Tns,  whose  parties  are  so  much  admired 
by  the  public  and  the  givers  themselves. 

Peach-colored  liveries  laced  with  silver,  and  pea-green  plush 
inexpressibles,  render  the  De  Mogyns's  flunkies  the  pride  of  the 
ring  when  the}r  appear  in  H}Tde  Park,  where  Lady  de  Mogyns, 
as  she  sits  upon  her  satin  cushions,  with  her  dwarf  spaniel  in 
her  arms,  only  bows  to  the  very  selectest  of  the  genteel.  Times 
are  altered  now  with  Mary  Anne,  or,  as  she  calls  herself, 
Marian  de  Mogyns. 

She  was  the  daughter  of  Captain  Flack  of  the  Rathdrum 
Fencibles,  who  crossed  with  his  regiment  over  from  Ireland  to 
Caermarthenshire  ever  so  many  years  ago,  and  defended  Wales 
from  the  Corsicari  invader.  The  llathdrums  were  quartered  at 
Pontydwdlm,  where  Marian  wooed  and  won  her  De  Mogyas,  a 
young  banker  in  the  place.  His  attentions  to  Miss  Flack  at  a 
race  ball  were  such  that  her  father  said  De  Mog}'iis  must  either 
die  on  the  field  of  honor,  or  become  his  son-in-law.  He  pre- 
ferred marriage.  His  name  was  Muggins  then,  and  his  father 
—  a  flourishing  banker,  arnry-contractor,  smuggler,  and  general 
jobber  —  almost  disinherited  him  on  account  of  this  connection. 
There  is  a  story  that  Muggins  the  Elder  was  made  a  baronet 
for  having  lent  money  to  a  R-y-1  p-rs-n-ge.  I  do  not  believe 
it.  The  R-y-1  Family  always  paid  their  debts,  from  the  Prince 
of  Wales  downwards. 

Howbeit,  to  his  life's  end  he  remained  simple  Sir  Thomas 
Muggins,  representing  Pontydwdlm  in  Parliament  for  many 
years  after  the  war.  The  old  banker  died  in  course  of 
time,  and  to  use  the  affectionate  phrase  common  on  such  ooca 
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Biona,  "cut  up"  pr<>di'_!i"iix]y  well.  His  son.  Alfred  Smith 
MogyilS,  succeeded  t<>  tin-  main  portion  of  his  wealth,  and  to 
his  titles  uiui  the  bloody  hand  «>!'  hi-  -enteheon.  It  \\a>  n<>t  1'or 
many  yearn  alter  thai  In-  appeared  as  Sir  Aimed  Mn-_r\n^  Smvth 
dc  Bfogyns,  with  a  ^i-iir:ili»Lry  found  out  I'm-  him  \>\  the  Kdit«>r 
of  kt  Fluke's  Peerage,"  and  which  appears  as  follows  in  that 
work  : 

"  Do  Motfyns.  -  -  Sir  Ahm-d  M  vth.  L'nd  Raronet.     This  gentlr- 

inan  ia  a  r-  :  -.in-  of  tli<  ,,  who 

tract-  their  d«-><-ent  until  it  i>  l<»t  in  the  mist*  of  antiquity.     A  gi 
tree  he^inninj:  with  Sliein  is  in  the  possr.v-ioii  nf   the   family,  and  \»  - 

b\    a  legend  of    many   thollMUI-1   \e;ir>'  dale   lo   Ii;(\,-  Ineii  ilrawii  i.Il   |...  • 

by  a  ^raiidson  of  tlu-  patrian-h  hiin-.-lf.     He  tlii.*  as  it  iniiy,  tliere  can  DC  no 

doubt  of  the  iiiiiut  use  aiuitpiity  of  the  r., 

"  In  the  time  of  Hoadi<  .  n,  of  the  liundn-d  Beeves,  was  ft 

suitor  and  a  rival  of  (  'aractai-u-:  fur  the  hand  of  that  1'rim  e»s.  He  was  a 
person  Ki^r;lllt'('  '"  >tature.  and  \\a*  -l.iin  l.\  Suetonius  in  the  I'Httle  whieli 

UTIIliliatl'il     the     lilui"  III     liilll    de>eend<  .1    dileclly     the 

Princes  of  1'ont  \  dwdlm,  Mo^yn  of  the  (i<ilden  Harp,  (see  the  Mabinogion 
of  Lady  Charlotte  (Juest.)  Moizyn  -Mt-rodae  ap-Mo^yn.  (the  black  ti. 

arrior- 


of  Mogyn,)  anil  a  IOIILJ  list  of  hards  and  \\arrior-  I  hoth  in  Wales 

and  Annoriea.     The  Independent  IVn,.  i-  "I    Mi'j\n  loni:  In.  !d  out  against 
clu-  ruthless  Kings  of  F.nulund,  until  finally  «  i.nn  Mo^yn-»  made  hi-  - 
Hton  to  1'rinee    oeDIJ,  ton  ot   !'•  :;id  under  the  tianu-  «.; 

(Jam  ilr  Moiiynt.  \va-  dbtingabheO  :>t  the  battle  of  Au'im  ourt.      From  him 
the  present  Baronel  i>  ilf.i-cinli-11.      (Ami   here  the  de-emt  follows  jn 
until  it  comes  lo)  'I'll-  ..in-,  tii-t    Ilaronet    «.f    Tout  \  <lwdlm   Castle, 

for  '_':;  years  Member  of  Parliament  for  that  borough,  who  had  issue. 
Alured  'Mourns  Sinvth.  the  pie-  in  I'.amnet.  who  married  Marian,  daughter 
of  the  late  General  P.  Hack,  of  Halktlack.  iii  the  Kingdom  of  Ireland,  of 
the  Counts  Fla.-k  c.f  the  II.  K.  Empire.  Sir  Alured  has  issue,  Alured 
Caradoc,  born  1M1.'.  Marian,  1M1.  Hlan.  lie  A.l.-ii/a.  I  a,  Adelaide 

Obleans,  Katinka  Uostopehiu,  Patrick  Fla<-k.  .lied  1809. 

"Anns  —  a  mullion  garbled,  u'ul.s  ,,n  a  >altire  reversed  of  the  se« 
Crest  —  a  toin-tit  rampant  regardant.     .Motto—  Ung  Roy  ung  Mogyn»" 

It  was  long  l)oforo  Lady  do  M«>--\  us  shone  as  a  star  in  the 
l-i-liionahlo  world.     At  first,  poor  Muggins  was  in  the  hat.« 
the  Flacks,  the  Clancys,  the  Tooles.  tin    M.:m:ihan>.  his  wilV- 
Iri>h  ivlaiions:  and  whilst  he  was  yet  but  beir-apparent,  hi- 
house  overflowed  with  claret  and  tin-  national   nectar,  lor  the 
l.cnclit   of  his   HiluM-nian   relatives.     Tom  Tufto  absoluteb 
the  street   in  which  tlu-y  lived  in   London.  l>ecause  he  said  44  it 
\\a>  infi-i-ted  witli  >uch  a  confounded  smell  of  whiskey  from  the 
IKHI-.C  Of  tb06e   /in'stt  people." 

It  was  abroad  that  they  learned  to  be  genteel  They  pushed 
into  all  foreign  «.nrts.  and  elbowed  their  way  into  the  halls  of 
Ambassadors.  They  potr.icod  upon  the  stray  nobility,  and 
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seized  young  lords  travelling  with  their  bear-leaders.  They 
gave  parties  at  Naples,  Rome,  and  Paris.  They  got  a  Royal 
Prince  to  attend  their  soirees  at  the  latter  place,  and  it  was  here 
that  they  first  appeared  under  the  name  of  De  Mogyns,  which 
they  bear  with  such  splendor  to  this  day. 

All  sorts  of  stories  are  told  of  the  desperate  efforts  made  by 
the  indomitable  Lad}'  de  Mogyns  to  gain  the  place  she  now 
occupies,  and  those  of  my  beloved  readers  who  live  in  middle 
life,  and  are  unacquainted  with  the  frantic  struggles,  the  wicked 
feuds,  the  intrigues,  cabals,  and  disappointments  which,  as  I 
am  given  to  understand,  reign  in  the  fashionable  world,  may 
bless  their  stars  that  the}'  at  least  are  not  fashionable  Snobs. 
The  .intrigues  set  afoot  by  the  De  Mogyns  to  get  the  Duchess 
of  Buckskin  to  her  parties,  would  strike  a  Talleyrand  with 
admiration.  She  had  a  brain  fever  after  being  disappointed  of 
an  invitation  to  Lady  Alderrnanbury's  the  dansant,  and  would 
have  committed  suicide  but  for  a  ball  at  Windsor.  I  have  the 
following  story  from  my  noble  friend  Lady  Clapperclaw  herself, 
—  Lady  Kathleen  O'Shauglmessy  that  was,  and  daughter  of  the 
Earl  of  Turfanthunder :  — 

"  When  that  ojous  disguised  Irishwoman,  Lady  Muggins, 
tvas  struggling  to  take  her  place  in  the  world,  and  was  bringing 
out  her  hidjous  daughter  Blanche,"  said  old  Lad}'  Clapperclaw 
—  "  (Marian  has  a  humpback  and  doesn't  show,  but  she's  the 
only  ladty  in  the  family)  —  when  that  wretched  Polly  Muggins 
was  bringing  out  Blanche,  with  her  radish  of  a  nose,  and  her 
carrots  of  ringlets,  and  her  turnip  for  a  face,  she  was  most 
anxious  —  as  her  father  had  been  a  cow-boy  on  my  father's 
land — to  be  patronized  by  us,  and  asked  me  point-blank,  in 
the  midst  of  a  silence  at  Count  Volauvent's,  the  French  Ambas- 
sador's dinner,  why  I  had  not  sent  her  a  card  for  my  ball  ? 

"  '  Because  my  rooms  are  already  too  full,  and  your  ladyship 
would  be  crowded  inconveniently/  says  I ;  indeed 'she  takes  up 
as  much  room  as  an  elephant :  besides  I  wouldn't  have  her,  and 
that  was  flat. 

" 1  thought  my  answer  was  a  settler  to  her:  but  the  next 
day  she  comes  weeping  to  my  arms  — '  Dear  Lady  Clapper- 
claw,' says  she,  *  it's  not  for  me ;  I  ask  it  for  my  blessed 
Blanche  !  a  young  creature  in  her  first  season,  and  not  at  your 
ball !  My  tender  child  will  pine  and  die  of  vexation.  /  don't 
want  to  come.  /  will  stay  at  home  to  nurse  Sir  Alured  in  the 
irout.  Mrs.  Bolster  is  going,  I  know ;  she  will  be  Blanche's 
chaperon/ 

"  l  You  wouldn't  subscribe  for  the  Rathdrum  blanket  and 
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potato  fund;  you.  who  conic  out  of  the  parish,'  says  I,  4  and 
whose  -j  rai id  fat  her.  honeM  man,  kept  COWS  tl.> 

••  •  Will   twenty  guineas   he  eiioti<_:h,  «!•  an-t    Ladv  C'lapp.  r 
claw?' 

M  •  Twenty  iruineas  is  sulhVient,'  says  I,  and  sin-  pnid  them ; 
so  I  said.  •  BlftOChe  may  conic,  hut  n«»t  \oii,  mind  :'  and  .-he 
left,  me  with  a  world  nf  thanks. 

"Would  you  helievc  it?  —  when  my  hall  came,  the  horrid 
woman  made  her  appearance  with  her  daughter!  -Didn't  I 
tell  von  not  t.i  come? 'said  I,  in  a  miirhty  passion.  'What 
would  the  world  have  said?'  «-rj  •>  my  Lad\  Mii—ms:  •  my 
carriage  1-  Li'"iie  for  sj,-  Aliuvd  to  the  (  luh  ;  let  me  stay  only 
ten  minute^,  dearest  Lady  (  lapperclaw.' 

41  "  Well,  as  \oii  an:  'here,  madam.  \oii  ma\  stay  and  get 
your  supper.'  I  an-wrivd,  and  so  left  her.  and  never  spoke  a 
word  more  to  her  all  niuht. 

And  now."  -.named  out  old  Lady  Clapperclaw,  clapping 
her  hands,  and  speaking  with  more  hro^ue  than  ever,  "what 
do  you  think,  after  all  my  kindness  to  her.  the  wicked,  vulgar, 
odious,  impudent  upstart  of  a  row-hoy's  granddaughter,  has 
done?  >he  cut  me  yesterday  in  11  md  hasn't  sent  me 

a  ticket  lor  her  hall  to-ni^ht,  though  they  say  1'riin-r  George  is 
to  be  then-." 

Yes,  such  is  the  fact.  In  the  race  of  fashion  the  resolute 
and  active  1  )e  .Mo^viis  has  passed  the  poor  old  Clapperclaw. 
Her  progress  in  ^i-ntility  may  he  traced  hy  the  ^cN  <»f  friends 
whom  she  has  courted,  and  made,  and  cut.  and  left  hehind  her. 
She  has  string-led  so  gallantly  for  polite  reputation  that  she  haw 
won  it:  pitiles>ly  kicking  down  the  ladder  as  she  advanced 

6   hv   decree. 

'  Her  Irish  relations  were  first  sarrilic  made  her  father 

dine  in  the   steward's  room,  to   hi-  ntment:   and 

would  ^end  Sir  A  hired  thither  likewise,  hut  that  he  is  a  peg  on 
which  she  hopes  to  hani:  her  future  honors;  and  is,  after  all, 
paymaster  of  her  daughter's  fortunes,  lie  i>  meek  andcoi, 
Hi  ha-  been  so  long  a  irentlcman  that  he  is  used  to  it,  and  acts 
the  part  of  go  vernor  \crv  well.  In  th--  dauime  he  goes  from 
the  ". Union"  to  "Arthur's,"  and  from  ••Arthur's"  to  the 
"Union."  He  is  a  dead  hand  at  piquet,  and  loses  a  very 
comfortnhle  maintenance  to  some  young  fellows,  at  whist,  at 
the  "Travel!. 

Hi>  son  has  taken  his   fath  in   Parliament,  and  has 

of  course  joined  Yoiin^  Knirhmd.      He  is  the  only   man   in  th« 
country  who  believes  in  1  .c*es,  and  sighs  for 
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days  when  a  De  Mogyns  led  the  van  of  battle.  He  has 
written  a  little  volume  of  spoouey  puny  poems.  He  wears 
a  lock  of  the  hair  of  Laud,  the  Confessor  and  Martyr,  and 
fainted  when  he  kissed  the  Pope's  toe  at  Rome.  He  sleeps 
in  white  kid-gloves,  and  commits  dangerous  excesses  upon 
green  tea. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

GREAT    CITY    SNOBS. 

THERE  is  no  disguising  the  fact  that  this  series  of  papers  is 
making  a  prodigious  sansation  among  all  classes  in  this  Empire. 
Notes  of  admiration  (  ! ),  of  interrogation  ( ?),  of  remonstrance, 
approval,  or  abuse,  come  pouring  into  Mr.  Punch's  box.  We 
have  been  called  to  task  for  betraying  the  secrets  of  three  dif- 
ferent families  of  De  Mogyns ;  no  less  than  four  Lady  Susan 
Scrapers  have  been  discovered  ;  and  young  gentlemen  are  quite 
shy  of  ordering  half  a  pint  of  port  and  simpering  over  the 
Quarterly  Review  at  the  Club,  lest  they  should  be  mistaken  for 
S3'dney  Scraper,  Esq.  "What  can  be  your  antipathy  to  Baker 
Street?"  asks  some  fair  remonstrant,  evidently  writing  from 
that  quarter. 

"  Why  only  attack  the  aristocratic  Snobs?"  sa}'s  one  esti- 
mable correspondent:  "are  not  the  snobbish  Snobs  to  have 
their  turn? "  —  "  Pitch  into  the  University  Snobs  !  "  writes  an 
indignant  gentleman  (who  spells  elegant  with  two  /'s).  —  "  Show 
up  the  Clerical  Snob,"  suggests  another.  —  "  Being  at '  Meurice's 
Hotel,'  Paris,  some  time  since,"  some  wag  hints,  "  I  saw  Lord 
B.  leaning  out  of  the  window  with  his  boots  in  his  hand,  and 
bawled  out,  '  Garqon,  cirez-moi  ces  bottes.'  Oughtn't  he  to  be 
brought  in  among  the  Snobs  ?  " 

No ;  far  from  it.  If  his  lordship's  boots  are  dirty,  it  is 
because  he  is  Lord  B.,  and  walks.  There  is  nothing  snobbish 
in  having  only  one  pair  of  boots,  or  a  favorite;  pair ;  and  cer- 
tainly nothing  snobbish  in  desiring  to  have  them  cleaned.  Lord 
B.,  in  so  doing,  performed  a  perfectly  natural  and  gentleman- 
like action  ;  for  which  I  am  so  pleased  with  him  that  I  have  had 
him  designed  in  a  favorable  and  elegant  attitude,  and  put  at 
the  head  of  this  Chapter  in  the  place  of  honor.*  No,  we  are  not 

*  Thii  refers  to  an  illustrated  edition  of  the  work. 
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personal  in  those  candid   remarks.      A>    Phidirn   took  the 
,,f  ;i  MOM  of  beantio  before  In-  completed  :t  Venus,  so  have  we 
to  examine.  perhaps.  a  thousand  Soote,  h.-fon-  on  ssed 

upon  pap 

Great  City  Snobs  arc  the  next   in    the   hierarchy,  and   on^ht 
to  he  considered.      P.iit    here    is   a   dillieulty.      'I  Citv 

Snob  is  commonly  nio>t  diiliciilt  of  access.  Unless  you  are  a 
capitalist,  yon  caim<>t  visit  him  in  the  recesses  of  his  bank  par- 
lor in  Lombard  Street.  I  Unless  \<>ti  are  a  <priij  of  nobility,  there 
is  little  hope  of  seeing  him  at  home.  In  a  great  <  j  -  linn 
there  is  iri'iicrally  one  partner  whose-  name  is  down  forchai 
and  who  frequent-  Hall;  yon  may  catch  a  glimpse  of 

anotiier  (a  scientific  (  'it\  Snob)  at  my  Lord  N  -  *s  toirt'et^  or 
the  lectures  of  the  London   Institution  ;   «,f  a  third  (a  ( 
ofta-teiat  picture-auctions,  at  private   views  of  exhibitions,  or 
at  the  <  )per:i  or  the  Philharmonic.      lint  intimacy  is  impossible, 
in  mo-1  Oases,  with  this  i_rrave.  pompous,  and  awful  IXMII«J:. 

A  mere  gentleman  may  hope  to  sit  at  almost  anybody's  table 
—  to  take  his  place  at  my  lord  duke's  in  the  country  —  tod 
a  quadrille  at  Huckinirham  Palace  itself  —  (beloved  Lady  \Vil- 
helmina  Wa^le-wi^'le  !  do  you  recollect  the  sensation  we 
made  at  the  ball  of  onr  late  adored  Sovereign  Queen  Caroline. 
at  lirandenbnrir  Iloii-e.  Hammersmith?)  but  the  city  Snob's 
do«>rs  are,  for  the  mo-t  part,  closed  to  him  ;  and  hence  all  that 
one  knows  of  this  -rival  class  is  mostly  from  hearsay. 

In  other  countries  of  Kurope.  the  Hanking  Snob  is  more 
expansive  and  communicative  than  with  us,  and  receives  all 
the  world  into  his  circle.  For  instance,  even  b<>dy  knows  the 
princely  hospitalities  of  the  Scharlaschild  family  at  Pans, 
Naples,  Frankfort,  &c.  They  entertain  all  the  world,  even  the 
poor,  at  their  fetes.  Prince  Polonia,  at  Rome,  ami  hi 
the  Dnko  of  Stardiino.  aro  also  remarkable  for  their  hospital- 
ities. I  like  the  spirit  <>f  the  lirst-named  nobleman.  Titles  not 
coxtinj;  much  in  the  Roman  territory,  he  has  had  the  head  clerk 
of  the  bankinir-honse  made  a  Marquis  and  his  Lordship  will 
screw  a  bnjnrco  out  of  you  in  exchange  as  dexterously  as  any 
commoner  could  do.  it  is  a  comfort  to  be  able  to  gratify  such 
grandees  with  a  farthing  or  two  ;  it  makes  the  poorest  man  feel 
that  he  can  do  good.  The  1'olonias  have  intermarried  with  the 
greatest  and  most  ancient  families  of  Rome,  and  \oii  see  their 
heraldic  eo«jrni/anee  (a  mushroom  or  on  an  a/.nre  field)  quartered 
in  a  hundred  places  in  the  city,  with  the  arms  of  the  Colonnaa 
and  Doria-. 

Our  City  Snobs  have  the  same  mania  for  aristocratic  mar 
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riages.  I  like  to  see  such.  I  am  of  a  savage  and  envious 
nature,  —  I  like  to  see  these  two  humbugs  which,  dividing,  as 
they  do,  the  social  empire  of  this  kingdom  between  them,  hate 
each  other  naturally,  making  truce  and  uniting,  for  the  sordid 
interests  of  either.  I  like  to  see  an  old  aristocrat,  swelling  with 
pride  of  race,  the  descendant  of  illustrious  Norman  robbers, 
whose  blood  has  been  pure  for  centuries,  and  who  looks  down 
upon  common  Englishmen  as  a  free-born  American  does  on  a 
nigger,  —  I  like  to  see  old  Stilfneck  obliged  to  bow  down  his 
head  and  swallow  his  infernal  pride,  and  drink  the  cup  of  humil- 
iation poured  out  by  Pump  and  Aldgate's  butler.  "  Pump  and 
Aldgate,"  says  he,  "your  grandfather  was  a  bricklayer,  and 
his  hod  is  still  kept  in  the  bank.  Your  pedigree  begins  in  a 
workhouse ;  mine  can  be  dated  from  all  the  royal  palaces  of 
Europe.  I  came  over  with  the  Conqueror  ;  I  am  own  cousin 
to  Charles  Martel,  Orlando  Furioso,  Philip  Augustus,  Peter  the 
Cruel,  and  Frederick  Barbarossa.  I  quarter  the  Royal  Arms 
of  Brentford  in  my  coat.  I  despise  you,  but  I  want  money  ; 
and  I  will  sell  3*ou  my  beloved  daughter,  Blanche  Stiffneck,  for 
a  hundred  thousand  pounds,  to  pay  off  my  mortgages.  Let 
your  son  marry  her,  and  she  shall  become  Lady  Blanche  Pump 
and  Aldgate." 

Old  Pump  and  Aldgate  clutches  at  the  bargain.  And  a 
comfortable  thing  it  is  to  think  that  birth  can  be  bought  for 
raone}'.  So  }~ou  learn  to  value  it.  Why  should  we,  who  don't 
possess  it,  set  a  higher  store  on  it  than  those  who  do  ?  Perhaps 
the  best  use  of  that  book,  the  'f  Peerage,"  is  to  look  down  the 
list,  and  see  how  many  have  bought  and  sold  birth,  — how  poor 
sprigs  of  nobilit}'  somehow  sell  themselves  to  rich  City  Snobs' 
daughters,  how  rich  City  Snobs  purchase  noble  ladies  —  and  so 
to  admire  the  double  baseness  of  the  bargain. 

Old  Pump  and  Aldgate  buys  the  article  and  pays  the  money. 
The  sale  of  the  girl's  person  is  blessed  by  a  Bishop  at  St. 
George's,  Hanover  Square,  and  next  year  you  read,  "  At  Roe- 
hampton,  on  Saturday,  the  Lady  Blanche  Pump,  of  a  son 
and  heir." 

After  this  interesting  event,  some  old  acquaintance,  who 
saw  3*oung  Pump  in  the  parlor  at  the  bank  in  the  Cit}*,  said  to 
him,  familiarly,  "  How's  your  wife,  Pump,  my  boy?" 

Mr.  Pump  looked  exceedingly  puzzled  and  disgusted,  and, 
after  a  pause,  said,  '•''Lady  Blanche  Pump  is  pretty  well,  I 
thank  you." 

"  Oh,  I  thought  she  was  your  wife!"  said  the  familiar  brute, 
Snooks,  wishing  him  good-by ;  and  ten  minutes  after,  tb« 
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story  was  all  over  the  Stock  Kxehanirc,  where  it  is  told,  when 
soiing  Pump  appear-,  to  this  v.-ry  d 

\\  e  can  imagine   tin-  weary  life  tln>    po«»r  I'unij),  lliis  martyr 
to    .Maininon,    is  compelled   to  under  1  am-y    the   domestic 

enjoymi IKS  of  a  man  who  ha-,   a  wife   | 

cannot   sec    his    own    friends    in    hi>    o\\n    hou-,- ;     who   having 
deserted    the   middle    rank    of   life,  i-   not    \rt   admitted    to   the 
higher;    luit  who  is  resigned   feo  rebtlfife  and   d--lay  and  humilia- 
tion, contented  to  think  that  his  son  will  be  more  f.,i  ti- 
lt Used   to   be    the    fttStOm  jOd  1-fashioned    clubs 
in   this  c-ity,  when  a  gentleman  a^ki  d   for  change  for  a  gn 
always    to    lirinji    it   to   him    in   washed  *///•»•/•;   that    which   had 

1  imiiK  (liaiely  out  of  the  hands  of  the  vulgar  I" 
Mdcnd  "«fl  tx)o  coarse  to  soil  a  gentleman's  fingers." 
wlu-n  the  City  Sno!>'s  money  has  been  washed  during  a  genera- 
tion or  so;  has  been  washed  into  estates,  and  woods,  and 
castles,  and  town-mansions,  it  is  allowed  to  pass  current  as 
real  aristocratic  coin.  Old  Pump  sweeps  a  shop,  runs  of 
me^sagt-s,  become  a  confidential  clerk  and  partner.  Pump 
the  Second  becomes  chief  of  the  house,  spins  more  and  more 
money,  marries  his  son  to  an  Karl's  daughter.  Pump  Tertius 
on  with  the  bank:  but  his  chief  business  in  life  is  to 
become  the  lather  of  Pump  Quartus,  who  comes  out  a  full- 
blown aristocrat,  and  takes  his  seat  as  Baron  Pumpington, 
ami  his  race  rules  hereditarily  over  this  nation  of  Snobs. 


CHAPTER  DC. 

ON   SOME   MILITARY   SNOBS. 

As  no  society  in  the  world  is  more  agreeable  than  that  of 

well-bred  and  well-informed   military  gentlemen,  so,  likev 

none  is  more  insutferable  than  that  of  Military  Snobs.     They 

are  to  be  found  of  all  grades,  from  the  General  Officer,  whose 

padded  old  breast  twinkles  over  with  a  score  of  stars,  clasps, 

and  decorations,   to  the    budding  cornet,   who    is  sh:. 

a,  beard,   and   has  just   been  appointed   to  the  Saxe-Coburg 

Laoo 

I   have  always    admired    that  dispensation  of  rank  in  our 
;oui.try,   which  'sets    up  this    last-named   little  creature   (who 

ao 
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was  flogged  only  last  week  because  he  could  not  spell)  to  com- 
mand great  whiskered  warriors,  who  have  faced  all  dangers  of 
climate  and  battle  ;  which,  because  he  has  money  to  lodge  at 
the  agent's,  will  place  him  over  the  heads  of  men  who  have 
a  thousand  times  more  experience;  and  desert :  and  which,  in 
the  course  of  time,  will  bring  him  all  the  honors  of  his  profes- 
sion, when  the  veteran  soldier  he  commanded  has  got  no  other 
reward  for  his  braveiy  than  a  berth  in  Chelsea  Hospital, 
and  the  veteran  officer  he  superseded  lias  slunk  into  shabby 
retirement,  and  ends  his  disappointed  life  on  a  threadbare 
half-pa}'. 

When  I  read  in  the  Gazette  such  announcements  as  "Lieu- 
tenant and  Captain  Grig,  from  the  Bombardier  Guards,  to  be 
Captain,  vice  Grizzle,  who  retires,"  I  know  what  becomes  of 
the  Peninsular  Grizzle ;  I  follow  him  in  spirit  to  the  humble 
country  town,  where  he  takes  up  his  quarters,  and  occupies 
himself  with  the  most  desperate  attempts  to  live  like  a  gentle- 
man, on  the  stipend  of  half  a  tailor's  foreman  ;  and  I  picture 
to  myself  little  Grig  rising  from  rank  to  rank,  skipping  from 
one  regiment  to  another,  with  an  increased  grade  in  each, 
avoiding  disagreeable  foreign  service,  and  ranking  as  a  colonel 
at  thirty  ;  —  all  because  he  has  money,  and  Lord  Grisgby  is  his 
father,  who  had  the  same  luck  before  him.  Grig  must  blush 
at  first  to  give  his  orders  to  old  men  in  every  way  his  betters. 
And  as  it  is  very  difficult  for  a  spoiled  child  to  escape  being 
selfish  and  arrogant,  so  it  is  a  very  hard  task  indeed  for  this 
spoiled  child  of  fortune  not  to  be  a  Snob. 

It  must  have  often  been  a  matter  of  wonder  to  the  candid 
reader,  that  the  arm}',  the  most  enormous  job  of  all  our  political 
institutions,  should  yet  work  so  well  in  the  field ;  and  we  must 
cheerfully  give  Grig,  and  his  like,  the  credit  for  courage  which 
they  display  whenever  occasion  calls  for  it.  The  Duke's  dandy 
regiments  fought  as  well  as  any  (they  said  better  than  any,  but 
that  is  absurd).  The  great  Duke  himself  was  a  dandy  once, 
and  jobbed  on,  as  Marlborough  did  before  him.  But  this  only 
proves  that  dandies  are  brave  as  well  as  other  Britons  —  as  all 
Britons.  Let  us  concede  that  the  high-born  Grig  rode  into  the 
entrenchments  at  Sobraon  as  gallantly  as  Corporal  Wallop,  the 
ex-ploughboy. 

The  times  of  war  are  more  favorable  to  him  than  the  periods 
of  peace.  Think  of  Grig's  life  in  the  Bombardier  Guards,  or 
the  Jack-boot  Guards  ;  his  marches  from  Windsor  to  London, 
from  London  to  Windsor,  from  Knightsbridge  to  Regent's 
Park ;  the  idiotic  services  he  has  to  perform,  which  consist  in 
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/n  pecting  the  pipeclay  «»f  his  company,  or  the  horses  in  the 

stable.    MI    bellowing  out    ••Shoulder   humps  !      ( 'arry  him. 

all    Which    dlllle>    tin-    \el\     smallest     intellect     that     eVW    hel-. 

to  moiial  man  would    siillice    lo  comprehend.      Tin-  professional 
duties  of    a    footman   arc   «|iiile   as   dilliciilt    and    \arious.      The 
red-jackets  who    hold    gi-ut  lem.-n's  bOTMfl    in  8t   .I:ini. 
could  do  the  work  just  as  well  as  those  vacuous,  good-natun-d, 
gentleman-like,    rickety    little    lieutenants,    who    may  be   seen 
sauntering  about  Pall  Mail,  in  high-heeled  little  boots,  or  rally- 
ing (Omid  the  standard  of  their  regiment  in  the  Palace  Court,  at 
eleven  o'clock     when  the  band    pla\  s.       Did    tile   beloved    i 
ever  see  one  of  the  \oiing  fellows  staggering  under  the  tla_ 
above  all,  going  through  the  o|.eration  of  saluting   it?     It  is 
worth  a  walk  to  the   Palace  io  witness  that  in:  .'  i»iece  of 

tomfoolery. 

I  have  had  the  honor  of  meeting  once  or  twice  an  old  gentle- 
man, whom  1  look  upon  to  l>e  a  specimen  of  army-training,  and 
who  has  M-rved  in  crack  regiments,  or  command. -d  them,  all 
his  life.  I  allude  to  Lieutenant-(  ieueral  the  Honorable  Sir 
(;,-urur(,  Cranky  Tufto,  K.C.P...  K.T.8.,  K.H..  K..S.U  .,&C.  <fec. 
His  manners  an-  irri-proaehaMi-  generally;  in  society  he  is  a 
perfect  gentleman,  and  a  most  thorough  Snob. 

A  man  can't  help  l>cinic  a  fool,  be  he  ever  so  old,  and  Sir 
.•  i-  a  greater  ass  at  >ixty-eight  than  he  was  when  he  first 
entered  the  army  at  fifteen,  lie  distinguiMicd  himself  « 
where  :  his  name  is  mentioned  with  praise  in  a  score  of  Gazettes : 
he  is  the  man,  in  fact,  whose  padded  breast,  twinkling  « 
with  innumerable  decorations,  has  already  been  introduced  l(j 
the  reader.  It  is  difficult  to  say  what  virtues  this  prosp, 
gentleman  possesses,  lie  never  read  a  book  in  his  life,  and. 
with  his  purple,  old  gouty  lingers,  still  writes  a  schoolboy 
hand.  He  has  reached  old  a  ire  and  gray  hairs  without  l»eing 
the  least  venerable.  lie  dresses  like  an  nutra'_r"«»usl\-  young 
man  to  the  present  moment,  and  laces  and  pads  his  old  carcass 
as  if  he  were  still  handsome  George  Tnfto  of  IHOO.  He  IB 
selfish,  brutal,  passionate,  and  a  glutton.  It  is  curious  to 
mark  him  at  table,  and  see  him  heaving  in  his  waistband,  his 
little  bloodshot  eyes  gloating  over  his  meal.  He  swears  con- 
siderably in  his  talk,  ami  tells  filthy  garrison  stories  after 
dinner.  On  account  of  his  rank  and  his  services,  people  pay 
the  hestaned  and  betitled  old  brute  a  sort  of  reverence;  and 
he  looks  down  upon  you  and  me,  and  exhibits  his  contempt  for 
us.  with  a  stupid  and  artless  candor  which  is  quite  amusing  to 
watch.  Perhaps,  had  he  been  bred  to  another  profession,  he 
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would  not  have  been  the  disreputable  old  creature  he  now  is 
But  what  other?     He  was  fit  for  none;   too  incorrigibly  idle 
and  dull  for  any  trade  but  this,  in  wliic-h  he  lias  distinguished 
himself  publicly  as  a  good  and  gallant  officer,  tind  privately  for 
riding  races,  drinking  port,  fighting  duels,  and  seducing  women. 
He  believes  himself  to  be  one  of  the  most  honorable  and  desen 
ing  beings  in  the  world.     About  Waterloo  Place,  of  afternoons 
you  may  see  him  tottering  in  his  varnished  boots,  and  leering 
under  the  bonnets  of  the  women  who  pass  by.     When  he  dies 
of  apoplexy,  The  Times  will  have  a  quarter  of  a  column  about 
his  services  and  battles  —  four  lines  of  print  will  be  wanted  to 
describe  his  titles  and  orders  alone  —  and  the  earth  will  cover 
one  of  the  wickedest  and  dullest  old  wretches  that  ever  strutted 
over  it. 

Lest  it  should  be  imagined  that  I  am  of  so  obstinate  a  mis- 
anthropic nature  as  to  be  satisfied  with  nothing,  I  beg  (for  the 
comfort  of  the  forces)  to  state  my  belief  that  the  arm}'  is  not 
composed  of  such  persons  as  the  above.  He  has  only  been 
selected  for  the  study  of  civilians  and  the  military,  as  a  speci- 
men of  a  prosperous  and  bloated  army  Snob.  No :  when 
epaulets  are  not  sold ;  when  corporal  punishments  are  abol- 
ished, and  Corporal  Smith  has  a  chance  to  have  his  gallantry 
rewarded  as  well  as  that  of  Lieutenant  Grig  ;  when  there  is  no 
such  rank  as  ensign  and  lieutenant  (the  existence  of  which 
rank  is  an  absurd  anomaly,  and  an  insult  upon  all  the  rest  of 
the  army),  and  should  there  be  no  war,  I  should  not  be  dis- 
inclined to  be  a  major-general  myself. 

I  have  a  little  sheaf  of  Army  Snobs  in  my  portfolio,  but 
shall  pause  in  my  attack  upon  the  forces  till  next  week. 


CHAPTER   X. 

MILITARY     SNOBS. 

WALKING  in  the  Park  yesterday  with  my  young  friend  Tagg, 
and  discoursing  with  him  upon  the  next  number  of  the  Snob,  at 
the  very  nick  of  time  who  should  pass  us  but  two  very  good 
specimens  of  Military  Snobs,  —  the  Sporting  Military  Snob, 
Capt.  Rag,  and  the  "  larking"  or  raffish  Military  Snob,  Ensign 
Famish.  Indeed  you  are  fully  sure  to  meet  them  lounging  on 
horseback,  about  five  o'clock,  under  the  trees  by  the  Serpen- 
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lino,  cxruniiiini;  critieally    tin-   inmates  of  the   lla-hy  1»nni'j: 
which  parade  up  ami  d»wn  ••  t!i<  Mil*'." 

TMU'LC  :i"(l  R-'1-    are    \ery  well  ae.juainl' 
with  Hint    'andor   in>epara'hle  from   intim  1-hip,  («•': 

his  dear  friend's  history.     Captain  l,1  nalMapp 

country    man.      He    went    when   quite  a  boy   into 
cavalry  regiment.  ami  by  the  time  In-  <_r"' 

all  his  brother  ollicers   >•»  •••.mplcti-ly,  -rlliiiLr   them   lame  horses 
for   sound    «>n.-^.    and    winning    their    im»nc\    by    all    m 
strange    and    ingenious  contrivance-.    that  his  Colonel   advised 
him  to  retire  ;   which  he  <li«l  without   much   rduc: 
ino.latiii'4  a  yoimi^ter.  who  had  jn-i  the  re^immt,  with 

a  slandered  ••liarLr»T  at  an  uncommonly  still'  figure. 
lie  Ins  staoe  d«-voted  liis  time  to  lYilliards,  st*-- 
and  the  turf.      His  head-fjuarteivs   arc  M  IviimmerV  nduit 

Street,  where  he  keeps  his  kit:   l>ut    he  i-  ever  on  the  inn-. 
the  exercise  «>l'  liis  vocation  as  a  gentleman-jockey  and  g« 


According  to  />V7Ps  Life,  he  is  an  invarial>le  attendant  at  all 
raoea,  and  an  actor  in  most  of  them.  He  n»de  t!i>-  winner  at 
Leamington  ;  lie  was  lelt  for  dead  in  a  ditch  a  fortnight  ago  at 
Harrow;  ami  yet  there  he  was,  last  week,  at  x  de 

Berny.  palo  and  determined  as  ever,  astonishing  the  badaudt 
of  Paris  !>y  the  elegance  of  his  seat  and  the  neatness  of  his  rig, 
as  !',  preliminary  gallop  on  that  vicious  brute  M 

I,"  helore  starting'  for  "the   French  Co-ami  National." 

He  is  a  ie--i!lar  attendant  at  the  Corner,  where  he  com  p 
a  limited  luit  comfortable  libretto.     During  the  season  he  rid.-^ 
often  in  t  lie  park,  mounted  on  a  clever,  well-bred  pon 
to  l»e  seen  escorting  that  celelirate.l  horsewoman,  Fanny  High- 
tl\(  r,  or  in  c.>niidential  converse  with    Lord  Thimblcrig,  the 
ominent  handicap. 

He  can  -fully  avoids  decent  society,  and  would  rather  d 

t,'  the  "One  Tun"  with  Sam  Snallle  t! 
C  ai)tain  U'Rourke,  and  two  or  three  other  notorious  turf 
In  is,  than  with  the  choicest  company  in  London.     He  lik 
announce  at  "  Rummer's"  that  he  is  going  to  run  down 
spend  his  Saturday  and  Sunday  in  a  friendly  way  with  H 
the  leg,  at  his  little  box  n.  ar  "  Kpsom  :  where,  if  report  speak 
true,  many  "  rummish   plants"  are  concocted. 

He  does  not  play  billiards  often,  and  never  in  public 
when  he  does  play,  he  always  contrives  to  get  hold  of  a  good 
Hat.  and   never  leaves  him  till  he  has  done    him    mi- 
brown.      Ho  ha>  lately  been  playing  a  good  deal  with  Famish. 
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When  he  makes  his  appearance  in  the  drawing-room,  which 
occasionally  happens  at  a  hunt-meeting  or  a  race-ball,  he  enjoys 
himself  extremely. 

His  young  friend  is  Ensign  Famish,  who  is  not  a  little 
pleased  to  be  seen  with  such  a  smart  fellow  as  Rag,  who  bows 
to  the  best  turf  company  in  the  Park.  Rag  lets  Famish  accom- 
pany him  to  Tattersall's,  and  sells  him  bargains  in  horseflesh, 
and  uses  Famish's  cab.  That  3'oung  gentleman's  regiment  is 
in  India,  and  he  is  at  home  on  sick  leave.  He  recruits  his 
health  by  being  intoxicated  every  night,  and  fortifies  his  lungs, 
which  are  weak,  by  smoking  cigars  all  day.  The  policemen 
about  the  Hayrnarket  know  the  little  creature,  and  the  early 
cabmen  salute  him.  The  closed  doors  of  fish  and  lobster  shops 
opeu  after  service,  and  vomit  out  little  Famish,  who  is  either 
tips}7  and  quarrelsome  —  when  he  wants  to  fight  the  cabmen  ; 
or  drunk  and  helpless — when  some  kind  friend  (in  yellow 
satin)  takes  care  of  him.  All  the  neighborhood,  the  cabmen, 
the  police,  the  earl}'  potato-men,  and  the  friends  in  yellow  satin, 
know  the  young  fellow,  and  he  is  called  Little  Bobby  by  some 
of  the  very  worst  reprobates  in  Europe. 

His  mother,  Lady  Fanny  Famish,  believes  devotedly  that 
Robert  is  in  London  solely  for  the  benefit  of  consulting  the 
physician ;  is  going  to  have  him  exchanged  into  a  dragoon 
regiment,  which  doesn't  go  to  that  odious  India ;  and  has  an 
idea  that  his  chest  is  delicate,  and  that  he  takes  gruel  every 
evening,  when  he  puts  his  feet  in  hot  water.  Her  Ladyship 
resides  at  Cheltenham,  and  is  of  a  serious  turn. 

Bobby  frequents  the  "Union-Jack  Club"  of  course;  where 
he  breakfasts  on  pale  ale  and  devilled  kidneys  at  three  o'clock ; 
where  beardless  young  heroes  of  his  own  sort  congregate,  and 
make  merry,  and  give  each  other  dinners  ;  where  you  may  see 
half  a  dozen  of  young  rakes  of  the  fourth  or  fifth  order  lounging 
and  smoking  on  the  steps  ;  where  you  behold  Slapper's  long-tailed 
leggy  mare  in  the  custody  of  a  red-jacket  until  the  Captain  is 
primed  for  the  Park  with  a  glass  of  cura^oa  ;  and  where  you 
see  Hobby,  of  the  Highland  Buffs,  driving  up  with  Dobby,  of 
the  Madras  Fusiliers,  in  the  great  banging,  swinging  cab,  which 
the  latter  hires  from  Rumble  of  Bond  Street. 

In  fact,  Military  Snobs  are  of  such  number  and  variety, 
that  a  hundred  weeks  of  Punch  would  not  suffice  to  give  an 
audience  to  them.  There  is,  besides  the  disreputable  old  Mili- 
tary Snob,  who  has  seen  service,  the  respectable  old  Military 
Snob,  who  has  seen  none,  and  gives  himself  the  most  prodi- 
gious Martinet  airs.  There  is  the  Medical-Military  Snob,  who 


TIM-:  IJOMIC  (»r  SVOBS.  311 

is  generally  more  outrageously  military  in  hU  conversation  than 
the  greatest  suhreur  in  the  army.  Then-  U  I  In-  lle;k\  \  -1  )i;; 
Snob,  \\hoin  voting  ladies  admire,  with  his  -jreat  >tupid  pink 
face  and  yelluw  moustaches  —  a  \arti<>us,  solemn,  lu«>li>h.  but 
br.-ivu  and  honorable  Snob.  There  i.->  the  Amateur-Military 
>ii')l),  \\lio  writes  Captain  on  his  card.  becau>e  h<  .U-n- 

.ant  in  the  IJungay  Militia.  There  is  tin'  Lady-killing  Military 
Snob;  and  more,  who  iin-d  not  In-  named. 

l»ut  let  no  man,  we  ivpeat,  diarge  Mr.  Punch  with  disre- 
s[)oct  tor  the  Army  in  ^enei'al  —  that  gallant  and  judicious 
Army,  every  man  «•!'  whi<h,  1'n.m  l-'.M.  the  I)nk.  ing- 

t.m,  JbO.,  d«  '\su\vanls  —  (willi  the  e\'-«-[,ti<)ii  «.f  ll.li.II.  l-'i.-ld- 
Mar>hal  J'i  ineu  Alltert,  who,  however,  can  hardly  count  as  a 
military  man  ),  —  re:i<ls  J'an>'/t  in  every  quarter  of  lit.-  L!'>!)C. 

Let  th«»>e  civilians  who  Mirer  at  the  u<-«|uirements  of  the 
Army  read  ,sir  Harry  Smith's  account  of  tin-  liattlr  of  Aliwal. 
A  no!)le  deed  was  never  told  in  nobler  language.  And  you 
who  doubt  if  chivalry  exists,  or  the  ago  of  heroism  has  passed 
b}',  think  of  Sir  Henry  II:irdin;_v.  with  his  son,  **  tlear  little 
Arthur,"  riding  in  front  of  the  lines  at  Ferozeshah.  I  hope  no 
Kngli>h  painter  will  endeavor  to  illustrate  that  scene  ;  for  >\ho 
is  there  to  do  justice  to  it?  The  history  of  the  world  contains 
no  more  brilliant  and  heroic  picture.  No,  no;  the  men  who 
perform  these  deeds  with  such  brilliant  valor,  and  describe 
tin-in  uith  such  modest  manliness — such  are  not  Snobs.  Their 
country  admires  them,  their  Sovereign  rewards  them,  and 
Punch,  the  universal  railer,  takes  oifliis  hat  and  says,  Heaven 
save  them ! 


CHAPTER   XI. 

ON   CLERICAL   SNOBS. 

AFTER    Snobs-Military,    Snobs-Clerical  suggest  themselves 
quite  naturally,  and  it  is  clear  that,  with  every  respect  for  the 
cloth,  yet  having  a  ivgurd  Tor  truth,  humanity,  and  the  Br 
public,  such  a  vast  and   intluential  elass  must  not  be  omitted 
from  our  notices  of  the  great  Snob  world. 

Of  these  Clerics  there  are  some  whose  claim  to  snobbishness 
is  undoubted,  and  yet  it  cannot  be  discussed  here;  for  the  same 
reason  that  Punch  would  not  set  up  his  show  in  a  Cathedral,  out 
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of  respect  for  the  solemn  service  celebrated  within.  There  are 
some  places  where  he  acknowledges  himself  not  privileged  to 
make  a  noise,  and  puts  away  his  show,  and  silences  his  drum, 
and  takes  off  his  hat,  and  holds  his  peace. 

And  I  know  this,  that  if  there  are  some  Clerics  who  do 
wrong,  there  are  straightway  a  thousand  newspapers  to  haul  up 
those  unfortunates,  and  cry,  "  Fie  upon  them,  fie  upon  them  !  " 
while,  though  the  press  is  always  read}'  to  yell  and  bellow  ex- 
communication against  these  stray  delinquent  parsons,  it  some- 
how takes  very  little  count  of  the  man}'  good  ones  —  of  the 
tens  of  thousands  of  honest  men,  who  lead  Christian  lives,  who 
give  to  the  poor  generously,  who  deny  themselves  rigidly,  and 
live  and  die  in  their  duty  without  ever  a  newspaper  paragraph 
in  their  favor.  My  beloved  friend  and  reader,  I  wish  you  and  I 
could  do  the  same :  and  let  me  whisper  my  belief,  entre  nous, 
that  of  those  eminent  philosophers  who  cry  out  against  parsons 
the  loudest,  there  are  not  many  who  have  got  their  knowledge 
of  the  church  by  going  thither  often. 

But  you  who  have  ever  listened  to  village  bells,  or  have 
walked  to  church  as  children  on  sunn}'  Sabbath  mornings ;  you 
who  have  ever  seen  the  parson's  wife  tending  the  poor  man's 
bedside ;  or  the  town  clergyman  threading  the  dirt}'  stairs  of 
noxious  alleys  upon  his  sacred  business  ;  —  do  not  raise  a  shout 
when  one  of  these  falls  away,  or  yell  with  the  mob  that  howls 
after  him. 

Every  man  can  do  that.  When  old  Father  Noah  was  over- 
taken in  his  cups,  there  was  only  one  of  his  sons  that  dared  to 
make  merry  at  his  disaster,  and  he  was  not  the  most  virtuous 
of  the  family.  Let  us  too  turn  away  silently,  nor  huzza  like  a 
parcel  of  schoolboys,  because  some  big  young  rebel  suddenly 
starts  up  and  whops  the  schoolmaster. 

I  confess,  though,  if  I  had  by  me  the  names  of  those  seven 
or  eight  Irish  bishops,  the  probates  of  whose  wills  were  men- 
tioned in  last  year's  journals,  and  who  died  leaving  behind  them 
some  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  apiece  —  I  would  like  to 
put  them  up  as  patrons  of  my  Clerical  Snobs,  and  operate  upon 
them  as  successfully  as  I  see  from  the  newspapers  Mr.  Eisen- 
berg,  Chiropodist,  has  lately  done  upon  "  His  Grace  the  Right 
Reverend  Lord  Bishop  of  Tapioca." 

And  I  confess  that  when  those  Right  Reverend  Prelates 
come  up  to  the  gates  of  Paradise  with  their  probates  of  wills  in 
their  hands,  I  think  that  their  chance  is  ...  But  the  gates 
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ofParad1  ;  \\aytofollowthrij   Lord>:  •    n  trip 

down  again,  le>t  awkward  questions  be  a>kfd  thc-re  about  our 
own  favorite  vices  too. 

A M< I  don't  let  MS  <_rive  way  to  tlio  vulgar  prejudice,  that  < 
«_rv:iien   are   an  o\ erpaid   and   luxuri-  IIH-M.        \\ 

that  eminent  ascetic,  the  late   .s  \dney  ^mith —  (  by  the  wa\ 
what  law  of  nature  is  it  that  so   many  Simih^  in   this  , 
called  S\dney  Smith?) —  lauded  tin-  >VN|«-IM   <.f  ^i«'at   pri/.es  ill 
the  ( 'hmvli.    —without   winch    li.  ntli-unn  \\"iil<l    IP 

in.luccd  to  follow  tin-  i-K-rical  [."  hr  :i.!uiiiir.l   m,,..: 

thftically  that    tin-  cK-r-'y  in    genen  no  means  t- 

envied   for  their  worldly  pro-pn  it  \  .      1  ;  ,'mg  the  ^ 

ol'.MUin-  inodrrn  writers  of  repute,  \<>u  would   fancy  t!. 
son's  life  \va^  paflsed  in  ur<>r'_riii_r  biimsi  If  with  pluin-pmldin- 
noil-wine;  and   ih.tt    liis    i;  ;'at  chaps  were   ah1- 

^n-asy  with  the  era.-kling  of  tithe   pi^'s.      Cftricatarists  dc. 
to  represent  him  so:   round.  >ln.rt  -ueeked.    pi  in  pic-faced,  apo- 
plectic, burst  ing  out  of  waistcoat  like  a  bhu-k-pudding,  a  shovel- 
hatted   fu//.  wi^ued   Silenus.      \\  h«  rea>.  if  y«>u   take  the   real 
man,  the  poor  fellow's  lle^h-pofs  aiv  \(.|\  scantily  furnished  with 
meat.     He  labors  commonly  for  a  wage  that  a  tailor's  foreman 
would  despise  :    he  has.  to'»,  such  claims  up«n  his  di-mal  in- 
as  most  philosophers  would  rather  ^nimble  to  meet ;  many  tith<--, 
are  lc\ied  upon  ///'*  pockcl.  let  it  b«-   remcml.civd.  by  those 
n-rud^e  him  his-  means  of  livelihood.     He  has  to  dine  with 
Squire:   and   his  wife   mu>t   dre^s   neatly;  and   h-  look 

like  a  ijentleman."  as  they  call  it,  and  bring  up  his 
hungry  BOllfl  ;i-  such,      Add  to  thi-.  if  he  doc- 
such  temptations  to  -pend  his  money  as  no  mortal  man  could 
withstand.      Yes ;  you  who  can't  resist  purchasing   :« 
ci.LTars  because  tlu-y  arc  so  good  :  or  an  ormolu  clock  at  H 
and  James's,  because  it  i-  sn<-h  :»   baruain  ;  or  a  box  m 

Opera,  because  Lablache  and  Cri-i  an-  divine  in  the    . 
f-incv  how  ditlicult  it  is  fora  parson  to  resist  spending  a  half- 
crown  when  .John   Breakstone's  family  are  without  a  loaf;  or 
••  >tandin«r"  a  buttle    ot   port    f«»r  dear  old    I1  who 

has  her  thirteenth  child  ;  or  treating  himself  to  a  suit  of  <•• 
iovs  for  little  Hob  Scarecrow,  whose  breeche^  tr 
elbows.     Think  of  these  temptations,  brother  moralists  and  phi- 
losophers, and  don't  be  to(>  hard  on  the  parson. 

But  what  is  this?     Instead  of44  showing  up"  the  parsons, 
we  we  indulging  in  maudlin  praises  of  *»hat  monstrous  black* 
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coated  race?  O  saintly  Francis,  lying  at  rest  under  the  turf; 
O  Jimmy,  and  Johnny,  and  Willy,  friends  of  my  youth !  O 
noble  and  dear  old  Elias !  how  should  he  who  knows  you  not 
respect  you  and  your  calling?  May  this  pen  never  write  a 
pennyworth  again,  if  it  ever  casts  ridicule  upon  either  1 


CHAPTER  XII. 

ON   CLERICAL    SNOBS    AND    SNOBBISHNESS. 

"DEAR  MR.  SNOB,"  an  amiable  young  correspondent 
writes,  who  signs  himself  Snobling,  "ought  the  clergyman 
who,  at  the  request  of  a  noble  Duke,  lately  interrupted  a  mar- 
riage ceremony  between  two  persons  perfectly  authorized  to 
marry,  to  be  ranked  or  not  among  the  Clerical  Snobs?" 

This,  my  dear  young  friend,  is  not  a  fair  question.  One  of 
the  illustrated  weekly  papers  has  already  seized  hold  of  the 
clergyman,  and  blackened  him  most  unmercifully,  by  represent- 
ing him  in  his  cassock  performing  the  marriage  service.  Let 
that  be  sufficient  punishment ;  and,  if  you  please,  do  not  press 
the  query. 

It  is  very  likely  that  if  Miss  Smith  had  come  with  a  license 
to  marry  Jones,  the  parson  in  question,  not  seeing  old  Smith 
present,  would  have  sent  off  the  beadle  in  a  cab  to  let  the  old 
gentleman  know  what  was  going  on  ;  and  would  have  delayed 
the  service  until  the  arrival  of  Smith  senior.  He  very  likely 
thinks  it  his  duty  to  ask  all  marriageable  young  ladies,  who 
come  without  their  papa,  why  their  parent  is  absent ;  and,  no 
doubt,  always  sends  off  the  beadle  for  that  missing  governor. 

Or,  it  is  very  possible  that  the  Duke  of  Cceurdelion  was  Mr. 
What-d'ye-call-'im's  most  intimate  friend,  and  has  often  said  to 
him,  "  What-d'ye-call-'imr  my  boy,  my  daughter  must  never 
marry  the  Capting.  If  ever  they  try  at  your  church,  I  beseec  h 
you,  considering  the  terms  of  intimacy  on  which  we  are,  to 
Bend  off  Rattan  in  a  hack-cab  to  fetch  me." 

In  either  of  which  cases,  you  see,  dear  Snobling,  that  though 
the  parson  would  not  have  been  authorized,  yet  he  might  have 
been  excused  for  interfering.  He  has  no  more  right  to  stop 
my  marriage  than  to  stop  my  dinner,  to  both  of  which,  as  a 
free-born  Briton,  I  am  entitled  by  law,  if  I  can  pay  for  tiiera. 
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But,  consider  pastoral  solicitude,  a  de«-p  sense  of  tin-  duties  of 

•Mcc,  and  pardon  this  inconvenient.  Init  L'emnii.-  /.i-al. 
Hut  if  tin-  clergyman  did  in  tin-    Duke's  case  what  In-  would 
not  do   ill   Smith's;    it'  In-   has    no   more   anji;  li   the 

Cu-urdelion    family    than    I    have    with    tin-    Ko\al   and   S. 

Qoose of  8aze*Coborg Gothft,  —  <//••«.  \  confess,  my  dear  Snob- 
ling,  your  question  might  elicit  a  disagreeabl.  i  1  one 
which  I  respectfully dedine  to gtve<  I  wond«-r  v\i.  orge 

Tu  ft  o  would  say.  if  a  sentry  left  his  post  because  a  noble  lord 
(n»t  in  tin*  least  connected  with  the  .service;  begged  the  senti- 
nel not  to  do  his  duty  ! 

Alas  !  that  the  beadle  who  canes  little  boys  and  drives  them 
out,  cannot  drive  worldlings  out  too  ;  and  what  is  worldlineM 
I. ut.  snobbishness?  When,  for  instance,  I  read  in  the  news- 
papers  that  the  Kiirht  Ueverend  the  Lord  Charles  James  admin- 
istered the  rite  of  confirmation  to  a  />"////  of  the  juvenile  n<> 
at  the  Chapel  Royal,  —as  if  the  Chapel  Rojftl  were  a  sort  of 
ecclesiastical  Almaejv'<.  and  young  people  were  to  get  ready 
for  the  next  world  in  little  exclusive  genteel  knots  of  the 
aii-iociaey,  who  were  not  to  be  disturbed  in  their  journey 
thither  by  the  company  of  the  vulgar:  —  when  I  read  such  a 
paragraph  as  that  (and  one  or  two  Mich  generally  appear  dur- 
ing the  present  fashionable  season  i.  it  Mem  tome  to  be  the 
most  odious,  mean,  and  dis'_nMin-j;  part  of  that  odious,  mean, 
and  disiru-tin.-!  publication,  the  Court  Circular;  and  that  snob- 
bishness is  then-ill  carried  to  quite  an  awful  pitch.  What, 
gentlemen,  can't  we  even  in  the  Church  acknowledge  a  repub- 
lic? There,  at  lea>t.  the  Heralds'  College  itself  might  allow 
that  we  all  of  us  ha\ -e  the  same  pedigree,  and  are  direct  de- 
scendants of  Kvo  and  Adam,  whose  inheritance  is  dh 
amongst  us. 

I   hereby  call  upon  all  Dnkcs,  Earls,   Baronets,  and  other 
potentates,' not  to  lend  themselves  to  this  shameful  scandal  and 
error,  and  beseech  all  Hishops  who  read  this  publication  to  take 
the  matter  into  consideration,  and  to  protest  against  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  practice,  and  to  declare,  "  We  won't  confirm  or 
christen  Lord  Tomnoddy,  or  Sir  Carnaby  .lenks.  to  the  61 
sion  of  any  other  y«>ung  Christian:"  the  which  declarati 
their  Lordships  an-  induced  to  make,  a  great  lapit  offentionl* 
will  he  removed,  and  the  Snob  Papers  will  not  have  been  writ- 
ten in  vain. 

A  story  is  current  of  a  celebrated  nmi>  .  who  having 

had  occasion  to  oblige  that  excellent  prelate  \\\  I'.ishop  of  Bui- 
locksmitliy,  a>k.-d  his  Lordship,  in  return,  to  coiilirui  his  chil 


316  THE   BOOK  OF  SNOBS. 

dren  privately  in  his  Lordship's  own  chapel ;  which  ceremony 
the  grateful  prelate  accordingly  performed,  fan  satire  go 
farther  than  this?  Is  then-  even  in  this  most  amusing  of 
prints,  any  more  naive  absurdity?  It  is  as  il  a  man  wouldn't 
go  to  heaven  unless  he  went  in  a  special  train,  or  as  if  he 
thought  (as  some  people  think  about  vaccination)  Confirmation 
more  effectual  when  administered  at  first  hand.  When  that 
eminent  person,  the  Begum  Surnroo,  died,  it  is  said  she  left 
ten  thousand  pounds  to  the  Pope,  and  ten  thousand  to  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbur}r,  —  so  that  there  should  be  no  mis- 
take,—  so  as  to  make  sure  of  having  the  ecclesiastical  au- 
thorities on  her  side.  This  is  only  a  little  more  openly  and 
undisguisedly  snobbish  than  the  cases  before  alluded  to.  A 
well-bred  Snob  is  just  as  secretly  proud  of  his  riches  and  honors 
as  a  parvenu  Snob  who  makes  the  most  ludicrous  exhibition  of 
them  ;  and  a  high-born  Marchioness  or  Duchess  just  as  vain 
of  herself  and  her  diamonds,  as  Queen  Quashyboo,  who  sews 
a  pair  of  epaulets  on  to  her  skirt,  and  turns  out  in  state  in  a 
cocked  hat  and  feathers. 

It  is  not  out  of  disrespect  to  my  "  Peerage,"  which  I  love 
and  honor,  (indeed,  have  I  not  said  before,  that  I  should  be 
ready  to  jump  out  of  my  skin  if  two  Dukes  would  walk  down 
Pall  Mall  with  me  ?)  —  it  is  not  out  of  disrespect  for  the  indi- 
viduals, that  I  wish  these  titles  had  never  been  invented ;  but, 
consider,  if  there  were  no  tree,  there  would  be  no  shadow ;  and 
how  much  more  honest  society  would  be,  and  how  much  more 
serviceable  the  clerg}'  would  be  (which  is  our  present  considera- 
tion) ,  if  these  temptations  of  rank  and  continual  baits  of  world- 
liness  were  not  in  existence,  and  perpetually  thrown  out  to 
lead  them  astray. 

I  have  seen  many  examples  of  their  falling  away.  When, 
for  instance,  Tom  Sniffle  first  went  into  the  country  as  Curate 
for  Mr.  Fuddleston  (Sir  Huddleston  Fuddleston's  brother), 
who  resided  on  some  other  living,  there  could  not  be  a  more 
kind,  hard-working,  and  excellent  creature  than  Tom.  He  had 
his  aunt  to  live  with  him.  His  conduct  to  his  poor  was  admi- 
rable. He  wrote  annually  reams  of  the  best-intentioned  and 
most  vapid  sermons.  When  Lord  Brandyball's  family  first 
came  down  into  the  country,  and  invited  him  to  dine  at  Brandy- 
ball  Park,  Sniffle  was  so  agitated  that  he  almost  forgot  how 
to  say  grace,  and  upset  a  bowl  of  currant-jelly  sauce  in  Lady 
Fanny  Toffy's  lap. 

What  was  the  consequence  of  his  intimacy  with  that  noble 
famity?  He  quarrelled  with  his  aunt  for  dining  out  every 
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nil-lit.     The  wreteh   f'.r-ot    oil   poor  alt.  .-.-tli.T.  an. I   kill.-d   hi.s 

old  11:1^  l.y  alwa\-  riding  o\er  to  Iirand\  kill  ;  wh.-ie  h- 

ill  the  madde>t  pa-M»n  for  Lad\    Kaim\.       II 

e>t   Q6W  Clothes  and   rceU->ia>lical  \\;.  from   Londoi 

appeared  with  cora//.a->hirl>.  lacMiirn ••!  1    prrfnii  • 

he  bought  a  blood-hart*  iv<>m  i;..i>   i'..My:  was  seen  al 

meetings,  pnMic  l.ivakfa^ts,  — actually  al  i 

to  -:iy,  that   1  >a\v  him  in  a  stall  at   tin-   C)|  .-ra  ;   a: 

lini;  l>y  La<ly    Fami\'s  >i>lr  in  li«.  ,.       .      He  double 

'    his   nain  <!••.  )    ai, 

T.  Sniiilc,  as  i'..nii'Tl\.  ,;,  in  a  porcelain  card,  as  J- 

1\  D'Aivy  SnillK-,  liurlin^inn  II..t,-l. 

Tlu?    i-inl    of  all    this  1:    vhm    tl»«-    Marl    of 

l\l»all    \va.s    ina«l«'    anjnaint    «l    \\ith    the    cuia 
Kaiuiy.  lu'  had  that  !i:  >nt  wliii-li  MI  m-arh  carrii-<l 

iiini   otT  (to   tin;   iiit-\i»: 

|»a\!n-),  an<l  uttrn-il  tliat  mnai-kaMc  sprech  to  Siiilllr,  wliirh 
dispo^i-il  of  the  claims  «»f  the  latter  :  —  ••  IT  I  didn't  iv.-pect  the 
Chureh,  Sir,"  his  L.>nNii|>  said,  "  i  you  down 

Mairs:"  his  L<>nl>hip  then  fell  l»aek  into  the  fit  aforesaid ;  and 
Lady  Fanny,  a>  \ve  all  know,  man;  •  al  Toda: 

A-  t'..r  poor  Tom,  he  r  head  and  rars  in  debt  as  well 

as  in  love:  his  creditors  came  down  upon  him.  Mr.  Hemp,  of 
Portugal  Street,  proclainu-d  his  name  lately  as  a  i  i  out- 

law ;  and  he  has  Iteeii  M  en  at  various  foreign  watering-places; 
sometimes  doin^  duty  ;  sometimes  "  coaching'*  a  stray  gentle- 
man's son  at  Carlsrnhe  or  Kissingen;  sometimes  —  must  we 
say  it?  -lurking  about  the  roulette-tables  with  a  tuft  to  his 
chin. 

If  temptation  had  not  come  upon  this  unhappy  fellow  in  the 
shape  of  a  Lord  lirandyball.  he  mi-ht  -till  have  been  following 
his  profession,  hnnibly  and   worthily.      He   might  have  m:i 
his   cousin   with    four    thousand    pounds    the   wine-merch: 
daughter    (the   old   uvntleman    quarrelled    with   his  nephe 
not  soliciting  wine-orders   from    Lord   H.    for  him):   he  mi-ht 
have  had    -even  clnldren.  and  taken   private    pupils,  and  • 
out  his  income,  and  lived  and  died  a  .-omitry  parson. 

ild  he  have  done  better?  You  who  want  to  know  how 
irivat.  and  good,  and  nol»le  Mich  a  character  may  be,  read 
Stanley's  "  Lile  of  Doctor  Arnold." 
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CHAPTER 

ON    CLERICAL    SNOBS. 

AMONG  the  varieties  of  the  Snob  Clerical,  the  University 
Snob  and  the  Scholastic  Snob  ought  never  to  be  forgotten; 
the}'  form  a  very  strong  battalion  in  the  black-coated  army. 

The  wisdom  of  our  ancestors  (which  I  admire  more  and 
more  every  da}')  seemed  to  have  determined  that  the  education 
of  youth  was  so  paltry  and  unimportant  a  matter,  that  almost 
any  man,  armed  with  a  birch  and  a  regulation  cassock  and 
degree,  might  undertake  the  charge  :  and  many  an  honest 
country  gentleman  may  be  found  to  the  present  day,  who  takes 
ver}T  good  care  to  have  a  character  with  his  butler  when  he 
engages  him,  and  will  not  purchase  a  horse  without  the  strong- 
est warranty  and  the  closest  inspection  ;  but  sends  off  his  son, 
young  John  Thomas,  to  school  without  asking  any  questions 
about  the  Schoolmaster,  and  places  the  lad  at  Switchester 
College,  under  Doctor  Block,  because  he  (the  good  old  English 
gentleman)  had  been  at  Switchester,  under  Doctor  Buzwig, 
forty  years  ago. 

We  have  a  love  for  all  little  boys  at  school  ;  for  many  scores 
of  thousands  of  them  read  and  love  Punch:  —  may  he  never 
write  a  word  that  shall  not  be  honest  and  fit  for  them  to  read  ! 
He  will  not  have  his  young  friends  to  be  Snobs  in  the  future, 
or  to  be  bullied  by  snobs,  or  given  over  to  such  to  be  educated. 
Our  connection  with  the  youth  at  the  Universities  is  very  close 
and  affectionate.  The  candid  undergraduate  is  our  friend. 
The  pompous  old  College  Don  trembles  in  his  common  room, 
lest  we  should  attack  him  and  show  him  up  as  a  Snob. 

When  railroads  were  threatening  to  invade  the  land  which 
they  have  since  conquered,  it  may  be  recollected  what  a  shriek- 
ing and  outcry  the  authorities  of  Oxford  and  Eton  made,  lest 
the  iron  abominations  should  come  near  those  seats  of  pure 
learning,  and  tempt  the  British  youth  astray.  The  supplica- 
tions were  in  vain  ;  the  railroad  is  in  upon  them,  and  the  old 
world  institutions  are  doomed.  I  felt  charmed  to  read  in  the 
papers  the  other  day  a  most  veracious  puffing  advertisement 
headed,  "To  College  and  back  for  Five  Shillings."  "The 
College  Gardens  (it  said)  will  be  thrown  open  on  this  occasion  ; 
the  College  youths  will  perform  a  regatta  ;  the  Chapel  of  King's 
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College   will  have    its    eel. -l»i at. -d    m  1    ..!i    for  five 

^hillings:     The  ( ,oths  ha\e  ^.,i  into  Kuiiu- ;    N«poieOD 
son  draws  his  republican  lines  round  tin-  -arivd  ,,|d  cities;   and 
tin-  eceloia-tical  big-wi^s  \vh«.  uani-«.n    them    must  prepare  to 
lav  down  key  and  cro-ier  before  tin-  iron  <-«»in|iu-n>r. 

If  \ou    consider,    deal'  reader,   what   profound   sn 
tin-  I   niversiiy  S\>tein    produced.    \..n  \\ill   allow  that   . 
to  attack  lOOM  of  tho>e  feudal  middle  Age  MJJM-I  -t  it  jc.ns.     It'  N..II 
;n>  down  lor  li\r  shillings  to  look  at  the  "  you 

may  see    one    Miruking   down    the    c..uit   idthOQl    a   t:i—  itohis 
cap  ;   another  with  a  <j;old  or  >il\ei-  iVin^e  t«»  hi->  \el\et  tren« -h. -i  ; 
a   third  lad  with  a  ma->tei'>  ^own  and  hat,  walking  at  ease  • 
the   sacred   (  olle^e   m •:i»-j)lat>,  which  common   men   mn>' 
trend  on. 

He  may  d<>  it  !»ecaii>e  he  is  a  nobleman.  Because  a  lad  is  a 
'ord,  the  t'lim-rsity  jjivi's  him  a  degree  at  the  end  of  two  years 
which  another  i-  B6V6D  in  acijiiirin^.  Because  he  is  a  lord,  he 
has  no  call  to  <j.<>  throiiurli  an  examination.  Any  man  who  has 
not  Ix-cn  to  CollcLie  and  kick  tor  the  shillings,  would  m,: 
lie  ve  in  such  distinctions  in  a  place  of  education,  so  absurd  and 
monstrous  do  they  seem  to  be. 

The  lads  with  iTold  and  silver  luce  are  sons  of  rich  gentle- 
men,  and    called    Fellow  Commoners ;    they   are    privileged   to 
lu-tlcr  than  tin-  pensioners,  and  to  have  wine  with  their 
victuals,  which  the  latter  can  only  iM  in  their  rooms. 

The  unlucky  boys  who  have  no  tassels  to  their  caps,  are 
called  sizars  —  serrifnrs  at  Oxford — (a  very  pretty  and  gentle- 
man like  title).  A  distinction  is  made  in  their  clothes  because 
they  are  poor  ;  for  which  reason  they  wear  a  badiT-1  of  p..\ 
and  are  not  allowed  to  take  their  meals  with  their  fellow- 
students. 

When   this  wicked   and  shameful  distinction  was  set  up,  it 
was  of  a  pi;-ce  with  all  the  rest — a  part  of  the  bruial.  un> 
tian,  blundering  feudal  I  of  rank  | 

so    strongly    in-iMed    upon,    that    it    would    have    been    thought 
blasphemy  to  doubt  them,  as  blasphemous  as  it  is  in  pa: 
the  Tinted  States  now  for  a  nigger  to  set  up  as  the  equal  of  a 
white    man.       A    rullian    like    Henry    VIII.    talked    as   gravely 
about  the  divine   po\\.  !    in   him,  as  if  he  had   been  an 

inspired  prophet.     A  wreteli  like  Jan      I.   not  only  believed 
iha<  there  was  in  himself  a  particular  sanctity,  but  other  people 
believed  him.     Government  regulated  the  length  of  a  iiu-rci. 
shoes   as   well    as    meddled    with    his    trade,    pri 
machinery.     It  thought  itself  justified  in  roasting  :i  man  for  hU 
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religion,  or  pulling  a  Jew's  tooth  out  if  he  did  not  pa}'  a  contri- 
bution, or  ordered  him  to  dress  in  a  yellow  gabardine,  and 
locked  him  in  a  particular  quarter. 

Now  a  merchant  may  wear  what  boots  he  pleases,  and  has 
pretty  nearly  acquired  the  privilege  of  buying  and  selling  with- 
out the  Government  laying  its  paws  upon  the  bargain.  The 
stake  for  heretics  is  gone  ;  the  pillory  is  taken  down  ;  Bishops 
are  even  found  lifting  up  their  voices  against  the  remains  of 
persecution,  and  ready  to  do  away  with  the  last  Catholic  Disa- 
bilities. Sir  Robert  Peel,  though  he  wished  it  ever  so  much, 
has  no  power  over  Mr.  Benjamin  Disraeli's  grinders,  or  any 
means  of  violently  handling  that  gentleman's  jaw.  Jews  are 
not  called  upon  to  wear  badges :  on  the  contrary,  they  may 
live  in  Piccadilly,  or  the  Minories,  according  to  fancy ;  they 
may  dress  like  Christians,  and  do  sometimes  in  a  most  elegant 
and  fashionable  manner. 

Why  is  the  poor  College  servitor  to  wear  that  name  and  that 
badge  still?  Because  Universities  are  the  last  places  into  which 
Reform  penetrates.  But  now  that  she  can  go  to  College  and 
back  for  five  shillings,  let  her  travel  down  thither. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

ON   UNIVERSITY   SNOBS. 

ALL  the  men  of  Saint  Boniface  will  recognize  Hngby  and 
Crump  in  these  two  pictures.*  They  were  tutors  in  our  time, 
and  Crump  is  since  advanced  to  be  President  of  the  College. 
He  was  formerly,  and  is  now,  a  rich  specimen  of  a  University 
Snob. 

At  five-and-twenty,  Crump  invented  three  new  metres,  and 
published  an  edition  of  an  exceedingly  improper  Greek  Comedy, 
with  no  less  than  twenty  emendations  upon  the  German  text 
of  Schnupfenius  and  Schnapsius.  These  services  to  religion 
instantly  pointed  him  out  for  advancement  in  the  Church,  and 
he  is  now  President  of  Saint  Boniface,  and  very  narrowly 
escaped  the  bench. 

Crump  thinks  Saint  Boniface  the  centre  of  the  world,  and 
Ms  position  as  President  the  highest  in  England.  He  expects 
the  fellows  and  tutors  to  pay  him  the  same  sort  of  service  that 

*  This  refers  to  an  illustrated  edition  of  the 
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iiiiul*  pay  to  the  I'i)|n-.      I  :un  sure   (  racier  wouM  hu\ 
objection  to  carry  his   trenehei  to  hold  up  the  skirta 

of    his  gown   as   IK-   -talks   into  r|ia[M-l.      !!«• 
sponses  there  as  if  it   wen-  an  honor  to  hea\«-n  tliut  tin-  I1- 
dent   of  Saint    I'.oniface   -hoiil-1   tak« 

in  his  own  lodge   and  college  acknov  only 

as  his  superior. 

When    tin-    allied    monarchs    came    down,    and    w. 
Doctor-,    of    the    ('iiivei--it\  tfasl     ITM    -jiven    at    Saint 

1  '.on i la. -e  :     on    which    ocea-ion    (rump    allowed    the     l-'.ni; 
Ali'xandei-   to  walk  before  him.  lint    took  the/"/*  himself  ..; 
Kin^of  I'ni-iNia  :nnl  1'rinec  lihieher.      lie  was  going  to  put  the 
Iletinan    IMatotf   to    l»reakf:i-t    at    a    -i-i.-tal»l«-    with    the    i. 
eollei;-e  tntoix;    I»n1  he  \vas  indiiee<l  to  relent,  and  niei-.-K   enter- 
tained  that    di-tinirnishrd   (  OBmoh    \\ith  a  diveoOTM  «>n  his  ,,\vn 
lanu;iia'_;-e.  in  which  ho  showed  that  tin-  Hetman  knew  nothing 
al>ont  it. 

\^  tor  ns   nndcitinuluates,  we  scarcely  knew  more  n' 
Cruinp  than  aix.nt    tin-  (irand   Llama.     A  few  favor*- 
arc   a^kcd   (»ee:^ionally   to   tea  at    the  lodge;    l»ut  they  d<>   n«.t 
speak  unl.->s  lirst  a.ldivsse.l  by  the  Doctor;  and  if  they  venture 
to   -it   down,  ('rump's  follower,  Mr.  Toady,  whispers  "Gentlc- 
nx'ii,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to  get  up? — The  President 
is  passim/:"  OT "  Gentlemen,  the  President  prefers  that  un- 
(1  T-raduates   should   not  sit  tlown ;  "    or  words  to  a  similar 
effect 

To  do  (rump  justice,  he  does  not  cringe   now  to  great 
people,      lie  rath.-r  pationi/es  them  than  otherwise;    and.   in 
London,  speaks  <|iiite  atlal>!y  to  a  Duke  who  has  been  brought 
up  at  his  college,  or  hobU  out  a  linger  to  a  Manjiiis.      II. 
not  di-u'ui>e  hi->  own  ori-in,  hut  brags  of  it  with  considt ' 
si'lf-grat.ulation:  —  kt  I   was  a  Charitx-' 
what    I   am    now;    the  greatest   •  ichoUr  of  the 

Collei^f  of  the  greatest  University  of  the  great-  :ro  in 

the  world."     The  argument   heiuir.  that  thisjs  a  capital  v 
for  Invars,  l»ec  au-e  he.  being  a  beggar,  has  managed  to  get 
on  horsekick. 

owes  his  eminence  to  patient  merit  and  agreenMe 
He   is  a   meek.  mild.   ino||en-i\  e   .  wit!» 

just  euoii-h  of  scholarship  to   fit  him  to  hold  a  ' 

«,amiuatioii  paper.      He  ro«e  l»y  kindness  to  the  aristo< •: 
It   was   wonderful   to  see  the  way  in   which  that  poor 
grovelled  before  a  nobleman  or  nephew,  or  even  some 

noisy  and  disreputable  friend  of  a  lord.     He 
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used  to  give  the  young  noblemen  the  most  painful  and  elaborate 
breakfasts,  and  adopt  a  jaunty  genteel  air,  and  talk  with  them 
(although  he  was  decidedly  serious)  about  the  opera,  or  the 
last  run  with  the  hounds.  It  was  good  to  watch  him  in  the 
midst  of  a  circle  of  }'oung  tufts,  with  his  mean,  smiling,  eager, 
uneasy  familiarity.  He  used  to  write  home  confidential  letters 
to  their  parents,  and  made  it  his  duty  to  call  upon  them  when 
in  town,  to  condole  or  rejoice  with  them  when  a  death,  birth, 
or  marriage  took  place  in  their  family ;  and  to  feust  them 
whenever  they  came  to  the  University.  I  recollect  a  letter 
lying  on  a  desk  in  his  lecture-room  for  a  whole  term,  beginning, 
u  My  Lord  Duke."  It  was  to  show  us  that  he  corresponded 
with  such  dignities. 

When  the  late  lamented  Lord  Glenlivat,  who  broke  his  neck 
at  a  hurdle-race,  at  the  premature  age  of  twenty-four,  was  at, 
the  University,  the  amiable  }'oung  fellow,  passing  to  his  rooms 
in  the  early  morning,  and  seeing  Hugby's  boots  at  his  door, 
on  the  same  staircase,  playfully  wadded  the  insides  of  the  boots 
with  cobbler's  wax,  which  caused  excruciating  pains  to  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Hugb}T,  when  he  came  to  take  them  off  the  same 
evening,  before  dining  with  the  Master  of  St.  Crispin's. 

Everybody  gave  the  credit  of  this  admirable  piece  of  fun  to 
Lord  Glenlivat's  mend,  Bob  Tizzy,  who  was  famous  for  such 
feats,  and  who  had  already  made  away  with  the  college  pump- 
handle  ;  filed  St.  Boniface's  nose  smooth  with  his  face ;  carried 
off  four  images  of  nigger-boys  from  the  tobacconists ;  painted 
the  senior  proctor's  horse  pea-green,  &c.  &c.  ;  and  Bob  (who 
was  of  the  party  certainty,  and  would  not  peach,)  was  just  on 
the  point  of  incurring  expulsion,  and  so  losing  the  family  living 
which  was  in  store  for  him,  when  Glenlivat  nobly  stepped 
forward,  owned  himself  to  be  the  author  of  the  delightful 
jeu-cTesprit,  apologized  to  the  tutor,  and  accepted  the  rusti- 
cation. 

Hugby"  cried  when  Glenlivat  apologized  ;  if  the  young  noble- 
man had  kicked  him  round  the  court,  I  believe  the  tutor  would 
have  been  happy,  so  that  an  apology  and  a  reconciliation  might 
subsequently  ensue.  "  My  lord,"  said  he,  "in  your  conduct 
on  this  and  all  other  occasions,  JTOU  have  acted  as  becomes  a 
gentleman ;  you  have  been  an  honor  to  the  University,  as  you 
will  be  to  the  peerage,  I  am  sure,  when  the  amiable  vivacity 
of  youth  is  calmed  down,  and  }rou  are  called  upon  to  take  your 
proper  share  in  the  government  of  the  nation."  And  when 
his  lordship  took  leave  of  the  University,  Hugby  presented  him 
with  a  copy  of  his  tk  Sermons  to  a  Nobleman's  Family  "  (Hugby 
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was  once  private  tutor  to  the  sons  of  the  i;.ul  of  MM  ^borough), 
\\liidi  (ilcnlivat  presented  in  ivtiirn  to  Mr.  William  Kaium. 
known  to  tin-  fancy  us  the  Tutbnry  IVt.  ami  lh«-  -  rmons  now 
fm'iiv  on  tin-  boudoir-table  of  Mr-.  L'amm,  behind  the! 
her  house  of  entertainment,  "The  (,ainc  Cock  and  Spurs." 
in  -ar  \\  "odstnek.  (  )\oli. 

At   the    beginning  of  the  long  vacation,    Hugby  comes  to 

town,    and    puts    up    in    handsome    lodging    ,,(.:ir    st.    ,|;i- 
Square;    rides  in   the   Park    in   the  afternoon:   and  te  dettf 
to   read    hi*   name  in  the  morning  pa  per-.  among  t|u.  list  of 
BOU8  present  at   M  uirbni  <  .iijh  Ib'ii.e.  and  the  Marquis  of  I-'arin 
tush'N   evening-parties.       l\  •    i-  a    member  of  s\dney  Seniper's 
C'lub,  \vhere,  hnwrver,  lie  drink^  lii^  pint  of  claret. 

Soinetiines  yon  may  see  him  on  Sundays,  at  the  hour  when 
tavern  doors  open,  whence  i^>m-  little  uiiU  with  ^reat  jugs  of 
porter  ;  \\hen  charity-l.o\>  walk  tin-  Mivets,  bearing  brown 
ili^he-  of  ^inokinix  shouldei's  of  mutton  and  baked  'tatnis  ;  uh«  n 
Sheen\  and  Mo->c>  are  >(-,-n  smoking  their  ]>ip»-s  before  theii 
lazy  slmtte>-s  in  Seven  Dial-  ;  \\ln-n  a  cio\\d  of  smiling  persODA 
in  cK-an  outlaodish  dre>s<-s.  in  monstrous  bonnets  and  Ha 
printed  irowns.  or  iit  crumpled  gloflsy  coats  and  silks  that  bear 
tin-  (.Teases  of  the  drawer>  \\h.  iv  they  have  lain  all  the  week. 
tile  down  Hii:h  street .-- somet inies,  I  say,  you  m:i\  Mtf  Ilugby 
coming  out  of  tin-  Church  of  St.  ( .ile>-in-tln--l-'i»  Ids,  with  a 
stout  Lrcntlewoman  leaning:  on  his  arm.  whose  old  face  ; 
an  expression  of  supreme  pride  and  happiness  as  she  gin n«  ,- 
round  at  all  the  nciuhl»or>.  and  who  farex  the  curate  himself, 
and  marches  into  llolboru.  uhdc  >he  pulls  the  bell  of  a  hon-c 
oxer  which  i-  ins(-ribi-d.  ••Hugby,  Habenlaslier."  It  i-  the 
mother  of  the  Rev.  l-\  Hugby.  as  proud  of  her  son  in  his  white 
choker  MS  Cornelia  of  her  jewels  at  Koine.  That  U  ..Id  II 

bringing  up   the  rear  with  the  Praycr-1 ks.  and  liet>\    Iliigbx 

the  old  maid,  his   daughter,  —  old   Hughy,  Habeixlasher   and 
Churchwarden. 

In  the  front  room  upstairs,  where  the  dinner  is  laid  out. 
then-  is  a  picture  of  Muil'boroii-h  Castle;  of  the  Karl  of  Mu  ll'- 
boroii-h.  K.X..  Lord-Kieulci'.ant  for  Middlesex  :  an  engraving, 
from  an  almanac,  of  Sain!  lionit-u-e  College,  Oxon ;  and  a 
sticking-plaster  portrait  of  Hugby  when  jXMing,  in  a  cap  and 
gown.  A  copy  of  his  ••.Sermons  to  a  Nobl«  man'»  Family" 
is  on  the  book-shelf,  by  the  "Whole  Duty  of  Mai,."  tl. 
ports  of  the  Missionary  Sodetteft,  :md  the  "Oxford  University 
Calendar."  Old  Hugby  knows  part  of  this  by  heart;  every 
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living  belonging  to  Saint  Boniface,   and  the  name  of  every 
tutor,  fellow,  nobleman,  and  undergraduate. 

He  used  to  go  to  meeting  mid  preach  himself,  until  his  son 
took  orders  ;  but  of  late  the  old  gentleman  has  been  accused  of 
Puseyism,  and  is  quite  pitiless  against  the  Dissenters. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

ON   UNIVERSITY    SNOBS. 

I  SHOULD  like  to  fill  several  volumes  with  accounts  of  various 
University  Snobs  ;  so  fond  are  my  reminiscences  of  them,  and 
so  numerous  are  they.  I  should  like  to  speak,  above  all,  of 
the  wives  and  daughters  of  some  of  the  Professor-Snobs ;  their 
amusements,  habits,  jealousies ;  their  innocent  artifices  to  en- 
trap young  men ;  their  picnics,  concerts,  and  evening-parties. 
I  wonder  what  has  become  of  Emily  Blades,  daughter  of  Blades, 
the  Professor  of  the  Mandingo  language?  I  remember  her 
shoulders  to  tliis  day,  as  she  sat  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd  of 
about  seventy  young  gentlemen,  from  Corpus  and  Catherine 
Hall,  entertaining  them  with  ogles  and  French  songs  on  the 
guitar.  Are  you  married,  fair  Emily  of  the  shoulders?  What 
beautiful  ringlets  those  were  that  used  to  dribble  over  them  !  — 
what  a  waist !  —  what  a  killing  sea-green  shot-silk  gown  !  — 
what  a  cameo,  the  size  of  a  muffin !  There  were  thirty-six 
young  men  of  the  University  in  love  at  one  time  with  Emily 
Blades ;  and  no  words  are  sufficient  to  describe  the  pity,  the 
sorrow,  the  deep,  deep  commiseration  —  the  rage,  fury,  and 
uncharitableness,  in  other  words  — with  which  the  Miss  Trumps 
(daughter  of  Trumps,  the  Professor  of  Phlebotomy)  regarded 
her,  because  she  didn't  squint,  and  because  she  wasn't  marked 
with  the  small-pox. 

As  for  the  young  University  Snobs,  I  am  getting  too  old, 
now,  to  speak  of  such  very  familiarly.  My  recollections  of 
them  lie  in  the  far,  far  past  —  almost  as  far  back  as  Pelham's 
time. 

We  then  used  to  consider  Snobs  raw-looking  lads,  who  never 
missed  chapel ;  who  wore  highlows  and  no  straps  ;  who  walked 
iwo  hours  on  the  Trumpington  road  every  day  of  their  lives  : 
who  carried  off  the  college  scholarships,  and  who  overrated 
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in    bail       VI  D  pn. ii, MID. Mirj   <>ur 

verdict    of   youthful    Snobbishness.        Tin-    man    \\ 

fulfilled  hia  destiny  aftd  duty.     ile«-a-ed  his  old  .  the 

curate   in    \\  e-t  nioi ,  land,    or   helped    hi-  ;    up  the 

Ladies'  School.       He  wrote  a  ••  I  >ict 

('onic  Sections."  as   his   nature  ai.d    Lreiiin->   prompted.       He  got 
M  i-  llowship  :    and   ih-'it    took    to    himself   a    wife,    and 
Hi-  pre-i'i  '   parish    now.  and    thinks  it    r:iti  !iin«_' 

thiii'_r  to  belong    1"  the  '•  <  Kl'ord  and  (  :imbrid'_:e  ( 'liih  ;  "  and  his 
LION  PI    lovi-  him.  and    MIOJV  ui  -•  nii"ii>. 

not  a  Sno!,.       Il   is  not  strap-  that   make  the  Lr»'iit Ionian     <>r 
hiirhlow-   thai    unmake   him.  be  the\  Mv  son.  it 

M]  who  are  the  Snol»  it'  y«-u  ii^litly  d 

his  <liit\-.  and  rel'iiM-  to  shake  an  hone>t  man's  hand  because  it 
weal's  :;  liei  1m  glove. 

We  then  used  to  consider  it  not  the  least  vulgar  for  ft  parcel 
of  lad-  who  had  been  whipped  thiee  nionlh>  pivvioii-.  and  WCF6 
not    allowed    more   than    three    gUflfte*    o|'  port    at    hoi 
down  to  pineapph-.-  and    i.-e-  at  each  other's   rooms,  and    fuddle 
themselves  with  champagne  and  elai'et. 

One    looks   baek  to  what  was   ealle«l  ••  a  wine-partv"  with   a 
son    of  wond-r.      Thirty  lads   round   a   table  covered  with   bad 
meats,  drinking  bad  wine-,  telling  b  u^ing  bad 

i  over  and  ov<  Milk  punch  —  smokinir  —  *ih- 

headacln tVi«tlit!'ul   spectacle  of  d  '  \t    iii«»niiipj. 

and  smell  of  tobacco  —  your  iruardian.  the  <-l«-p_r\ man.  dropping 
in  in  the  mid-.  ipeotlng  to  find  you  deep  in  Algebra. 

and  di-co\eriu'_r  t!i     (iyp  administerin-j-  8Od*-wml 

There  were  vmniir    men  who  de-pi-, -d    the  lads  \vln»  indul'_r''<\ 
in    tin-   coar-e    'hospitalities    «.f  wine-par:'  them* 

M   in  «rivin«r  -l!til>    l-'n-nelj  dinners.     Both  ^rine- 

p:irty-irivn-s  and  dinn< 

There  were   what  used  to  be  called  Snobe:  — 

.lininiy.  wiu»   miuht    be   seen  at  five  o'cl«  •  >rately   riirjrcd 

out.  with  a  camellia  in  his  button-hole,  glazed  boots,  and  fresh 
kiil-irlovos  twice  a  day; — Jcssamy,  who  was  conspicuous  for 
his  '••jewellery  "  —  a  JOQIIg  donkey,  glittering  all  over  with 
chains'.  riniW  and  shirt-t nd<  :  —  •'  «lay 

solemulv  on  the  lilenheim  Road,  in  piini)  '!k  M«.ek- 

'IUL:-.  with  his  hair  curled.  —  all  three  of  whom  flattered  them- 
selves  they  pive  laws  to  the  rniversity  alx>ut  dress  —  all  three 
most  odious  varieties  of  Snobs. 

Sporting  Snobs  c.f  cour-e  the-  id  arc  always  —  thoe* 

happy  beings   in  whom    Nature   has   implanted  s  love  of  slanjf 


326  THE  BOOK   OF  SNOBS. 

who  loitered  about  the  horsekeeper's  stables,  and  drove  the 
London  coaches  —  a  stage  in  and  out  —  and  might  be  seen 
swaggering  through  the  courts  in  pink  of  early  mornings,  and 
indulged  in  dice  and  blind-hookey  at  nights,  and  never  missed 
a  race  or  a  boxing-match  ;  and  rode  flat-races,  and  kept  bull- 
terriers.  Worse  Snobs  even  than  these  were  poor  miserable 
wretches  who  did  not  like  hunting  at  all,  and  could  not  afford 
it,  and  were  in  mortal  fear  at  a  two-foot  ditch  ;  but  who  hunted 
because  Glenlivat  and  Cinqbars  hunted.  The  Billiard  Snob 
and  the  Boating  Snob  were  varieties  of  these,  and  are  to  be 
found  elsewhere  than  in  universities. 

Then  there  were  Philosophical  Snobs,  who  used  to  ape 
statesmen  at  the  spouting-clubs,  and  wrho  believed  as  a  fact  that 
Government  always  had  an  eye  on  the  University  for  the  selec- 
tion of  orators  for  the  House  of  Commons.  There  were  auda- 
cious young  freethinkers,  who  adored  nobody  or  nothing,  ex- 
cept perhaps  Robespierre  and  the  Koran,  and  panted  for  the  day 
when  the  pale  name  of  priest  should  shrink  and  dwindle  away 
before  the  indignation  of  an  enlightened  world. 

But  the  worst  of  all  University  Snobs  are  those  unfortunates 
who  go  to  rack  and  ruin  from  their  desire  to  ape  their  betters. 
Smith  becomes  acquainted  with  great  people  at  college,  and  is 
ashamed  of  his  father  the  tradesman.  Jones  has  fine  acquaint- 
ances, and  lives  after  their  fashion  like  a  ga}T  free-hearted  fel- 
low as  he  is,  and  ruins  his  father,  and  robs  his  sister's  portion, 
and  cripples  his  younger  brother's  outset  in  life,  for  the  pleas- 
ure of  entertaining  my  lord,  and  riding  by  the  side  of  Sir  John. 
And  though  it  may  be  very  good  fun  for  Robinson  to  fuddle 
himself  at  homo  as  he  does  at  College,  and  to  be  brought 
home  by  the  policeman  he  has  just  been  trying  to  knock 
down  —  think  what  fun  it  is  for  the  poor  old  soul  his  mother ! 
—  the  half-pay  captain's  widow,  who  has  been  pinching  herself 
all  her  life  long,  in  order  that  that  jolly  young  fellow  might 
have  a  University  education. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

OH    LITERARY     SNOBS. 

WHAT  will  he  say  about  Literary  Snobs?  has  been  a  ques- 
tion, I   make  no  doubt,  often  ftaked  by  the   public.      H<m 
he  let  otl'his  own  profession?      Will  that  truculent  and  nn 
iug  inonstei  \\lm  attacks  the  nobility,  the  clergy,  the  army,  mid 
the  ladies,'  indiscriminately,   hesitate  when  the   turn  com- 
•   his  i.\vn  tloh  and  blood  ? 

My  dear  and  excellent  <jueri-t.  whom    dot-*  the  schoolma 
flog  so  resolutely  as  his  own  >on  ?      Didn't    Brutus  chop  hi 
spring's  head  oil'?      Von   have  a  very  bad  opinion   indeed  of  the 
present    state   of  literature   and    of   literary    men.  if  you    fancy 
that   any  one   of  us   would  hesitate  to    stick  a  knife   int.. 
neighbor  penman,  if  the  latter's  death  could  do  the  State 

service. 

lint  the  faet  is,  that  in  the  literary  profession  THERE  ARE 
NO  SNOBS.  Look  round  at  the  whole  bodjT  of  British  men  ..[ 
letters,  and  I  defy  you  to  point  out  among  them  a  single  in- 
stance of  vulgarity,  or  envy,  or  assumption. 

Men  and  women,  as  far  as  I  have  known  them,  they  are  all 
modest    in  their  demeanor,  elegant  in  their  manners,  spotless 
in   their   lives,   and   honorable   in   their   conduct  to  the  world 
and  to  each  other.     You  may,  occasionally,  it  is  true,  hear  one 
literary  man  abusing  his  brother;  but  why?     Not  in  the  least 
out  of  malice;  not  at  all  from  envy;  merely  from  a  sen 
truth  and  public  duty.     Suppose,  for  instance,  I  good-naturedly 
point  out  a  blemish  in  my  friend  Mr.    /'/////•//*  person,  and 
Mr.  l\  lias  a  humpback  and  his  nose  and  chin  are  more  civ- 
ilian those  features  in  the  Apollo  or  Antinous,  which  we  are 
accustomed  to  consider  as  our  standards  of  beauty ;  doe-  this 
argue  malice  on  my  part  towards  Mr.  /*nnch?    Not  in  the  l.-a-l. 
It  is  the  critic's  duty  t<>  point  out  defects  as  well  as  merits,  and 
lie  invariably  does  his  duty  with  the  utmost  gentleness  and  <  an- 
dor. 

An  intelligent  foreigner's  testimony  about  our  manners  is 
always  worth  having,  and  1  think,  in  this  respect,  the  work  <-f 
an  eminent  American,  Mr.  N.  1*.  Willis,  is  eminently  valuable 
and  impartial.  In  his  M  History  of  Kniest  (lay,"  a  crack  maga- 
zine-writer, the  reader  will  get  an  exact  account  of  the  life  of 
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a  popular  man  of  letters  in  England.  lie  is  always  the  great 
lion  of  society. 

lie  takes  the  pas  of  dukes  and  earls  ;  all  the  nobility  crowd 
to  see  him :  I  forget  how  man}'  baronesses  and  duchesses  fall 
in  love  with  him.  But  on  this  subject  let  us  hold  our  tongues. 
Modest}'  forbids  that  we  should  reveal  the  names  of  the  heart- 
broken countesses  and  dear  marchionesses  who  are  pining  for 
every  one  of  the  contributors  in  Punch. 

If  anybody  wants  to  know  how  intimately  authors  arc  con- 
nected with  the  fashionable  world,  they  have  but  to  read  the 
genteel  novels.  What  refinement  and  delicacy  pervades  the 
works  of  Mrs.  Barnaby !  What  delightful  good  company  do 
3'ou  meet  with  in  Mrs.  Armytagc  !  She  seldom  introduces  you 
to  anybody  under  a  marquis  !  I  don't  know  anything  more 
delicious  than  the  pictures  of  genteel  life  in  ' '  Ten  Thousand 
a  Year,"  except  perhaps  the  "  Young  Duke,"  and  "  Coningsby." 
There's  a  modest  grace  about  them,  and  an  air  of  easy  high 
fashion,  which  only  belongs  to  blood,  my  dear  Sir  —  to  true 
blood.  9 

And  what  linguists  many  of  our  writers  are  I  Lad}'  Bulwer, 
Lady  Londonderry,  Sir  Edward  himself  —  they  write  the 
French  language  with  a  luxurious  elegance  and  ease  which  sets 
them  far  above  their  continental  rivals,  of  whom  not  one  (ex- 
cept Paul  de  Kock)  knows  a  word  of  English. 

And  what  Briton  can  read  without  enjoyment  the  works  o* 
James,  so  admirable  for  terseness ;  and  the  playful  humot 
and  dazzling  offhand  lightness  of  Ainsworth?  Among  other 
humorists,  one  might  glance  at  a  Jerrold,  the  chivalrous  advo- 
cate of  Toryism  and  Church  and  State  ;  an  a  Beckett,  with 
a  lightsome  pen,  but  a  savage  earnestness  of  purpose ;  a 
Jeames,  whose  pure  style,  and  wit  unmingled  with  buffoonery, 
was  relished  by  a  congenial  public. 

Speaking  of  critics,  perhaps  there  never  was  a  review  that 
has  done  so  much  for  literature  as  the  admirable  Quarterly. 
It  has  its  prejudices,  to  be  sure,  as  which  of  us  have  not?  It 
goes  out  of  its  way  to  abuse  a  great  man,  or  lays  mo  roil  cash- 
on  to  such  pretenders  as  Keats  and  Tennyson  ;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  is  the  friend  of  all  young  authors,  and  has 
marked  and  nurtured  all  the  rising  talent  of  the  country.  It  is 
loved  by  everybody.  There,  again,  is  BlackwoocTs  Magazine  — 
conspicuous  for  modest  elegance  and  amiable  satire ;  that  re- 
view never  passes  the  bounds  of  politeness  in  a  joke.  It  is  the 
arbiter  of  manners  ;  and,  while  gently  exposing  the  foibles  of 
Londoner  (for  whom  the  beaux  e  sprits  of  Edinburgh  entertain 
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«  justifiable  contempt),  it  i-  never  eOftTM   in  itw  fun.      '! 
enthusia-m  of  tin-   Ath&UBUtH  i-   well  known  :    an<l   the    bitter  wit 

of  the  too  difficult  /,/>/•/•///•//   '  'daps 

too  timid)  and  the  -s'/'"  »us  in  it-  prai-e      but 

who    can    carp    at    fchet€    minor    faults?      .\...    QQ;     the    n 
of    Kn^land    and    tin-     antlr  ;inri\  ailed    as 

a  body  ;  and  hence  it  becomes  impos>ible  lor  us  to  lind  fault 
with  tin-in. 

Above  all,  I  never  knew  a  man  of  letters  ,/>>/////  ,»ro- 

/.      Thosr    who    know    n^.    kiM>w    \\hat  an    a;1  and 

brotherly  spirit    there  i-  us    all.      .Sonn-iin 

OMf  in  the  world:    we  never  attack    him  or  sneer  at  him  under 
those    eireiim-tanei'S,    but     ivjojer    to    a     man    at     his    success. 
Il'.Iones  dines  with  a  lord.  Smith  nevt  r  say-  .Ion,  s  U  a  OOH 
and  ci-in^ei'.      Nor.  on  tin-  otlu-r  hand,   docs  Jones,  who   U   in 
the  hal>it  of  ('HMjiientin-j:  the  socit-ty  of  great  poop!  liim- 

self  any   airs  on   account  of  tin-   companv    he    k.-.  will 

leu\  e  a  duke'fi  arm  in  I'all  Mall  to  conn-  over  and  speak  to  poor 
lirown.  the  yoini'j,  penn\-a-liner. 

That  sense  of  etjiiality  and  tVaternity  amongst  authors  has 
always  struck  me  as  one  of  tin-  moM  amiable  eharact.-ri-tics  of 
the  cla-s.  It  is  lu-eail->e  we  kin»w  and  respect  each  other,  that 

the  world  respects  ns  so  much  :  that  we  hold  such  a  good  posi- 
tion in  society,  and  demean  onr-elves  BO  irreproachably  when 
there. 

Literary  pcM'-on^  aro  held  in  such  esteem  by  the  nation,  that 

about  twool'tluMii  have  been  absolutely  invited  to  court  during 
the  present  n-i-r,,  ;  audit  i<  probable  that  tow.-,  .('the 

.11.  one  or  two  will  be  asked  bO  dinner  b;. 

They  are  sn<-h  favorites  with  tin-  public,  that  they  n re  con- 
tinually obliged  to  have  their  pictures  taken  and  published: 
and  oiu-  or  two  could  be  pointed  out.  of  whom  the  nation 
uisi-N  upon  having  a  fre-li  portrait  eve:  Nothing 

be  mow  gratifying  than   tiiis  proof  of  tho  affectionate  regard 

which  the  peopU>  has  for  its  instnn-tors. 

Kitei-atnre  is  hehl   in  <urh  honor  in   Englaixl.  that  there  is 
a  sum  of  near  twelve   hundred    pound-   per   annum  set  apart 
to  pension  deserving  per-ous    t'ollowinir   that    prole--ioii. 
a  LTivat   compliment  this  is.  too,  to  the  professor- 
of  their  irenerallv  prosperous  and  tlouri-hin-  condition. 
are  generally  00  itdl   ami  thrifty,  that    scare.-ly    any    mon 
svante(l  to  lielp  thfin. 

If  even  word  of  this  is  true,  how,  I  should  like  to  know, 
am  I  to  write  about  Literary  Snobs? 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

A   LITTLE    ABOUT   IRISH    SNOBS. 

Y*MJ  do  not,  to  be  sure,  imagine  that  there  are  no  other  Snobs 
in  Ireland  than  those  of  the  amiable  party  who  wish  to  make 
pikes  of  iron  railroads  (it's  a  fine  Irish  economy),  and  to  cut 
the  throats  of  the  Saxon  invaders.  These  are  of  the  venomous 
sort ;  and  had  the}'  been  invented  in  his  time,  St.  Patrick  would 
have  banished  them  out  of  the  kingdom  along  with  the  other 
dangerous  reptiles. 

I  think  it  is  the  Four  Masters,  or  else  it's  Olaus  Magnus,  or 
else  it's  certainly  O'Neill  Daunt,  in  the  "Catechism  of  Irish 
Histoiy,"  who  relates  that  when  Richard  the  Second  came  to 
Ireland,  and  the  Irish  chiefs  did  homage  to  him,  going  down  on 
their  knees  —  the  poor  simple  creatures  !  —  and  worshipping 
and  wondering  before  the  English  king  and  the  dandies  of  his 
court,  my  lords  the  English  noblemen  mocked  and  jeered  at 
their  uncouth  Irish  admirers,  mimicked  their  talk  and  gestures, 
pulled  their  poor  old  beards,  and  laughed  at  the  strange  fashion 
of  their  garments. 

The  English  Snob  rampant  always  does  this  to  the  present 
day.  There  is  no  Snob  in  existence,  perhaps,  that  has  such  an 
indomitable  belief  in  himself:  that  sneers  }rou  down  all  the  rest 
of  the  world  besides,  and  has  such  an  insufferable,  admirable, 
stupid  contempt  for  all  people  but  his  own  —  nay,  for  all  sets 
but  his  own.  "  Gwacious  Gad!"  what  stories  about  "the 
Iwish"  these  .young  dandies  accompaii3Ting  King  Richard  must 
have  had  to  tell,  when  they  returned  to  Pall  Mall,  and  smoked 
their  cigars  upon  the  steps  of  "  White's  !  " 

The  Irish  Snobbishness  develops  itself  not  in  pride  so  much 
as  in  serviltty  and  mean  admirations,  and  trumpery  imitations 
of  their  neighbors.  And  I  wonder  De  Tocqueville  and  Do 
Beaumont,  and  The  Times'  Commissioner,  did  not  explain  the 
Snobbishness  of  Ireland  as  contrasted  with  our  own.  Ours  is 
that  of  Richard's  Norman  Knights,  —  haughty,  brutal,  stupid, 
and  perfectly  self  confident ;  —  theirs  of  the  poor,  wondering, 
kneeling,  simple  chieftains.  They  are  on  their  knees  still  before 
English  fashion  —  these  simple,  wild  people ;  and  indeed  it  is 
hard  not  to  grin  at  some  of  their  naive  exhibitions. 

Some  years  since,  when  a  certain  great  orator  was  Lord 
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Mayor  of  Dublin,  he  u>ed  to  wear  a  •  and  :i  eoeked  h:iL. 

111.    splendor  of   \\hich  «!•  'lighted   him  as  inin-li  as  a  u.-u   mi  t am- 
riii^    in    her    no>c    <>r   a   string   •  •!'  <jlas>>   beads   round    her    I 

oh&rms  Queen  Qoasheeoeaboo.    H<  -used  bo  pi  Bopk 

in    thi-    dres>;    to  appi  ar  :it   meetings    IniiK li •«•• U   <>!'  mil,-  ,,||\  ui 
tin-    red    velvet    ijown.       And    to    hear   tin-    people 
m<-  Lard!"  ami  ••  No,  me  Lard  !  "   and    to   n-aii    tin-   |»i'o.li^ioU8 
,uts   <>!'  hix    I.onl>lii|i    in    tin-    \>  -n-iin-tl    a-,    it    tlu- 

people   and    lie    liknl   to   \n-   takt  n    in    \>\   this    t\\<.p,tin\    «.pl«-n- 
;lor.      Tuoprniiv    ir.:i^nili<Tiicc.  iinlr.-.l.  c\i-t-  :,!!  .  .\ .  r 
an<l    max    !>«•  coii>ii|ei'r«|  :1>  the  -[«  ;,i  fliarart.-ri-tir  of  tin-  ^ 
liisimrs.s  of  that  counti'V. 

When  Mr-.  MiilholliLran,  the  grocer's  lath,  ivtm-s  to  Kings- 
town, she  has  ••  Mii!hollii:an\  ille  "  painted'  c\er  the  gate  of 
her  villa  ;  and  receive-^  \ ou  at  a  door  that  won't  shut,  or 
guei  at  von  out  of  a  wimlow  that  is  Lrla/.ed  \\\lh  an  old 

pettioomt 

IM-   it  ever  so  shal>l>\    and  dismal,   nobody  ever  owns  to 

n«4  a  shop.     A    fellow  whose  stock  in  trade  is  a  penny 

roll  or  a  tuinMer  of  lollip<>p>.  ealU  his  eal-in  the  "American 

Flour  Stoivs."  or  the  "Depository    tor  (  ..lonial   Produce,"  or 

sonic  >neh   name. 

A>  for  Inns,  there  an-  none  in  the  country  :    Ho!.  K  abound, 
as   \\rll   furnished   a^   Mnlholli^aiiN  ille  :   hut  again  then    :, 
sneh    people   as   landlords   and    landladio  :    the   landlord   is  out 
with   tin-   hounds,   and   my  lady  in   the  parlor  talking  with  the 
Captain  or  playing  the  piano. 

If  a  uvntleinau  has  a  hundred  a  \ear  to  leave  to  his  family 
the\  all  beCOHM  -vntlemen.  all  keep  a  nag,  ride  to  hounds 

ger  about  in  the  "  l'ha\  nix,"  and  grow  tufts  to  their  rhins 
like  so  many  real  aristocni' 

A  friend  of  mine  has  taken  to  be  a  painter,  and  lives  out  of 
Ireland,  where  he  is  considered  to  ha\e  dis^rac.-d  the  family  by 
choosing  sll(.|,  a  profession.  Hi>  fniher  is  a  wine-merchant; 
and  his  rider  brother  an  apothe. 

The  number  <•!'  men  one  meets  in  London  and  on  the  Conti- 
nent who  have  a  pretty  little  property  of  li\  e-and-t  went y  hun- 
dred a  year  in  Ireland  is  prodigious,  those  who  will  have  nine 
thousand  a,  year  in  land  when  somebody  dies  are  still  more 
numerous.  1  myself  have  met  as  many  descendants  from  Irish 
kiiiLTs  M  would  form  a  brigade. 

And  \\ho  has  not  met  the  Irishman  who  apes  the  English- 
man, and  who  forgets  his  country  and  tries  to  fonret  1. 
or  to  smother  the  ;a>te  of  it.  as  it  were?     "Come,  dine  with 
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me;  my  boy,"  says  O'Dowd,  of  O'Dowclstovvn,  '•  you'll  fnd  us 
all  English  there;"  which  lie  tells  you  with  a  brogue  as  broad 
as  from  here  to  Kingstown  Pier.  And  did  you  never  hear  Mrs. 
Captain  Maemanus  talk  about  '*  I-ah-land,"  and  her  account  of 
her  fawther's  esteet?"  Very  few  men  have  rubbed  through  the 
world  without  hearing  and  witnessing  some  of  these  Hibernian 
phenomena  —  these  twopenny  splendors. 

And  what  say  you  to  the  summit  of  society  —  the  Castle  — 
with  a  sham  king,  and  sham  lords-in-waiting,  and  sham  loyalty, 
and  a  sham  Haroun  Alraschid,  to  go  about  in  a  sham  disguise, 
making  believe  to  be  affable  and  splendid?  That  Castle  is  the 
pink  and  pride  of  Snobbishness.  A  Court  Circular  is  bad 
enough,  with  two  columns  of  print  about  a  little  baby  that's 
christened  —  but  think  of  people  liking  a  sham  Court  Cir- 
cular ! 

I  think  the  shams  of  Ireland  are  more  outrageous  than 
those  of  any  country.  A  fellow  shows  you  a  hill  and  says, 
"  That's  the  highest  mountain  in  all  Ireland  ;  "  or  a  gentleman 
tells  you  he  is  descended  from  Brian  Boroo,  and  has  his  five- 
and-thirty  hundred  a  year ;  or  Mrs.  Maemanus  describes  her 
fawther's  esteet ;  or  ould  Dan  rises  and  says  the  Irish  women 
are  the  loveliest,  the  Irish  men  the  bravest,  the  Irish  land 
the  most  fertile  in  the  world  :  and  nobody  believes  anybody  — 
the  latter  doesn't  believe  his  story  nor  the  hearer :  —  but 
they  make  believe  to  believe,  and  solemnly  do  honor  to 
humbug. 

O  Ireland  !  O  my  country  !  (for  I  make  little  doubt  that  I 
am  descended  from  Brian  Boroo  too)  when  will  you  acknowl- 
edge that  two  and  two  make  four,  and  call  a  pikestaff  a  pike- 
staff ? —  that  is  the  very  best  use  you  can  make  of  the  latter. 
Irish  snobs  will  dwindle  away  then,  and  we  shall  never  hear 
tell  of  Hereditary  Bondsmen. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

PARTY-GIVING   SNOBS. 

OUR  selection  of  Snobs  has  lately  been  too  exclusively  of  a 
political  character.  "  Give  us  private  Snobs/'  cry  the  dear 
ladies.  (I  have  before  me  the  letter  of  one  fair  correspondent 
of  the  fishing  village  of  Brighthelmstone  in  Sussex,  and  could 
her  commands  ever  be  disobeyed?)  "  Tell  us  more,  dear  Mr. 
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£nob.    nboi.t   ;  -1,1  !  ; 

bless    t||i-    ,j.  |||(    N  ,w   

tin-  odion  it  oi 

their  lips  with  the  pn-tli   -t  glibo  n<>l  won- 

der if  it  wei  •  u^-d  at  (  cm; 
'.he  very    0681    <oejety  I   know    it  is.       Air 

ne>s  is  vnl.ir.-ir--  the  mere  \\,,nU  aiv   n.  :  :    •  cull  a 

Snob,  by  any  other  name  would  still  :-h. 

Well.  then.       As   the  ^e:iNMii    U  d  i  a  \\  1 1  \: :    U)  a  close:    a>  nrinv 
hundreds  (,f    kind    souU.   M,«.b'  ,-!i   oi    • 
London  :    as  many   hospital 
dow-Minds  are  pililes-1  t  with  th- 

m.-in^ioiH  once   inhaliited    l»y  Hi 

to  tlu>   eare    of    the    Imus.-k,  ,.v  —  some 

mouldy  old  woman,  who,  in  reply  to  the  hopple--  elan-mi;  oi 
bell,   peers  at   you  lor  :i  moment  from  ih.-   :u.  -lowly 

uii'.oltinLr  tho  trrcat  hall-door,  informs  \  on  u:\  Iftdj  tlM  le(1  town, 
or  that  "  the  family's  in  the  country,"  or  •"  gone  up  the  Rind." — 
or  what  not  :  as  the  season  and  parties  are  over;  wh\ 
8ider  Party-nix  in-_r  Snobs  for  a  while,  and  review  the  conduct  ol 
some  of  those  individuals  who  have  quitted  the  town  lor  six 
months? 

Some  of  those  worthy  Snobs  are  making- believe  Jo  go  yacht- 
inn.  and.  dressed  in  teles, opes  and  pea-jn 

time  between  ('hrrboiir<r  and  ( 'owes  ;  soi:  -pig. 

llli'dy  in  di-mal  litth1  huts  in  Scotland,  provisi. 
of  portable  soup,  and  frieandeaux  liennetieaii  .n  tin,  are 

[ng  their  days  slauufhtoring  grous«M>n  the  moors  ; 
dozing  and  bathing  away  the  effects  of  the  season 
or  wateliiiiLT  the  ingenious  T-IIUO  of  Trente  et  quanmte  at    llom- 
burir  Mnd  Kins.      We  <ian  aH'ord  to  be  very  bitter  upon  them  now 
they  are  all  none.     Now  there  are  no  mor«  let  us  ha 

the  Party-Limn'.:  Snobs.       The  dinncr-givinir.   the    ball-«ri\ 
the    r/i;7»'////rr-«rivin^.    the    convertarione-ai  ^;iobs  —  I.. 

Lord  !   what  havoe  might  have  been  made  amount  them  h:. 
attacked  them  during  the   plethora  of  the  season  !      I  >hmild 
have  been  obliged  to  have  a  guard  to  defend  me  from  the  fiddler* 
and  j.  >ks.  indignant  at  tlu>  abnsr  of  their  patrons.      Al- 

ready I'm  told  that,  from  -ome  tlippant  and  ungu 
irtona  considered  <lerogatory  to  \-  .-I't  and  i- 

rents  hive  f-illen  in  these  :. -spectacle  quar; 

iBuedthat  at  least  Mr.  Snob  shall  be  asked  to  par- 
no  more.      Well,  then  —  now  th  -  frisk  at 
our  eas,..  and  have  at  ev.TVllimjjr.  bk«-the  bull  in  the  ehina-SUOp. 
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The}-  mayn't  hear  of  what  is  going  on  in  their  absence,  and,  if 
they  do,  they  can't  bear  malice  for  six  months.  We  will  begin 
to  make  it  up  with  them  about  next  February,  and  let  next  year 
take  care  of  itself.  We  shall  have  no  more  dinners  from  the 
dinner-giving  Snobs :  no  more  balls  from  the  ball-givers ;  no 
more  conversaziones  (thank  Mussy  !  as  Jennies  says),  from  the 
Conversazione  Snob :  and  what  is  to  prevent  us  from  telling 
the  truth  ? 

The  snobbishness  of  Conversazione  Snobs  is  very  soon  dis- 
posed of:  as  soon  as  that  cup  of  wash}'  bohea  that  is  handed 
to  you  in  the  tea-room  ;  or  the  mudd}'  remnant  of  ice  that  3'ou 
grasp  in  the  suffocating  scuffle  of  the  assembly  up  stairs. 

Good  heavens!  What  do  people  mean  by  going  there? 
What  is  done  there,  that  everybody  throngs  into  those  three 
little  rooms  ?  Was  the  Black  Hole  considered  to  be  an  agree- 
able reunion,  that  Britons  in  the  dog-days  here  seek  to  imi- 
tate it?  After  being  rammed  to  a  jelly  in  a  doorwa}^  (where 
you  feel  your  feet  going  through  Lady  Barbara  Macbeth's  lace 
flounces,  and  get  a  look  from  that  haggard  and  painted  old 
harp3",  compared  to  which  the  gaze  of  Ugolino  is  quite  cheer- 
ful) ;  after  withdrawing  your  elbow  out  of  poor  gasping  Bob 
Guttleton's  white  waistcoat,  from  which  cushion  it  was  impos- 
sible to  remove  it,  though  you  knew  you  were  squeezing  poor 
Bob  into  an  apoplexy  —  you  find  yourself  at  last  in  the  recep- 
tion-room, and  try  to  catch  the  eye  of  Mrs.  Botibol,  the  con- 
versazione-giver.  When  3*011  catch  her  e}re,  you  are  expected 
to  grin,  and  she  smiles  too,  for  the  four  hundredth  time  that 
night ;  and,  if  she's  very  glad  to  see  3^ou,  waggles  her  little 
hand  before  her  face  as  if  to  blow  you  a  kiss,  as  the  phrase  is. 

Why  the  deuce  should  Mrs.  Botibol  blow  me  a  kiss?  I 
wouldn't  kiss  her  for  the  world.  Why  do  I  grin  when  I  see 
her,  as  if  I  was  delighted  ?  Am  I  ?  I  don't  care  a  straw  for 
Mrs.  Botibol.  I  know  what  she  thinks  about  me.  1  know 
what  she  said  about  my  last  volume  of  poems  (I  had  it  from  a 
dear  mutual  friend).  Why,  I  sa3'  in  a  word,  are  we  going  on 
ogling  and  telegraphing  each  other  in  this  insane  way  ?  —  Be- 
cause we  are  both  performing  the  ceremonies  demanded  by  the 
Great  Snob  Society  ;  whose  dictates  we  all  of  us  obe3'. 

Well ;  the  recognition  is  over  —  my  jaws  have  returned  to 
their  usual  English  expression  of  subdued  agony  and  intense 
gloom,  and  the  Botibol  is  grinning  and  kissing  her  fingers  to 
somebod}'  else,  who  is  squeezing  through  the  aperture  by  which 
we  have  just  entered.  It  is  Lady  Ann  Clutterbuck,  who  has 
her  Friday  evenings,  as  Botil>r>l  (Botty  we  call  her),  has  hei 
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Wednesdays.      Tliat   i-  Mi--  ( '!.  nn ntina  Clutterbuek.  tli« 
daverous   \nimg  w<>man   in  green,  with   timid  auburn  hair.  \vlm 
ha-   published    her    volume   i.f    [...ciii-    ("'lii.     I  ).  alh-Shri.  k  ;  " 
*•  Damien  ;  "   "The  Fair^t  of  Joan  of  A  1     ,n-la- 

tion^   from    tin-    (ierman"       of   cour>ei.        The    c. 
women    salute   cadi    other,    railing  cadi  otlirr   ••  M\   & 
Ann"  and  ll  My  dear  good    BUz*,"  and    hating  each   other,  as 
women    hate    who   gi\e    parties   on    \\ Y<  i 

With  Inexpressible  pain  dear  '_r<>«d  Kli/.a  seea    \nn  ^o  up  and 

coa\  and  wheedle  Al>«»u  <  i« ^h.  who  has  ju>t   an;  vd   iVomSyria, 
and  IH-JT  him  to  patroni/e  her  Fridays. 

All  tliis  while,  amidst  the  crowd   and  the  scutllc.  and  a  per- 
petual I'll//,    and  chatter,  and  the  llaiv  o!'  the  wa\-< -;.i:dle- 
an  inloh'rahh-  >niell  o!'  inu>k  —  what  the  poor  Snobs  who  write 
lashionalile   nunamvs   call  "  the  ^leani   of  gems,    the  odor  of 
perfumes,  the  Maze  of  countless  lamps"  —  a  scrubby-look 
yellow-faced  foreigner,  with  cleaned  gloves,  is  warbling  inau- 
dil»ly  in  a  corner,  to  the  accompaniment  of  another.      4%The 
Great  Cacafogo,"  Mrs.  Botibol  whi-p(  is,  as  she  passes  you  by. 
41  A  great  creature.   Tliumpen>trumpll'.  is  at  the  instrument  — 
the  I  let  man  IMatotl's  pianist,  you  know." 

To   hear  this  (  a-aic^)  and   Thumpenstrumpff,  a  hu: 
people  are  pithcred  together  —  a  bevy  of  dowagers,  stout  or 
>era;_r«ry  ;  a  iaint  -.prinkrin^  of  misses;  six  moody-looking  1- 
perfectly    meek    ;md   >olemn  ;    wonderful  foreign   Counts,   with 
bushy  whiskers  and  yellow  faces,  and  a  great  deal  of  dubious 
jewellery  :  youn^  dandies  with  slim  waists  and  open  necks,  and 
self-satisfied  simpers,  and  flowers   in  their  buttons;  the   old, 
still',  stout.   Nald-headed  <•  <>ues,  whom  you   meet 

evemvlien — who  never  miss  a  night  of  this  delicioi 
inent ;  the  three  la>t-eau^ht  lions  of  the  season  —  Higgs,  the 
travrller,  lii---.  the  novelist,  and  Toffey,  who  has  come  out 
BO  «>n  the  sim-ar  qucstiim  :  Captain  Flash,  who  is  invited  on  ac- 
eount  «>f  his'  pretty  wife;  and  Lord  Ogleby,  who  goes  where- 
e\.  r  she  goes.  Quesfais-je?  Who  are  the  owners  of  all  those 
showy  scarfs  and  white  neck-cloths?  —  Ask  little  Tom  Prig, 
who  'is  there  in  all  his  glory,  knows  everybody.  ha>  a  story 
about  every  one  :  and.  as  he  trips  home  to  his  lodgings  in  Jer- 
myn  street,  with  his  gibus-hat  and  his  little  glazed  pumps, 
thinks  he  U  the  fashionablcst  young  fellow  in  town,  and  that  he 
really  has  passed  a  night  of  exquisite  enjoyment 

You  go  up  (with  your  usual  easy  elegance  of  manner)  and 
talk  to  Mi>s  Smith  in  a  corner.  "  Oh,  Mr.  Snob,  I'm  afraid 
you're  sauiy  satirical." 
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That's  all  she  says.  It' you  say  it's  fine  weather,  she  bursts 
out  laughing;  or  hint  that  it's  very  hot,  she  vows  you  are  the 
drollest  wretch  !  Meanwhile  Mrs.  Botibol  is  simpering  on  fresh 
arrivals ;  the  individual  at  the  door  is  roaring  out  their  names  ; 
poor  Cacafogo  is  quavering  away  in  the  music-room,  under  the 
impression  that  he  will  be  lance  in  the  world  by  singing  in- 
audibly  here.  And  what  a  blessing  it  is  to  squeeze  out  of  the 
door,  and  into  the  street,  where  a  half-hundred  of  carriages  are 
in  wailing ;  and  where  the  link-boy,  with  that  unnecessary 
lantern  of  his,  pounces  upon  all  who  issue  out,  and  will  insist 
upon  getting  3'our  noble  honor's  lordship's  cab. 

And  to  think  that  there  are  people  who,  after  having  been 
to  Botibol  on  Wednesday,  will  go  to  Clutterbuck  on  Friday ! 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

DINING-OUT    SNOBS. 

IN  England  Dinner-giving  Snobs  occupy  a  very  important 
place  in  societ3r,  and  the  task  of  describing  them  is  tremendous. 
There  was  a  time  in  my  life  when  the  consciousness  of  having 
eaten  a  man's  salt  rendered  me  dumb  regarding  his  demerits, 
and  I  thought  it  a  wicked  act  and  a  breach  of  hospitality  to 
speak  ill  of  him. 

But  why  should  a  saddle-of-mutton  blind  you,  or  a  turbot 
and  lobster-sauce  shut  your  mouth  for  ever?  *With  advancing 
age,  men  see  their  duties  more  clearly.  I  am  not  to  be  hood- 
winked any  longer  by  a  slice  of  venison,  be  it  ever  so  fat ;  and 
as  for  being  dumb  on  account  of  turbot  and  lobster-sauce  —  of 
course  I  am ;  good  manners  ordain  that  I  should  be  so,  until  I 
have  swallowed  the  compound  —  but  not  afterwards  ;  directly 
the  victuals  are  discussed,  and  John  takes  away  the  plate,  rny 
tongue  begins  to  wag.  Does  not  yours,  if  you  have  a  pleasant 
neighbor?  —  a  lovely  creature,  say,  of  some  five-and-thirty, 
whose  daughters  have  not  yet  quite  come  out  —  they  are  the 
best  talkers.  As  for  your  young  misses,  they  are  'only  put 
about  the  table  to  look  at  —  like  the  flowers  in  the  centre-piece. 
Their  blushing  youth  and  natural  modesty  preclude  them  from 
that  easy,  confidential,  conversational  abandon  which  forms  the 
delight  of  the  intercourse  with  their  dear  mothers.  It  is  to 
these,  if  he  would  prosper  in  his  profession,  that  the  Dininsf- 
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'Mit  Snob  should  add n  :'.     Supj" 

of  these,    how    pira-ant    it   U.  in    tli- 

actually  to  abu.se    tin-   victual-   and 

int-nt  !      It's  twice  as  /  r  his 

»vr\   i; 

"  What  it  a   Dim  \ouih, 

\\lio   is   nut  rt'jnmt/it    in    tin-   \\"ild.    may  a-k — or  SOU. 
reader  who  lias  not  tin-  l»»-n-  L    ii'l"ii  i-\prri- 

.My  dear  sir.   I  will   BboH  you  —  not  all.  for  lhat  i-  imi>osii- 
blc  —  but  several  kinds  of  l)inn<T-<_r,  nice, 

suppose  you.  in  the  middle  ranu  ied  to  Mir 

roast  on  Tuesday,   cold   on   \\t-.ln.-  m-«I   on   Thursday, 

dbc.,   with   small    means   MIH!   :i  •.•iMi-lnncnt,    choose  to 

wa-tc  the  i'onncr  :,:,  I  -<  t  the  la'  in^  enter- 

tainments unnatnrallx  costly        you  Dinner- 

Snol>  class  at  once.  Suppose  you  get  in  (-heap-made  dishes 
from  the  ,  ami  hire  a  coup!  .-s,  Ol 

carpet-lu-aters,  to  ii.irure  as  footmen,  dismissing  honest  Molly, 
who  waits  on  common  days,  and  l»edi/.ening  your  table  (ordi- 
•  iarily  ornamented  with  willow-patti'rn  crockery)  with  twop( 
Halfpenny   Dirminiiham    plate.       Suppose   you   pretend   to   be 
richer  and  grander  than  you  otiiiht  to  be  —  you  are  a  Di> 
•rivinir  Snob.      And  oh.  I  tremble  to  think  how  many  and  many 
a  one  will  read  thi>  1 

A  man  who  ent-.-rtains  in  thi  and,  alas,  ho  TV  few  do 

not  I  — is  like  a  fellow  who  would  borrow  \\\> 
make  a  show  in.  (.r  a   lady  \\lio   Haunts   in   the  diamonds   from 
next  door  —  a  humbnir.  in  a  word,  and  amongst  the  ;sno!>s  he 
must  be  set  down. 

A  man  who  goes  out  of  his  natural  sphere  of  society  to  ask 
Lords.  (Jenerals.  Aldermen,  and  other  persons  of  fashion,  but  is 
ni.irirardly  of  his  hospitality  toward  his  own  equals,  is  a  Dii. 
.Hiving  Snob.       My  dear   friend.  Jack  Tufthunt,   for  example, 
knows  one  Lord  whom  he  met  at  a  watering 
Mumble,  who  is  as  toothless  a--  a  three-months-old  baby,  and  w 
IZK:IU  as  an  under:.-  i  as  dull  as —  well,  we  will 

ticularize.     Tufthunt  never  has  a  dinner  now  but  you  see 
solemn  old  tooth!.  :ht -hand  of  Mrs.  Tuft- 

hunt  —  Tufthunt  is  a  Dinner-giving  8nob. 

Old   Livermore.  old   Soy,  old  Chu;  i     linn   I)i 

rector,  old  Cutler,  the  Sumvon.  vte.,  —  that  society  of  old 
fogies,  in  fine,  who  ^i\i-  ea«-h  other  dinner-,  numd  and  round, 
and  dim-  for  the  mere  purpose  of  gutth'ng  —  these,  again,  are 
Dinner-giving  Snobs. 
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Again,  my  friend  Lady  MacScrew,  who  has  three  grenadier 
flunkies  in  lace  round  the  table,  and  serves  up  a  scrag-of- 
mutton  on  silver,  and  dribbles  you  out  bad  sherry  and  port  by 
thimble fuls,  is  a  Dinner-giving  Snob  of  the  other  sort ;  and  I 
confess,  for  my  part,  I  would  rather  dine  with  old  Livermore  or 
old  Soy  than  with  her  Ladyship. 

Stinginess  is  snobbish.  Ostentation  is  snobbish.  Too  great 
profusion  is  snobbish.  Tuft-hunting  is  snobbish.  But  I  own 
there  are  people  more  snobbish  than  all  those  whose  defects  are 
above  mentioned:  viz.,  those  individuals  who  can,  and  don't 
give  dinners  at  all.  The  man  without  hospitality  shall  never  sit 
sub  iisdem  tralibus  with  me.  Let  the  sordid  wretch  go  mumble 
his  bone  alone  ! 

What,  again,  is  true  hospitality?  Alas,  my  dear  friends  and 
brother  Snobs  !  how  little  do  we  meet  of  it  after  all !  Are  the 
motives  pure  which  induce  your  friends  to  ask  you  to  dinner  ? 
This  has  often  come  across  me.  Does  your  entertainer  want 
something  from  you?  For  instance,  I  am  not  of  a  suspicious 
turn  ;  but  it  is  a  fact  that  when  Hookey  is  bringing  out  a  new 
work,  he  asks  the  critics  all  round  to  dinner  ;  that  when  Walker 
has  got  his  picture  ready  for  the  Exhibition,  he  somehow  grows 
exceedingly  hospitable,  and  has  his  friends  of  the  press  to  a 
quiet  cutlet  and  a  glass  of  Sillery.  Old  Hunks,  the  miser,  who 
died  lately  (leaving  his  money  to  his  housekeeper)  lived  many 
3*ears  on  the  fat  of  the  land,  by  simply  taking  down,  at  all  his 
friends',  the  names  and  Christian  names  of  all  the  children.  But 
though  3'ou  may  have  }'our  own  opinion  about  the  hospitality  of 
3*our  acquaintances  ;  and  though  men  who  ask  you  from  sordid 
motives  are  most  decidedly  Dinner-giving  Snobs,  it  is  best  not 
to  inquire  into  their  motives  too  keenly.  Be  not  too  curious 
about  the  mouth  of  a  gift-horse.  After  all,  a  man  does  not  in- 
tend to  insult  you  by  asking  3*011  to  dinner. 

Though,  for  that  matter,  I  know  some  characters  about  town 
who  actually  consider  themselves  injured  and  insulted  if  the 
dinner  or  the  company  is  not  to  their  liking.  There  is  G  uttle- 
ton,  who  dines  at  home  off  a  shilling's  worth  of  beef  from  the 
cookshop,  but  if  he  is  asked  to  dine  at  a  house  where  there  are 
)iot  pease  at  the  end  of  Ma3T,  or  cucumbers  in  March  along  with 
the  turbot,  thinks  himself  insulted  b3r  being  invited.  "Good 
Ged  !  "  says  he,  "  what  the  deuce  do  the  Forkers  mean  by  ask- 
ing me  to  a  family  dinner  ?  I  can  get  mutton  at  home ; "  or 
"What  infernal  impertinence  it  is  of  the  Spooners  to  get  entrees 
from  the  pastiy-cook's,  and  fancy  that  7am  to  be  deceived  with 
their  stories  about  their  French  cook  !  "  Then,  again,  there  is 
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Jack    Pu<Min«rton — I   saw  that  honest   fellow  t'other  .' 

MI  a  raire.  b*0«l*e,  as  dinner  woiiM   have  it.  Sir  .!<-; 

a^kcd    him    to    meet    tin-  very  >anie    part\    In-    lin-l 

ml   ('ramle\'s   the  ilay  In- fore,    and    he   had   not    <_r<>t   ii|*   a 

set   of  stories  to  cntrrlain   them.      1'oor   Dim  nobs! 

you  don't  know  what    >mall  thank-  you  ;i  your   , 

an-l  i ley  !     How  we  Dinin-  out  Snot.-  BD66T  at   \.,ur  QOol 

ami  pooh-pooh  your  old   lioek.  and  are  iin-n-du!"  \  >n\ 

four-and-sixpenny  champagne,  and  know  that  the  side-dishes  of 
to-da\  are  i  , <-/,<tiiff\:x  iVom  the  dinner  of  \  r-t«-rd:i\  .  and  ma; 
certain  di>hr*  are  whi-k,  d  «.l!'  the  tal>le  unta.sted,  SO  tliat 
may  liLTin-e  at  the  hamjiu-t  to-morrow.      \\'hen»-\er.  for  ni\ 
1      M   the   head    man   particularly  anxious  to  ,»,nnoter  a  f i . 
dean  or  a  Mane-manue.  I   always  call  out.  and  in-i-t  np.»n  inas- 
saerinix  it  with  a  spoon.      All  this  sort  of  eondnet  makes  one 
popular  with    the    1  )inner-<_ri\  in<j;  Snoh.      ()m«   Iriend  of  mine,  I 
know,  has  made  a  prodigious  sensation  in  good  society,  by  an- 
nounein^  aprop«^  ot'errtain  di-hes  when  oU'ep-d  t,,  him,  tl. 
never  rats  aspic  except   at    LI  ml  Tittup's,  and  that  Lady  Jim- 
my's chef  is  the  only  man  in  London  who  knows  how  to  dress -«• 
Filet  en  serpetitenn  —  or  Supreme  de  volatile  aux  truffct. 


CHAPTER  XX 

PIN  M  :i:-<-l\  1N<;   SNOBS   FUIITHER  CONSIDERED. 

IF  my  lVi«-uds  would  but  follow  the  present  prevailing  fashion, 
I  think  they  otiirht  to  oi\,>  me  a  testimonial  lor  tho  paj>er  on 
I)iuiuT-«:i\mi:  sii(»l>^,  which  I  am  now  writing.  What  do  you 
>a y  now  to  a  hand-om,  ( omfortable  d inner-service  of  plate  (not 
including  plates,  for  I  hold  silver  plates  to  be  sheer  wan ton- 
Q6M,  :ind  would  almost  as  soon  think  of  silver  tea-cups),  a 
couple  of  neat,  teapots,  a  coMee-pot,  trays,  »v«-.,  with  a  little 
in>eription  to  my  \\i!'e.  Mr-.  Su«.l»;  and  a  half-score  of  silver 
tankard-  for  the' little  SnoMin-'s,  to  glitter  on  the  homely  ; 
wht'iv  they  pailake  of  their  quotidian  mutton? 

If  I  had  my  wa\ .  and  my  plans  could  I «c  carried  out,  dinner- 

|4i\inir  would  increa-c  as  nmcli  on  the  one  hand  a<  dinner-<riving 

iNlme^s  would   diminish:    -to  my  mind  the  most  amiable 

part    of  the    work    lately    published   l>y  my  Bf  d   (if 

upon  a  vi'ry  l>riei'  acquaintance  he  will  allow  me  to  call  him  to), 
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Alexis  So}*er,  the  regenerator  —  what  he  (in  his  noble  style) 
would  call  the  most  succulent,  savory,  and  elegant  passages  — 
are  those  which  relate,  not  to  the  grand  banquets  and  ceremonial 
dinners,  but  to  his  "  dinners  at  home." 

The  "  dinner  at  home  "  ought  to  be  the  centre  of  the  whole 
system  of  dinner-giving.  Your  usual  style  of  meal  —  iluit  is, 
plenteous,  comfortable,  and  in  its  perfection  —  should  be  that 
to  which  you  welcome  your  friends,  as  it  is  that  of  'v'-lch  you 
partake  }*ourself. 

For,  towards  what  woman  in  the  world  do  I  entertain  a 
higher  regard  than  towards  the  beloved  partner  of  my  existence, 
Ivlrs.  Snob?  Who  should  have  a  greater  place  in  my  affections 
lhan  her  six  brothers  (three  or  four  of  whom  we  are  pretty 
sure  will  favor  us  with  their  company  at  seven  o'clock),  or  her 
angelic  mother,  my  own  valued  mother-in-law?  —  for  whom, 
finally,  would  I  wish  to  cater  more  generously  than  for  your 
very  humble  servant,  the  present  writer?  Now,  nobody  sup- 
poses that  the  Birmingham  plate  is  had  out,  the  disguised  carpet- 
beaters  introduced  to  the  exclusion  of  the  neat  parlor-maid,  the 
miserable  entrees  from  the  pastry-cook's  ordered  in,  and  the  chil- 
dren packed  off  (as  it  is  supposed)  to  the  nursery,  but  really 
only  to  the  staircase,  down  which  the}T  slide  during  the  dinner- 
time. wa3*la}'ing  the  dishes  as  the}*  come  out,  and  fingering  the 
round  bumps  on  the  jellies,  and  the  forced-meat  balls  in  the 
soup,  —  nobodj',  I  say,  supposes  that  a  dinner  at  home  is 
characterized  by  the  horrible  ceremony,  the  foolish  makeshifts, 
the  mean  pomp  and  ostentation  which  distinguish  our  banquets 
on  grand  field-da}^. 

Such  a  notion  is  monstrous.  I  would  as  soon  think  of  hav- 
ing my  dearest  Bess}*  sitting  opposite  me  in  a  turban  and  bird 
of  paradise,  and  showing  her  jolly  mottled  arms  out  of  blond 
sleeves  in  her  famous  red  satin  gown :  ay.  or  of  having  Mr. 
Toole  every  da}*,  in  a  white  waistcoat,  at  my  back,  shouting, 
"  Silence  faw  the  chair  !  " 

Now,  if  this  be  the  case  ;  if  the  Brummagem-plate  pomp 
and  the  processions  of  disguised  footmen  are  odious  and  foolish 
in  everyday  life,  why  not  alwa}'S?  Why  should  Jones  and  I. 
who  are  in  the  middle  rank,  alter  the  modes  of  our  being  to 
assume  an  eclat  which  does  not  "belong  to  us  —  to  entertain  our 
friends,  who  (if  we  are  worth  anything,  and  honest  fellows  at 
bottom,)  are  men  of  the  middle  rank  too,  who  are  not  in  the 
least  deceived  by  our  temporary  splendor,  and  who  play  off 
exactly  the  same  absurd  trick  upon  us  when  they  ask  us  to 
dine? 


TIM  >Ba 

If  it  IK-  plea-ant    to    dine  \\itli  your  friends,  us  all 

with  <_iood    Momach,  :iinl  kindlx    heart-  \\ill.   I   pre-niii<  .  all- 

to  be.  it  is  better  t<»  'line  t\s  in-  than  ; 

sible  lor  men   of  .-mall    mean-   to   lie   < on!  miialK   -p. •!,< 

and-twei!t\  or  thirty  .-hilling-   <>n   ea 

tlieir  tal-le.      1'eople   dine  i.  n.  at  m\ 

fa\orite  (  lull  (tin-  Senior  I  Hit<  •;  '• 

of   Wellington    quite    contented    \\ith    tin 

and  half-pint  of  sherry-wine,  nine;   and   if  hi  \\h\   n-.i 

\ut  i  and   1  ': 

This  rule  1  ha\e  made,  and  found  the  hem-tit  of.      \\  li> 
J  ask  a  couple  of  Dukes   and  a  .Manjni^  or  >.»  to  dine  with 
1    set    tin-in   down    to  a    pi- 

trinnninj-.      'I'lu-  lifl  >impl. 

appreciate  the   >ann-.      .M  \   deftf  .I«»ues,  ask  any  of  tliosi-  \\luun 
you  have  the  boOOF  of  knowing,  if  >ueh  lie  i,  ,^o. 

I  am  far  from  wishing  that  th.      •  s  should  t  in  a 

similar  fashion.      Splendor  U  a  part  of  their 
i-oinforl  (let  us  tru>t ),  <  .f  yours  und  mine.  .-.eomfo;  ' 

appointed  u,old  plate  for  some,  and  has  hidden  ol 
nlly  to  wear  the  willow-pattern.      And  heiiiLT  | 
(indeed  humbly  thankful  —  for  look  around,  O  Jones,  and  see 
the  myriads    who  are   not    so  fortunate,)  tx>  Wear  lionet    linen. 
while   ma^nificos  of  the  world  are  adorned  with  cambric  and 
point-lace,  surely  we  onjjht  to  hold  as  mi>eral'h',  en\: 
thoM-   wivtched 'r.eaux  Tibbs's  of  society,  who  sport   a 
dicky,    and  nothing  besides, —the   ixx>r  sill  who  trail 

a  peacock's   feather  behind  them,   and  think    to  simulate  the 
"•oriroou*  bird  whose  nature  it  is  to  strut  on  palac.  - 
and  to  Haunt  his  magnificent  fan-tail  in  the  sunshii 

The  jays  with  peacocks'  feathers  are  the  Snobs  of  thi-  world  : 
and  never,  since  the  days  of  ^Esop,  wen-  th. 
in  any  land  than  they  are  at  present  in  this  five  c 

How  does  this  most  ancient  apologue  apply  to  the  subject  in 
hand  —  the  Dinner-^  in-  sn(,l».     The  imitat.  M  great  is 

universal   in   this  cit\ ,   from  th«    ;  >  of  Kensingtonia  an<l 

Hel^ravia.  even   to  tin-   remoteat   corner  of  Brunswiek  S«| 
1'ea-  then    are   >tuck    in    the    t  most  fain! 

e  one  of  n-  domestic  birds  but  imitates  the  lanky.  ; 
nine  >trut,  and  shrill.  L!.ent..-eUcream.     O  you  misguided  dn 
eivinii  Snob-,  think  how  much  pleaMiie  \ou  lose,  and  how  much 
mi>chief  you  d«>  with  your  absurd   urandeiirs  and  hypOi-risies: 
You  stuM'each  o4herwith  unnatural  fonvd- meats,  and  entertain 
each  other  to  the  ruin  of  friendship  (let  alone  health)  and  tho 
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destruction  of  hospitalit}7  and  good-fellowship  —  you,  who  but 
for  the  peacock's  tail  might  chatter  away  so  much  at  your  ease, 
and  be  so  jovial  and  happy  ! 

When  a  man  goes  into  a  groat  set  company  of  dinner-giving 
and  dinner-receiving  Snobs,  if  he  has  a  philosophical  turn  of 
mind,  he  will  consider  what  a  huge  humbug  the  whole  affair 
is  :  the  dishes,  and  the  drink,  and  the  servants,  and  the  plate, 
and  the  host  and  hostess,  and  the  conversation,  and  the  com- 
pany, —  the  philosopher  included. 

The  host  is  smiling,  and  hob-nobbing,  and  talking  up  and 
down  the  table  ;  but  a  prey  to  secret  terrors  and  anxieties,  lest 
the  wines  he  has  brought  up  from  the  cellar  should  prove  insuffi- 
cient ;  lest  a  corked  bottle  should  destroy  his  calculations ;  or 
our  friend  the  carpet-beater,  by  making  some  bevue,  should  dis- 
close his  real  quality  of  greengrocer,  and  show  that  he  is  not 
the  family  butler. 

The  hostess  is  smiling  resolutely  through  all  the  courses, 
smiling  through  her  agony  ;  though  her  heart  is  in  the  kitchen, 
and  she  is  speculating  with  terror  lest  there  be  an}'  disaster 
there.  If  the  souffle  should  collapse,  or  if  Wiggins  does  not 
send  the  ices  in  time  — -  she  feels  as  if  she  would  commit  suicide 
—  that  smiling,  jolly  woman  ! 

The  children  up  stairs  are  yelling,  as  their  maid  is  crimping 
their  miserable  ringlets  with  hot  tongs,  tearing  Miss  Emmy's 
hair  out  by  the  roots,  or  scrubbing  Miss  Polly's  dumpy  nose 
with  mottled  soap  till  the  little  wretch  screams  herself  into  fits. 
The  3roung  males  of  the  family  are  employed,  as  we  have  stated, 
in  piratical  exploits  upon  the  landing-place. 

The  servants  are  not  servants,  but  the  before-mentioned 
retail  tradesmen. 

The  plate  is  not  plate,  but  a  mere  shiny  Birmingham  lacquer ; 
and  so  is  the  hospitality,  and  everything  else. 

The  talk  is  Birmingham  talk.  The  wag  of  the  party,  with 
bitterness  in  his  heart,  having  just  quitted  his  laundress,  who 
is  dunning  him  for  her  bill,  is  firing  off  good  stories ;  and  the 
opposition  wag  is  furious  that  he  cannot  get  an  innings.  Jaw- 
kins,  the  great  conversationalist,  is  scornful  and  indignant  with 
the  pair  of  them,  because  he  is  kept  out  of  court.  Young 
Muscadel,  that  cheap  dandy,  is  talking  Fashion  and  Almack's 
out  of  the  Morning  Post,  and  disgusting  his  neighbor,  Mrs. 
Fox,  who  reflects  that  she  has  never  been  there.  The  widow 
is  vexed  out  of  patience,  because  her  daughter  Maria  has  got  a 
place  beside  young  Cambric,  the  penniless  curate,  and  not  by 
Colonel  Goldmore,  the  rich  widower  from  India.  The  Doctors 
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wife  is  sulky,  because  lb«  ha-  not  be.-n  1,-d  out  b.  fore  The  bar- 
rister's lady;  old  Doctor  (  ,>rk  js  <rrtiMihlin<r  at  tin-  \\inc,  and 
(iiittleton  -neerin;!  at  the  coo  kerv. 

AIM I  tO  mink  that    all    the-e   people   mi-  ippy,  ami 

easy,  and  friendly,  were  they  brought  to-elli.  r  in  a  natural  un- 
pretentious way.  and  luit  for  an    unhapp\    pMtfofl 
feathers  in  KiiL'land.      ( i.-nt  le  -had--  «.f  .Marat  iadBobeCpil 
\vlirii  I  s»v  \\n\\-  all  the   lionc-ty  «.('  I00i0te  i-   c'.rnipt,  d    a 
ii-    liy  tli<1   iiMM-raMr    fu*\\\<  >n-\vor>liip,   I    f.-rl   a--   an-_rr\   a-    ' 
l-'ox  jn-t    mentioned,   and   ready   lo   ordej-  a  general  battue  of 
peacoc-ks. 


CHAPTER    XXI. 

SOME   COMIMMAL    SNOBS. 

Now  that  September  has  come,  and  all  our  Parliamentary 
duties  are  over,  perhaps  n<>  < -la»  «»t'  Snobs  are  in  such  high 

feather  as  the  Continental  Snnbs.      I  watch  the-,'  daily  a^ 

•  •ommenee  their  miirrat ions   1'roin   lln-   I"  stone.      I 

:ioal-  of  them  depart  I  n«»t  prrliaps  without  an  innate  longing 
too  to  (jiiit  the  Island  :iloim-  u ith  tho--  h:!ppy  Simlw).  FareweL 
;U-ar  frieml-.  I  say:  you  little  know  that  the  individual  who  re- 
uards  \oii  from  tin-  l»e:ich  i-  your  friend  and  historiographer 
:ind  l>rolher. 

I  went  to-day  to  see  our  excellent  friend  Sn-.oks,  on  board 
the  "  (^iii-en  of  the  |-'reneh  ;  "  main  BOOTM  ••!'  >n«- 
on  the  deck  of  that  line  ship,  marehini:  forth  in  their  prid«*  and 
!>ravery.  'I'h«  \  will  he  at  Ostend  in  four  hours;  they  will  in- 
undate the  Continent  next  week  :  th.  \  \\ill  carry  into  far  lands 
the  famous  ima-v  of  the  Uriiish  Sno!,.  I  ^\\{\\\  not  s,-e  them  — 
!>nt  am  with  them  in  spirit  :  and  indeed  there  is  hardly  a  coun- 
try in  the  known  and  civili/ed  world  in  which  these  eyes  have 
not  beheld  them. 

I  have  seen  Snobs,  in  pink  coats  and  hunting-boots,  scouring 
over  the  Campa^na  of  Rome  ;    and  have  hear 
their  well-known  Main:  in  the  ^allrrie-,  of  the  Vatican,  and   un- 
der the  shadowy  arches  of  the  Colosseum.       1  have  met  a  Snob 

•  MI  a  dromedary  in  the  desert,  and  picnickini:  under  the  Pyramid 
of  Cheops.      I    like   to   think    how   many   -jMllant    British  Snobe 
there  art1,  at  this  minute  of  writing,  pnshin-_r  their  heads  out  of 
avery  window  in  the  court-yard  of  "  Mcuri-  .  '- "   iu  the  Rue  de 
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Rivoli;  or  roaring  out,  "Gnrson<r,  du  pang,"  "  Garson,  dn 
vang ; "  or  swaggering  down  the  Toledo  at  Naples;  or  oven 
how  many  will  be  on  the  look-out  for  Snooks  on  Ostend  Pin-.  -- 
for  Snooks,  and  the  rest  of  the  Snobs  on  board  the  "  Queen  o 
the  French." 

Look  at  the  Marquis  of  Carabas  and  his  two  carriages.  My 
Lady  Marchioness  comes  on  board,  looks  round  with  that  happy 
air  of  mingled  terror  atod  impertinence  which  distinguishes  her 
ladyship,  and  rushes  to  her  carriage,  for  it  is  impossible  that 
she  should  mingle  with  the  other  Snobs  on  deck.  There  she 
sits,  and  will  be  ill  in  private.  The  strawberry-leaves  on  her 
chariot-panels  are  engraved  on  her  ladyship's  heart.  If  she 
were  going  to  heaven  instead  of  to  Ostend,  I  rather  think 
she  would  expect  to  have  dcs  places  reserves  for  her,  and  would 
send  to  order  the  best  rooms.  A  courier,  with  his  money-bag 
of  office  round  his  shoulders  —  a  huge  scowling  footman,  whose 
dark  pepper-and-salt  livery  glistens  with  the  heraldic  insignia 
of  the  Carabases  —  a  brazen-looking,  tawdry  French  femme-de- 
chambre  (none  but  a  female  pen  can  do  justice  to  that  wonderful 
tawdry  toilette  of  the  lady's-maid  en  voyage)  • — and  a  miserable 
dame  de  compagnie,  are  ministering  to  the  wants  of  her  ladyship 
and  her  King  Charles's  spaniel.  They  are  rushing  to  and  fro 
with  eau-de-Cologne,  pocket-handkerchiefs,  which  are  all  fringe 
and  cipher,  and  popping  mysterious  cushions  behind  and  before, 
and  in  every  available  corner  of  the  carriage. 

The  little  Marquis,  her  husband,  is  walking  about  the  deck 
in  a  bewildered  manner,  with  a  lean  daughter  on  each  arm  :  the 
carroty-tufted  hope  of  the  family  is  already  smoking  on  the 
foredeck  in  a  travelling  costume  checked  all  over,  and  in  little 
lacquer-tipped  jean  boots,  and  a  shirt  embroidered  with  pink 
boa-constrictors.  What  is  it  that  gives  travelling  Snobs  such 
a  marvellous  propensity  to  rush  into  a  costume?  Why  should  a 
man  not  travel  in  a  coat,  &c.  ?  but  think  proper  to  dress  himself 
like  a  harlequin  in  mourning?  See,  even  young  Aldermanbury, 
the  tallow-merchant,  who  has  just  stepped  on  board,  has  got  a 
travelling-dress  gaping  all  over  with  pockets  ;  and  little  Tom 
Tapeworm,  the  lawyer's  clerk  out  of  the  City,  who  has  but  three 
weeks'  leave,  turns  out  in  gaiters  and  a  bran-new  shooting- 
jacket,  and  must  let  the  moustaches  grow  on  his  little  snuffy 
upper  lip.  forsooth ! 

Pompey  Hicks  is  giving  elaborate  directions  to  his  servant, 
and  asking  loudly,  "Davis,  where's  the  dwessing-case ? "  and 
"  Davis,  you'd  best  take  the  pistol-case  into  the  cabin."  Little 
Pompcj'  travels  with  a  dressing-case,  and  without  a  beard  -•  whom 
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iro'mi:  to  snoot  witli  h:  lell?  and 

what  he  is  to  do  with  his  sen  ant  hut  w:iit  upon  him,  1  am  at  a 

0  conjecture. 

Look  :il  hone*t  Nathan  Hound-ditch  and  his  lady,  aii'l  th<  ir 
littl  •  -on.  \\  hat  a  nol.le  «ur  of  hla/.inn  c. »ntrnlin<-nl  illuminates 
Mn-  features  <>!'  tho>e  >nol^  ot'  Ka-tem  [BO  '  What  a  toilette 
Houndsditch's  is!  Whai  rin-js  and  .  what  gold-headed 

canes  and   diamonds,  what  a  tuft  the  n>«rne  has  got  to  his  rhin 
(tin-  rogue!    he  will  never  span-  him-elf  :.n\   . 
Littlr    lloiind-ditch  has  a  litllr  .  |  a  pit   lu-ad  and   littl. • 

mosaic   01-11:1111. -ills  —  altogether  an  « 
she   i.s  all  the  color-,  of  tin-   rainl>o\v  !   sh<-  has  a  pink 
with  a  white  lining,  and  a  vrllow  l>oiin.  t.  and  an  <-m«Tald  'jr«M-n 
shawl,  and  a  slml-silk    peU0ae;    and   dral)    Ixxits 
colored  lilovrs  ;  ami  pai't \  -colm •.  uttons,  CXpaii 

the  si/c  of  a  I'oiirpcnn\  -piece  to  a  crown,  glitter  and  iwidd. 
down  the  front  of  lu-r  jruix«'«»i>  •  ,      I  have  said 

like  to   look   at   "the    1  <>n  their  «zala  davs,  tin-  v  are  BQ 

pictinvs(|in-lv  and  OOtrageOOdlj  -pU-ndid  and  hap; 

Vond'-r  com -s  Captain  Hull  ;    -pick  and  span,  ti^lit  and 
who  ti-a\-c'ls    for   four  or  si\  months  •  Uf  ot'  hi-  lile  ;   who 

doeB  not  commit    him-clf  hy  luxury  of  raiment  or  ius< 

anor.  luit  I  thiuk  is  as  great  a  Snob  as  any  man  on  board 
Hull   pa-se-  the  season   iii    London*  »pong&Og   for  dinners,  and 
sli-i'pin^  in  a  Lr;irret  near  his  ( 'lul>.     Abroad,  he  has  been  «"» 
where;   he  knows  the  hot  wine  at  cv«MT  inn  in  every  capi; 
Kurope  ;   lives  with  the   l»e-t    Kn-li-h  company  there;  has  seen 
every   palace   and    pictmv-irallery    iv.im    Madrid    to  Stockholm  , 
speaks  an  at>ominat)le  little  jargon  (»f  half  a  dozen  languages  — 
and  knows  nothinu:  —  nothing.     Bull  hunts  tufts  on  the  Con- 
tinent, and  is  a  sort  of  amateur  courier.     He  will  scrape  ac- 
quaintance  with  old  Carabas  before  they  make  Ostend ;  and 
will   remind  his   lordship  that  he  met  him  at  Vienna  tw- 
\ears  airo.  or  «_ravu  him  a  u.  Imapps  up  the  lii-jhi.     We 

'have  said  Bull  knows  nothing:  he  knows  the  lurih.  arms,  and 
pediii'ree  of  all  the  peerage,  has  poked  his  little  nyei  into  , 
one  of  the  carriages  on   board — their  panels  noted  and  their 
erects  surveved;  he  knows  all  the  Continental  stories  of  Ki. 
scandal  — how  Count  Towrow-ki   ran  off  with  Miss  BagL 
Naples  — how    rery   thick    Lady    Smigsmag  was  with    y 
('.>rnichon   of   tin'    Fivneh    Legation  I     -IVIKV  —  t 

amount  whii-h  .laek  Deuce.-,  •  <  ireengoose  at  Baden 

—  what  it  is  that  made  the  Sta_  :  the 

sum  for  which  the  UXioggarty  estates  aix*  mortgaged,  &c.     11 
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fie  can't  catch  a  lord  he  will  hook  on  to  a  baronet,  or  else  the 
old  wretch  will  catch  hold  of  some  beardless  young  stripling  of 
fashion,  and  show  him  "  life"  in  various  and  amiable  and  inac- 
cessible quarters.  Faugh  !  the  old  brute  !  If  he  has  every  one 
of  the  vices  of  the  most  boisterous  youth,  at  least  he  is  com- 
forted by  having  no  conscience.  He  is  utterly  stupid,  but  of  a 
jovial  turn.  He  believes  himself  to  be  quite  a  respectable 
member  of  society :  but  perhaps  the  only  good  action  he  ever 
did  in  his  life  is  the  involuntary  one  of  giving  tin  example  to  be 
avoided,  and  showing  what  an  odious  thing  in  the  social  picture 
is  that  figure  of  the  debauched  old  man  who  passes  through  life 
rather  a  decorous  Silenus,  and  dies  some  day  in  his  garret, 
alone,  unrepenting,  and  unnoted,  save  by  his  astonished  heirs, 
who  find  that  the  dissolute  old  miser  has  left  money  behind 
him.  See !  he  is  up  to  old  Carabas  already  !  I  told  you  he 
would. 

Yonder  you  see  the  old  Lady  Mary  MacScrew,  and  those  mid- 
dle-aged young  women  her  daughters  ;  they  are  going  to  cheapen 
and  haggle  in  Belgium  and  up  the  Rhine  until  the}-  meet  with  a 
boarding-house  where  they  can  live  upon  less  board-wages  than 
her  ladyship  pays  her  footmen.  But  she  will  exact  and  receive 
considerable  respect  from  the  British  Snobs  located  in  the 
watering-place  which  she  selects  for  her  summer  residence, 
being  the  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Haggistoun.  That  broad- 
shouldered  buck,  with  the  great  whiskers  and  the  cleaned 
white  kid-gloves,  is  Mr.  Phelim  Clancy  of  Poldoodystown  : 
he  calls  himself  Mr.  De  Clancy ;  he  endeavors  to  disguise  his 
native  brogue  with  the  richest  superposition  of  English  ;  and  if 
you  play  at  billiards  or  tcarte  with  him,  the  chances  are  that 
you  will  win  the  first  game,  and  he  the  seven  or  eight  games 
ensuing. 

That  overgrown  lady  with  the  four  daughters,  and  the  young 
dandy  from  the  University,  her  son,  is  Mrs.  Kews}7,  the  emi- 
nent barrister's  lady,  who  would  rather  die  than  not  be  in  the 
fashion.  She  has  the  "  Peerage"  in  her  carpet-bag,  you  may 
be  sure  ;  but  she  is  altogether  cut  out  by  Mrs  Quod,  the  attor- 
ney's wife,  whose  carriage,  with  the  apparatus  of  rumbles, 
dickies,  and  imperials,  scarcely  yields  in  splendor  to  the 
Marquis  of  Carabas's  own  travelling-chariot,  and  whose  courier 
has  even  bigger  whiskers  and  a  larger  morocco  mone}r-bag  than 
the  Marquis's  own  travelling  gentleman.  Remark  her  well: 
she  is  talking  to  Mr.  Spout,  the  new  Member  for  Jawborough. 
who  is  going  out  to  inspect  the  operations  of  the  Zollverein. 
and  will  put  some  very  severe  questions  to  Lord  Palrnerstoii 
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next  session  upon  England  and  her  relations  with  th<»  Prussian- 
blue   trade,   tin-    Naples-soup  trade,    the  i  ienuan-linder    ' 
&c.      Spout  will  patroni/e  Kiir_r  Leopold  ft(   Bra* 
letters  from  abroad   to  the  ,/'/>/•//,,/•„//,//«  Independent;  and  in  his 
quality  of  .!/<//</>•/•  </>i  r«,-l<  r<itmi,/«. ,  \\ill  «-\j 

inyited  to  a  family  dinner  with  even  n  whose  d<>mi: 

he  honors  with  a  \i-it  during  his  tour. 

The  next  person  i-  —  but  hark  !    the  bell  f.  ,r  -' 
and.  shaking   Snook>.'s   hand   eordially,  N\  e  rush  on  to  ' 
waving    him    a    farewell    as    tin-    noMe    Mack    ship    cuts  keenly 
through  the  .Nimny  a/.ure  waters,  bearing  away  that  cargo  of 
JSnobs  outward  li»mnd. 


CHATTER  XXII. 

CONTINENTAL   SNOBBERY   CONTINUED. 

WE  are  accustomed  to  laugh  at  the  French  for  their  brag- 
gadocio propensities,  and  intolerable  vanity  about  la  France, 
la  gloire,   rKmperenr.    and   tin-  like;    and  \et  1   think   in  my 
heart  that  the    llnti>h  Snob,   for  conceit  and    self-Mii!ieiene\ 
and    lira-mart  ism   in  his  way,  is  without  a  parallel.     Tin 
always  something  uneasy  in  a  Frenchman's  conceit.     He  brags 
with  80  much  fury,  shrieking,  and  gesticulation:   \elis  out  so 
loudly  that  the  Krain;ais  i»  at  the  head  of  ei\  ili/ation,  the  <  • 
of  thought,  &c;  that  one  can't   luit  see  the  poor  fellow  has  a 
lurking  doubt  in  his  o\\  n   mind  that  he  is  not  the  \\ 
professes  to  be. 

About  the  P.ritish  Snob,  on  the  contrary,  tin-re  is  e.>min.,uly 
no  noise,  no  bluster,  but  the  calmness  of  profound  ••.•nvieii,,n. 
\Ve  are  better  than  all  the  world  ;  we  don't  question  tin;  opinion 
at  all;  it's  an  axiom.  And  when  a  Frenchman  bellows  out, 
-•  /  /  /•> -///•  .  M»mii<'tu\  In  France  est  a  la  tele  du  mondc  civilise! " 
we  laugh  good-naturedly  at  the  frantic  poor  devil.  We  are  the 
fust  eliop'of  the  world  :"  we  know  the  fact  so  well  in  our  secret 
hearts  that  a  claim  set  up  elsewhere  is  simply  hidicr-ms.  My 
dear  brother  reader,  say.  as  a  man  of  honor,  if  you  are  not  of 
thi-  opinion?  Do  you  think  a  Frenchman  your  equal?  You 
don't  — you  gallant'  British  Snob  — you  know  you  don't: 
more,  perhaps,  does  the  Snob  your  humble  servant,  brother. 

And   I  am  inclined  to  think  it  is  this  conviction,  and  the 
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consequent  bearing  <>f  the  Englishman  towards  the  foreigner 
whom  he  condescends  to  visit,  this  confidence  of  superiority 
which  holds  up  the  head  of  the  owner  of  every  English  hut-box 
from  Sicily  to  St.  Petersburg,  that  in;ikes  us  so  magnificently 
hated  througliout  Europe  us  we  are  ;  this  —  more  than  all  our 
little  victories,  and  of  which  many  Frenchmen  and  Spaniards 
have  never  heard  — this  .M mazing  and  indomitable  insular  pride, 
which,  animates  my  lord  in  his  travelling-carriage  as  well  as 
John  in  the  rumble. 

If  you  read  the  old  Chronicles  of  the  French  wars,  you  find 
precisely  the  same  character  of  the  Englishman,  and  Henry  VYs 
people  behaved  with  just  the  cool  domineering  manner  of 
our  gallant  veterans  of  France  and  the  Peninsula.  Did  you 
never  hear  Colonel  Cutler  and  Major  Slasher  talking  over  the 
war  after  dinner?  or  Captain  Boarder  describing  his  action  with 
the  "  Indomptable  ? "  "Hang  the  fellows,"  says  Boarder, 
"their  practice  was  very  good.  I  was  beat  off  three  times 
before  I  took  her."  "Cuss  those  carabineers  of  Milhaud's," 
says  Slasher,  "what  work  they  made  of  our  light  cavalry!  " 
implying  a  sort  of  surprise  that  the  Frenchman  should  stand 
up  against  Britons  at  all :  a  good-natured  wonder  that  the 
blind,  mad,  vain-glorious,  brave  poor  devils  should  actually 
have  the  courage  to  resist  an  Englishman.  Legions  of  such 
Englishmen  are  patronizing  Europe  at  this  moment,  being  kind 
to  the  Pope,  or  good-natured  to  the  King  of  Holland,  or  con 
descending  to  inspect  the  Prussian  reviews.  When  Nicholas 
came  here,  who  reviews  a  quarter  of  a  million  of  pairs  of  mous- 
taches to  his  breakfast  every  morning,  we  took  him  off  to  Wind- 
sor and  showed  him  two  whole  regiments  of  six  or  eight 
hundred  Britons  apiece,  with  an  air  as  much  as  to  say,  — 
"  There,  my  boy,  look  at  that.  Those  are  Englishmen,  those 
are,  and  }rour  master  whenever  you  please,"  as  the  nurser}* 
song  says.  The  British  Snob  is  long,  long  past  scepticism, 
and  can  afford  to  laugh  quite  good-humoredly  at  those  conceited 
Yankees,  or  besotted  little  Frenchmen,  who  set  up  as  models  of 
mankind.  They  forsooth ! 

I  have  been  led  into  these  remarks  by  listening  to  an  old 
fellow  at  the  Hotel  du  Nord,  at  Boulogne,  and  who  is  evidently 
of  the  Slasher  sort.  He  came  clown  and  Seated  himself  at  tin 
breakfast-table,  with  a  surly  scowl  on  his  salmon-colored  blood 
shot  face,  strangling  in  a  tight,  cross-barred  cravat ;  his  linei 
and  his  appointments  so  perfectly  stiff  and  spotless  that  every 
body  at  once  recognized  him  as  a  dear  countryman.  Only  oiu 
port- wine  and  other  admirable  institutions  could  have  produced 


Tin:   P.HOK  nl- 
ft  fiirure  so  insolent.  ><»  Miip  Mth-manhke.      At''- 
our  attention  was   call.  «l  1.)   him   by  hU  roaring  out,  in    a 
of  plethoric  I'm  v,  ••  <  '      ' 

Kverybody  turned  K.iind  at  tin-  ••<).''  eone.-ivim.:  tii- 
to  be,  as  his  eountenanee  denoted  him.  in  in:  .    l.iit  the 

waiters   knew    bett«  r.    ami    in-lead   of  In  and.    bi. 

tin-  ( 'oloiu-1  the   kettle.      "  <  )."  it  appears,  is  tin-  1 
water.      The  ( 'olonel  (though  h- 
speaks  tin-  l:mini:iL!V  nMiiarkaMy  \\«11.      Whilst    h«-  \\a»  ini; 

is  Mii.^iirj;  tea,  \\lii--li  wt-nt.   roiliiiLT  all,l  Lr,,rLrlinLr  down  his 
i!iroat,  ami  h  r  the  "  b  :alilt- 

ran,    :i   IVinid  jniin-il   him,    with  a   wi/riu-il    face    | 
l»iac-k  wiir.  evi'leiitly  a  (  <.l«.n.  I  | 

Tlu'  t\\o  wan :  .-LI  heads  at  « 

presently  joined  InvaUl'aM .  an«l  fill   h.to  .1   we 

Lad  liu-    ailv:int:i_LTi»   of  heariii'j;    a'"Mit    the   old    war,   n. 

-ant  eonj  to  tii'  n.  At,  \\hieh  they  0  i  im- 

minent.    They  i»sh:iM   the   l-'ren<  h    '  y  pooh-pooh* cl  tin- 

i  eommereial  maiine  ;   they  showed  how,  in  n  v 

1)«  a  ronlon  (•* ::  eor-loirj.  l.y "  )  of  steamers  along 

onr  eo;.-t.  ami  k-l»y .'  :i  iiiinnte  to  land  anywhere 

on  the  other  shore,  to  ^i<  e  the  French  as  good  a  thrashing  as 

\hey  <_rot  in  tin-  h^L  war,  l<  l»y    ."     In  fact,  a  mm1 

110:1;,  <>  veteran-  the  whole 

of  their  eon\er>ation. 

There  was  a  lYem-lnnaii  in  the  room,  hut  as  he  had  not  been 
:;l>ove  ten   vears  in   London,   of  course  he  did  not  M 
laniruap',    ami    lost    thr    benefit   of    the    eon\'er<:i 
()   my   conntn  '.  "  MU  I  I  to  myself,  "it's  no  wonder  thai 
-.>   In-loved  !      '  B  a    1'renehniHU,  how  I  would 

you  !  " 

That    l.rntal.    iirnorant,   peevish  bully  of  an   Kn.irlislnnan  is 
showing  hiiiist  If  in  cvrry  city  of  Knrope.     One  < 
creatures,  under  heaven.  Is.-  'iiplimj;  EktfOp 

shonlderinir  his  way  into  galleries  an  -tling 

into  palaces  with  his  buckram   uniform.      At  church  or  lh- 
irala  or  picture-nailery,  Jn's  face   ne\  -  ,      A  tln»;« 

liuhtful  sights   },:i-^  b, -fore  his   lilood-hot  <-\es,  an  1   don't    I 
him.     C'ounth'ss  brilliant  srrno  of  life  and  manners  are  nhown 
him.  but  never  move  him.     He  goes  to  church,  and  calls  the 
practices  there  degrading  and  superstitious  ;  as  if  hit  altar  was 
the  only  one  that  was  acceptable.  aller- 

ie-s.  ami  is  n\ore    i^i.orant   aimut  Art  than   a    ;  'lack. 

Art,    Nature   pass,   and  there   is   no  dot  of  aduriraliou  ill  liifl 


350  THE   BOOK   OF   SNOBS. 

stupid  eyes  ;  nothing  moves  him,  except  when  a  very  great  man 
comes  his  wa}r,  and  then  the  rigid,  prouu,  self-confident,  inflexi- 
ble British  Snob  can  be  as  humble  as  a  flunky  and  as  supple 
a*  A  harlequin. 


CHAFFER  XXIII. 

% 

ENGLISH    SNOBS    ON    THE    CONTINENT. 

''WHAT  is  the  use  of  Lord  Rosse's  telescope  ?"  my  friend 
Panwiski  exclaimed  the  other  day.  "  It  only  enables  you  to  see 
a  few  hundred  thousands  of  miles  farther.  What  were  thought 
to  be  mere  nebula*,  turn  out  to  be  most  perceivable  starry  sys- 
tems ;  and  beyond  these,  you  see  other  nebulae,  which  a  more 
powerful  glass  will  show  to  be  stars,  again  ;  and  so  they  go  on 
glittering  and  winking  away  into  eternity."  With  which  my 
friend  Pan,  heaving  a  great  sigh,  as  if  confessing  his  inabilit}'  to 
look  Infinity  in  the  face,  sank  back  resigned,  and  swallowed 
a  large  bumper  of  claret. 

I  (who  like  other  great  men,  have  but  one  idea)  thought  to 
myself,  that  as  the  stars  are,  so  are  the  Snobs  :  —  the  more  you 
gaze  upon  those  luminaries,  the  more  3-011  behold  —  now  nebu- 
lously congregated  —  now  faintly  distinguishable  —  now  bright- 
ly defined  —  until  they  twinkle  off  in  endless  blazes,  and  fade 
into  the  immeasurable  darkness.  I  am  but  as  a  child  playing 
on  the  sea-shore.  Some  telescopic  philosopher  will  arise  one 
day,  some  great  Snobonomer,  to  find  the  laws  of  the  great 
science  which  we  are  now  merely  playing  with,  and  to  define, 
and  settle,  and  classify  that  which  is  at  present  but  vague  theory, 
and  loose  though  elegant  assertion. 

Yes  :  a  single  eye  can  but  trace  a  very  few  and  simple  varie- 
ties of  the  enormous  universe  of  Snobs.  I  sometimes  think 
of  appealing  to  the  public,  and  calling  together  a  congress 
of  savans,  such  as  met  at  Southampton  —  each  to  bring  his 
contributions  and  read  his  paper  on  the  Great  Subject.  For 
what  can  a  single  poor  few  do,  even  with  the  subject  at  present 
in  hand  ?  English  Snobs  on  the  Continent  —  though  they  arc 
a  hundred  thousand  times  less  numerous  than  on  their  native 
island,  }Tet  even  these  few  are  too  many.  One  can  only  fix  a 
stray  one  here  and  there.  The  individuals  are  caught  —  the 
thousands  escape.  I  have  noted  down  but  three  whom  I  have 
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met  with  in  my  walk  this  morning  through  this  pleasant  marine 
eitv  <>f  l»«»iilo 

There   is   tin-    KirdNi    KalT  Snob.   ;  estomtiM/i 

and    fnfttirrts  ;    who    i  -    heard    vt-lliir_r.   "  \\        v,..u'l   -jo    home    lill 
morning  !  "  ami  .-lartliug  lli-'  midnight  <  '-lnM-.>  «.f  <|in«-t  (  <»nliiicii- 
tal   (owns  with   shriek-  of  KnglNi    -!airj.       1  ;,,     DOO8J   uii^li..iu 
wivtch  U  seen   hovering    round  quays  as  packets   anise, 
tippling   drams    in    inn    bars    where  II-     :    ..- 

uitli  sljinic   lamiliaritv  :    In-  an-l  hU  iikc  ij  : 

on   the  Continent.      Ilr   i>la\^  pool  at  tin-  l»il, 
;,    :unl    may    In-   sei'ii    '  at    canU   an-1   'lonniKK'S  of 

IIi>   siLCiiatiin-    i>   to   In-   >,-rii   "ii   i-omitli-ss   liilU  «>!' 
^c  :   it  licluii^'-'l  to  an  honoraM"  I'ainil 
forth"  Kn^lish  Kail'  m«»M  i»rol>al»l\  iM-iran  l>y  lu-iu^  a  Ljcntlriii:i!i. 
and  has  a  father  over  tin-   water  who  is  ashamed  to  ln-a 
naiiu'.       He.    has    cheated    the   old    ''governor"    repeatedly    in 
better   days,    and    swindled    his    >i^ters   of  their   portions, 
roblied   his  younger  brother-.      Now  he  is  living  on  his  \\ 
jointure:   she  is  hidden  away  In  lismal  garret,  patching 

shabby  finery  and   cobbling   'ip   old   clothes  for  lier  ehildren  — 
the  most  miserable  and  slatternly  of  women. 

Or  sometimes   the   poor  woman  and  her -laughters  go  about 
timidly,  giving  l.-ssons  in  Kn^lish  and  music,  or  do  embn>i 
and  work  under-hand,  to  purchase  the  means  for  the  pot-au-feu  ; 
while  Rail'  is  swai^eriiur  on  the  quay,  or  tossing  off  glass' 
eoiziiae  at   the  r.rfr.     The  unfortunate  creature  has  a  child  still 
year,  and  her  constant  hypocrisj-  is  to  try  and    make  l,,.r 
uirls  bclic-ve  that  their  lather  U  a  respectable  man,  and  to  hu 
him  out  of  the  way  when  the  brute  comes  home  drunk. 

Those  poor  ruined  souls  got  together  and  have  a  societ3*  of 
their  own,  the  which  it  is  ver3"  affecting  to  watch  —  those  tawdr3* 
net -s  at  irentility,  those  flims3*  attempts  at  ga3'et3*:  those 
woful  sallies:  that  jingling  old  piano;  oh,  it  makes  the  : 
sick  to  see  and  hear  them.  As  Mrs.  Raff,  with  her  company 
of  paL-  daughters,  irives  a  penny  tea  to  Mrs.  DiddU-r.  they  talk 
about  bygone  times  and  the  fine  societ3*  they  kept ;  and 
sine;  feeble  songs  out  of  tattered  old  music  books;  and  while 
engaged  in  this  sort  of  entertainment,  in  comes  Captain  Raff 
with  his  grea>y  hat  on  one  side,  and  straightway  the  whole 
of  the  dismal  room  reeks  with  a  mingled  odor  of  smoke  and 
spirits. 

Has  not  everybody  who  has  lived  abroad  met  Captain  Raff? 
His  name  is  proclaimed,  every  MOW  ;tii  1  then,  by  Mr.  Sherilfs 
Officer  Hemp ;  and  about  Boulogne,  and  Paris,  and  Brussels, 
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there  are  so  man}*  of  his  sort  thai  I  will  lay  a  wager  that  T  shall 
be  accused  of  gross  personality  for  showing  linn  up.  Man}'  a 
less  irreclaimable  villain  is  transported  ;  many  a,  more  honorable 
man  is  at  present  at  the  treadmill ;  and  although  we  are  the 
noblest,  greatest,  most  religious,  and  most  moral  people  in  the 
world,  I  would  still  like  to  know  where,  except  in  the  United 
Kingdom,  debts  are  a  matter  of  joke,  and  making  tradesmen 
4 '  suffer  "  a  sport  that  gentlemen  own  to?  It  is  dishonorable 
to  owe  money  in  France.  You  never  hear  people  in  other  parts 
of  Europe  brag  of  their  swindling ;  or  see  a  prison  in  a  large 
Continental  town  which  is  not  more  or  less  peopled  with  Eng- 
lish rogues. 

A  still  more  loathsome  and  dangerous  Snob  than  the  above 
transparent  and  passive  scamp,  is  frequent  on  the  continent  of 
Europe,  and  rny  young  Snob  friends  who  are  travelling  thither 
should  be  especially  warned  against  him.  Captain  Legg  is  a 
gentleman,  like  Karl',  though  perhaps  of  a  better  degree.  He 
has  robbed  his  family  too,  but  of  a  great  deal  more,  and  has 
boldly  dishonored  bills  for  thousands,  where  Raff  has  been 
boggling  over  the  clumsy  conveyance  of  a  ten-pound  note. 
Legg  is  always  at  the  best  inn,  with  the  finest  waistcoats  and 
moustaches,  or  tearing  about  in  the  flashiest  of  britzkas,  while 
poor  Raff  is  tipsifying  himself  with  spirits,  and  smoking  cheap 
tobacco.  It  is  amazing  to  think  that  Legg,  so  often  shown  up, 
and  known  everywhere,  is  flourishing  yet.  He  would  sink  into 
utter  ruin,  but  for  the  constant  and  ardent  love  of  gentility 
that  distinguishes  the  English  Snob.  There  is  man}'  a  young 
fellow  of  the  middle  classes  who  must  know  Legg  to  be  a  rogue 
and  a  cheat ;  and  yet  from  his  desire  to  be  in  the  fashion,  and 
his  admiration  of  tip-top  swells,  and  from  his  ambition  to  air 
himself  by  the  side  of  a  Lord's  son,  will  let  Legg  make  an  in- 
come out  of  him ;  content  to  pay,  so  long  as  he  can  enjoy  that 
society.  Many  a  worthy  father  of  a  family,  when  he  hears 
that  his  son  is  riding  about  with  Captain  Legg,  Lord  Levant's 
son,  is  rather  pleased  that  young  Hopeful  should  be  in  such 
good  company. 

Legg  and  his  friend,  Major  Macer,  make  professional  tours 
through  Europe,  and  are  to  be  found  at  the  right  places  at  the 
right  time.  Last  year  I  heard  how  my  young  acquaintance, 
Mr.  Muff,  from  Oxford,  going  to  see  a  little  life  at  a  Carnival 
ball  at  Paris,  was  accosted  by  an  Englishman  who  did  not 

know  a  word  of  the  d language,  and  hearing  Muff  speak 

it  so  admirably,  begged  him  to  interpret  to  a  waiter  with  whom 
there  was  a  dispute  about  refreshments.  1 1  was  quite  a  com- 
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fort,  the  stranuvr  nidi  •  honest    l.nulish   fare  ; 

Mull*  know  where  then 

two  went  to  -upper.  anil  who  ibould  e<,me  in.  of  all  ID 

world,  hut  .Major  Maeerr     And  10  I  luced  M  . 

so  there  came  on  a  little  intimae\  ,  ai 

Year  after  \  ear  BOOMS  of  Mull'-,  in  various  plac,- 

an-  victimi/ed  l.\   Le^  and   Macer.      Ti,. 

trick  of  seduction   >«>  entirely  old   and    < 

wonder  people  can  IM-  taUni    in   any  more  :    l-i,t  i- 

of  \  icr  and  licnliiilx    togetbei  •    innch    l\>\-    young 

.siml)s,  and  tlioM-  xiinj,I».   \oun^  Ni,-iinis  are  caught  fresh  r 

M:I\  .      'I'lioiiirli    it   is  only  to  IM-  kicked    and    . 

t'a-iiion.    your  true    British    Sm»li   \\ill    pmea(    h  •  the 

IP.  nor. 

1   need   not   allude   here   to   that   pi  nob, 

who    makes    desperate    eilurts    at    U-e<  .niiirj    Lotil  I     :i    the 

*ri-t-at  Continental  ari-toera.-N  .  >ueh  as  old  K1,  -Us.  tlu-  l.aktr,  wlio 
ha-  si-t   up  his  .juarters   in   the    l-'aiil)ourg  Saint   <  .   and 

will  receive  none   l»ut   (  arli-ts,  and  no  French  gentle  i 
the  rank  of  a  Marquis.      \\V  can  all  :^h  at  thtit  frllow'f 

pretensions  well  cnuu^h  —  we  who  tn-nil>le  lK?fort'  a  jrroat  man 
of  our  own   nation.       lint,   as  you   say.   n  v  lua\--   ..nd   1. 
John  Bull  of  a  Snol..  a  I-'reneh    Manjuis  of  tvent\  descents  is 

dillerent    IVoin   an    KnuiMi    I'eer  :    and    :i 

(.ennan  and  Italian  Fuei-t.  n  and  1'rineipi  awaken  the  -..m  ..f 
an  honest-minded  liriton.     I>ut  our  aristocracy  !  —  tha' 
different  matter.      The)   are  the  real  leaders  of  the  world  —  the 
real  old  original   and-no  mi-take  noliility.      Off  with  $  our  cap, 
ISnob  ;  down  oil  your  knees,  Suob,  and  truckle. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

ON   SOME   COUNTRY  SNOBS. 

TIRED  of  the  town,  where  the  sight  of  the  closed  shutters  of 

the  noltility.  mv  friends,  makes  my  heart  sick  in  my  walks; 
afraid  almo-t  to  sit  in  those  vast  Pall  Mall  solitudes,  the  Clubs, 
and  of  annoying  the  Club  waiters,  who  mi<;ht.  I  thought,  be 
iT'»in<r  to  shoot  in  the  country,  Imt  for  me.  I  ,!>•'•  >n  a 

l.rief  tour  in  the  provinces,  and  paying  some  visiu  in  the 
country  which  were  long  due. 
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My  first  visit  was  to  my  friend  Major  Ponto  (H.P.  of  the 
Horse  Marines),  in  Mangelwurzelshire.  The  Major,  in  his 
little  phaeton,  was  in  waiting  to  take  me  up  at  the  station. 
The  vehicle  was  not  certainly  splendid,  but  such  a  carriage  as 
would  accommodate  a  plain  man  (as  Ponto  said  he  was)  and  a 
numerous  family.  We  drove  by  beautiful  fresh  fields  and  given 
hedges,  through  a  cheerful  English  landscape  ;  the  high-road, 
as  smooth  and  trim  as  the  way  in  a  nobleman's  park,  \v:is 
charmingly  chequered  with  cool  shade  and  golden  sunshine. 
Rustics  in  snowy  smock-frocks  jerked  their  hats  off  smiling  as 
we  passed.  Children,  with  cheeks  as  red  as  the  apples'  in  the 
orchards,  bobbed  curtsies  to  us  at  the  cottage-doors.  Blue 
church  spires  rose  here  and  there  in  the  distance :  and  as  the 
buxom  gardener's  wife  opened  the  white  gate  at  the  Major's 
little  ivy-covered  lodge,  and  we  drove  through  the  neat  planta- 
tions of  firs  and  evergreens,  up  to  the  house,  my  bosom  felt  a 
joy  and  elation  which  I  thought  it  was  impossible  to  experience 
in  the  smoky  atmosphere  of  a  town.  "  Here,"  I  mentally  ex- 
claimed, "  is  all  peace,  plenty,  happiness.  Here,  I  shall  be 
rid  of  Snobs.  There  can  be  none  in  this  charming  Arcadian 
spot." 

Stripes,  the  Major's  man  (formerly  corporal  in  his  gallant 
corps),  received  my  portmanteau,  and  an  elegant  little  present, 
which  I  had  brought  from  town  as  a  peace-offering  to  Mrs. 
Ponto  ;  viz.,  a  cod  and  oysters  from  Grove's,  in  a  hamper  about 
the  size  of  a  coffin. 

Ponto's  house  ("The  Evergreens"  Mrs.  P.  has  christened 
it)  is  a  perfect  Paradise  of  a  place.  It  is  all  over  creepers, 
and  bow-windows,  and  verandas.  A  wavy  lawn  tumbles  up 
and  down  all  round  it,  with  flower-beds  of  wonderful  shapes,  and 
zigzag  gravel  walks,  and  beautiful  but  damp  shrubberies  of 
myrtles  and  glistening  laurestines,  which  have  procured  it  its 
change  of  name.  It  was  called  Little  Bullock's  Pound  in  old 
Doctor  Ponto's  time.  I  had  a  view  of  the  pretty  grounds,  and 
the  stable,  and  the  adjoining  village  and  church,  and  a  great 
park  be3rond,  from  the  windows  of  the  bedroom  whither  Ponto 
conducted  me.  It  was  the  yellow  bedroom,  the  freshest  and 
pleasantest  of  bedchambers  ;  the  air  was  fragrant  with  a  large 
bouquet  that  was  placed  on  the  writing-table ;  the  linen  was 
fragrant  with  the  lavender  in  which  it  had  been  laid  ;  the  chintz 
hangings  of  the  bed  and  the  big  sofa  were,  if  not  fragrant  with 
(lowers,  at  least  painted  all  over  with  them  ;  the  penwiper  on 
the  table  was  the  imitation  of  a  double  dahlia ;  and  there  was 
accommodation  for  my  watch  in  a  sunflower  on  tin  mantel-piece. 
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\      irlet-leafed  creeper  «-:iiin-  '-iifliii-  ..\,  r  the  windows,  through 

Which    the  SettiniT  silli    \,:is    poimil-j     :i    t1ni.<|   Q|    -..Meii    li'jh' 
\v:ts    :ill    flowers    and    fiv*liin-^.      <  >:i.    h.iw    unlike    tlm-e    I. hick 
chimney-pots    in    St.    All-an'-.    l'!:i      .    l.-.nd<>ii.   <.n    wliirh    these 
Weary  eyei  an-  accustomed  to  k> 

-•It  mii-t  l»e  all  happiii.  I.  tli  Hiring  my- 

self down  into  tin-  MIIII;  <W,/o ,  .  :ui<l  inhaling  Midi  a  ddiclOUS 
draught  of  country  air  as  all  the  millejleurt  of  Mr.  Atkinson's 
.•'hop  cannot  impart  to  any  tin-  nio-t  '-handker- 

chief. 

"Ni«  place,  i-n't  it?"  said  Ponto.  --^mct  an<l  nn 
tending.  I  like  rvi-rytliin.Lr  'jni'-t.  Y«»u'\v  U"t  lu«.njlit 
val«-t  with  yon'r  Stiipes  will  arran^t-  your  dressing  tilings;" 
and  that  functionary,  cntcrini:  at  the  same  time,  proceeded  to 
Lint  my  portmanteau,  and  to  lay  out  the  black  kerseymeres, 
M  the  rich  cut  vd\(  t  Genoa  waistcoat,"  the  white  choker,  and 
oilier  polite  articles  of  evening  costume,  with  great  gravity  and 
despatch.  k%  A  great  dinner-party,"  thinks  I  to  myself,  seeing 
these  preparations  (and  not,  perhaps,  displeased  at  the  idea 
that  some  of  the  best  people  in  the  neighborhood  were  coming 
to  ^-e  me).  "Hark,  there's  the  first  bell  ringing!"  said 
I'onfo.  moving  away;  and,  in  fact,  a  clamorous  harbinger  of 
victuals  In •^an  »langing  from  the  stable  turret,  and  announced 
the  airivoahle  fact  that  dinner  would  appear  in  half  an  hour. 
11  If  the  dinner  is  as  grand  as  the  dinner-bell,"  thought  I, 
"faith,  I'm  in  ^ood  quarters!"  and  had  leisure,  during  the 
half-hour's  interval,  not  only  to  advance  my  own  person  to  the 
utmo>t  polish  of  elegance  which  it  is  capable  of  receiving,  to 
admire  the  pediirive  of  the  Pontos  hanging  over  the  chim 
and  tlu'  1'onto  crest  and  arms  emMa/oned  on  the  wash-hand 
basin  and  juir,  )>ut  to  make  a  thousand  reflections  on  the  hap 
piness  of  a  country  life  --  upon  the  innocent  friendliness  and 
cordiality  of  rustic  intercourse  ;  and  to  sigh  for  an  opportunity 
of  ivtirin«r,  like  Ponto,  to  my  own  fields,  to  my  own  vine  and 
!i--tree,  with  a  placeii>  u\.>r  in  my  domus,  and  a  half-score  of 
sweet  young  pledges  of  affection  sporting  round  my  paternal 
knee. 

Clang !  At  the  end  of  the  thirty  minutes,  dinner-bell  number 
two  pealed  from  the  adjacent  turret.  I  hastened  down  stairs, 
c \peethur  to  find  a  score  of  healthy  country  folks  in  the  draw- 
i ;  -i  -  room.  There  was  only  one  person  there  ;  a  tall  and  Roman- 
nosed  lady,  irlUterinu:  over  with  bugles,  in  deep  mourning.  She 
.  advanced  two  steps,  made  a  majestic  curtsy,  during 
~hich  all  the  bugles  in  her  awful  head  dress  bepan  to  twiddle 
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and  quiver  —  and  then  said,  "  Mr.  Snob,  we  are  very  happy  to 
see  you  at  the  Kvrr<rivcns."  and  heaved  a  great  sigh. 

This,  then,  was  Mrs.  Major  Ponto ;  to  whom  making  my 
very  best  bow,  1  replied,  that  I  was  very  proud  to  make  her 
acquaintance-,  as  also  that  of  so  charming  a  place  as  the 
Evergreens. 

Another  sigh.  "  We  are  distantly  related,  Mr.  Snob," 
said  she,  shaking  her  melancholy  head.  "Poor  dear  Lord 
Rubadub !  " 

"Oh!"  said  I;  not  knowing  what  the  deuce  Mrs.  Major 
Ponto  meant. 

"  Major  Ponto  told  me  that  you  were  of  the  Leicestershire 
Snobs :  a  very  old  family,  and  related  to  Lord  Snobbington, 
who  married  Laura  Rubadub,  who  is  a  cousin  of  mine,  as  was 
her  poor  dear  father,  for  whom  we  are  mourning.  What  a 
seizure !  only  sixty-three,  and  apoplexy  quite  unknown  until 
now  in  our  family  !  In  life  we  are  in  death,  Mr.  Snob.  Does 
Lady  Snobbington  bear  the  deprivation  well  ?  " 

"Why  really,  ma'am,  I  —  I  don't  knpw,"  I  replied,  more 
and  more  confused. 

As  she  was  speaking  I  heard  a  sort  of  cloop,  by  which  well- 
known  sound  I  was  aware  that  somebody  was  opening  a  bottle 
of  wine,  and  Ponto  entered,  in  a  huge  white  neck-cloth,  and  a 
rather  shabb}T  black  suit. 

"My  love,"  Mrs.  Major  Ponto  said  to  her  husband,  "we 
were  talking  of  our  cousin  —  poor  dear  Lord  Rubadub.  His 
death  lias  placed  some  of  the  first  families  in  England  in  mourn- 
ing. Does  Lady  Rubadub  keep  the  house  in  Hill  Street,  do 
you  know  ?  " 

I  didn't  know,  but  I  said,  "  I  believe  she  does,"  at  a  venture  ; 
and,  looking  down  to  the  drawing-room  table,  saw  the  inevita- 
ble, abominable,  maniacal,  absurd,  disgusting  "  Peerage"  open 
on  the  table,  interleaved  with  annotations,  and  open  at  the 
article  "Snobbington." 

"  Dinner  is  served,"  says  Stripes,  flinging  open  the  door; 
and  I  gave  Mrs  Major  Ponto  my  arm. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

A   VISIT  TO   SOME   COUNTRY   SNOBS. 

OF  the  dinner  to  which  we  now  sat  down,  I  am  not  going  to 
be  a  seven-  critic.      Tin-  mahogany  I  hold  to  be  imi«! 
this  I  will  say,  that   1  j. 
it,  and  the  latter  was  the  wine  of  which  1 

the  il  cloop  "  just  before  dinner.     Nor  was  it  particularly  good 
of  its  kind  ;  however,  Mrs.  Major  Ponto  did  t  tly  know 

the  dilfeivnce,  for  she  called  the  liquor  Amontillado  during  the 
whole  of  the  repast,  and  drank   but  half  a  glare  •  ^'iug 

the  rot  for  the  Major  and  li 

Stripes  was  in  the  livery  of  the  Ponto  family  —  a  tliought 
shabby,  but  gorgeous  in  the  extreme  —  lots  of  magnificent 
worsted  lace,  and  livery  buttons  of  a  very  notable  size.  The 
hoii'M  fellow's  hands,  I  remarked,  were  very  large  and  bl 
and  a  fine  odor  of  the  stable  was  wailed  about  the  room  as  he 
moved  to  and  fro  in  his  ministration  I  should  have  preferred 
a  clean  maid-servant,  but  the  sensations  of  Londoners  are  too 
acute  perhaps  on  these  subjects;  and  a  faithful  John,  after  all, 
is  more  genteel. 

From  the  circumstance  of  the  dinner  being  composed  of 
pig's-head  mock-turtle  soup,  of  pig's  fry  and  roast  ribs  of  pork, 
I  am  led  to  imagine  that  one  of  Ponto's  bla< •!. 
been  sacrificed  a  short  time  previous  to  my  visit.  It  was  an 
excellent  and  comfortable  repast;  only  there  wot  rather  a 
sameness  in  it,  certainlv.  I  made  a  similar  remark  the  ner* 
day. 

During  the  dinner  Mrs.  Ponto  asked  me  many  questions  re- 
garding the  nobility,  my  relatives.  M  When  Lady  Angelina 
Skeggs  would  come  out;  and  if  the  countess  her  mamma** 
(this  was  said  with  much  archness  and  he-!  >till  wore 

that  extraordinary  purple  hair-dj'e?"  M  Wln-iln-r  my  Lord 
Guttlebury  kept,  besides  his  French  chef,  and  an  English 
cordon-i>leu  for  the  roasts,  an  Italian  for  the  confer 
44  Who  attended  at  Lady  Clapperclaw's  conversazioni?"  and 
4 •  whether  Sir  John  Champignon's  'Thursday  Mornings'  were 
pleasant  ?  "  "Was  it  true  that  Lady  Carabas,  wanting  to 
pawn  her  diamonds,  found  that  they  were  paste,  and  that  the 
Marquis  had  dispos.  d  of  them  beforeh:.  How  was  it 
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that  Snuffin,  the  great  tobacco-merchant,  broke  off  the  mar- 
riage which  was  on  the  tapis  between  him  and  their  second 
daughter ;  and  was  it  true  that  a  mulatto  lady  came  over  from 
the  Havana  and  forbade  the  match?" 

"•  Upon  1113-  word,  Madam,"  I  had  begun,  and  was  going  on 
to  say  that  I  didn't  know  one  word  about  all  these  matters 
which  seemed  so  to  interest  Mrs.  Major  Ponto,  when  the 
Major,  giving  me  a  tread  or  stamp  with  his  large  foot  under 
the  table,  said  — 

k>Come,  come,  Snob  my  boy,  we  are  all  tiled,  you  know. 
We  know  you're  one  of  the  fashionable  people  about  town :  we 
saw  your  name  at  Lady  Clapperclaw's  soirees,  and  the  Cham- 
pignon breakfasts ;  and  as  for  the  Kubadubs,  of  course,  as 
relations  —  " 

14  Oh,  of  course,  I  dine  there  twice  a- week,"  I  said;  and 
then  I  remembered  that  my  cousin,  Humphry  Snob,  of  the 
Middle  Temple,  is  a  great  frequenter  of  genteel  societies,  and 
to  have  seen  his  name  in  the  Morning  Post  at  the  tag-end  of 
several  party  lists.  So,  taking  the  hint,  I  am  ashamed  to  say 
I  indulged  Mrs.  Major  Ponto  with  a  deal  of  information  about 
the  first  families  in  England,  such  as  would  astonish  those 
great  personages  if  they  knew  it.  I  described  to  her  most  accu- 
rately the  three  reigning  beauties  of  last  season  at  Almack's : 

told  her  in  confidence  that  his  Grace  the  D of  W was 

going  to  be  married  the  da}'  after  his  Statue  was  put  up  ;  that 

his  Grace  the  D of  D was  also  about  to  lead  the 

fourth  daughter  of  the  Archduke  Stephen  to  the  hymeneal  altar : 
—  and  talked  to  her,  in  a  word,  just  in  the  style  of  Mrs.  Gore's 
last  fashionable  novel. 

Mrs.  Major  was  quite  fascinated  by  this  brilliant  conversa- 
tion. She  began  to  trot  out  scraps  of  French,  just  for  all  the 
world  as  they  do  in  the  novels ;  and  kissed  her  hand  to  me 
quite  graciously,  telling  me  to  come  soon  to  caffy,  ung  pu  de  Mw- 
sick  o  salong  —  with  which  she  tripped  off  like  an  elderly  fairy. 

"  Shall  I  open  a  bottle  of  port,  or  do  you  ever  drink  such  a 
thing  as  Hollands  and  water?"  says  Ponto,  looking  ruefully  at 
me.  This  was  a  very  different  style  of  thing  to  what  I  had 
been  led  to  expect  from  him  at  our  smoking-room  at  the  Club : 
where  he  swaggers  about  his  horses  and  his  cellar :  and  slapping 
me  on  the  shoulder  used  to  say,  "  Come  down  to  Mangelwur- 
zelshire,  Snob  my  boy,  and  I'll  give  you  as  good  a  day's  shoot- 
ing and  as  good  a  glass  of  claret  as  any  in  the  county."  — 
"Well,"  I  said,  k' I  liked  Hollands  much  better  than  port, 
and  gin  even  better  than  Hollands."  This  was  lucky.  It 
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teas  gin  ;  and  Strip:--  hn»ii'_rhf  in  hot  water.  .n  n  -pl,-udid  plat,   ! 
'.ray. 

The  Jingling  of  a  harp  and  piano  -><>«>n  announced  that  Mr- 

I'oilto's   uii'j  fn   '/'      I///.S/V/'  Ii:i<i  e-.inmeneed.    and   111--   Mlidl  «.I 
stahle  :iLr:iin  entering  tin-  diniir_:-n  ..  MIL  in  tin-  , 
summoned    u^   to  »•»:////   ami   the    little   QOQOert,      Mie    he<  -knu,  .1 
me  with  a  winning  smilr  t<>  tin1  ><>!'a.  on  which  *he  made  room 
lor  me,  ami  where  we  could  comiuaml  a  tine  view  of  tin-  1 
of  tin-  voimir  bulics  who  \\viv  [u>rforming  the  musical  . 
incut.      \'cry  l»rna«l   hacks   they  were  too,   strictly  according  to 
the  present  mode,  tor  crinoline  or  its  substitutes  la  not  an  ex- 
pensive  luxury,  and  young  people  in  tin-  country  can  afford  to 
he  iii    the    fashion    at  very  trilling  charge-  Kuiil\    1'onto 

at  111-    piano,  and  her  sister   Maria  at  that  somewhat    e\pl< 
instrument,  the  ha;  p.  wen-  in  light  blue  GJ  'hat  looked  all 

flounce,  and  spread  out  like  Mr.  Green's  balloon  when  intl 

'•  UriHiant   touch   Kinily  has  —  what  a  lino  arm  Ma; 
Mi-.  1'onto  remarked    gnod-natrnvdly.  pointing  out  the   in- 
of  her  daughters,  and  waving  her  own  arm  in  such  a  way  as  to 
show  that  >he  was  not  a  little  satisfied  with  the  beaut 
UK  ml.*  i  .      I  ohst  r\  (  (1  she  had  about  nine  bracelets  and  bangles, 
consist  inir  of  rhains  and  padlocks,  the  Major's  miniature,  and 
a  variety  <>f  IT:I-,S  serpents  with  fiery  ruby  or  tender  tunj 

writhing  up  to  her  elbow  almost,  in  the  most  profuse 
contortion*. 

"  You  recouiiixo  those  ix)lkas  ?    They  were  playednt  DON 
-hire  II,  .use  on  the  23rd  of  July,  the  day  of  the  grand  ; 
s'(,  i  SMi,i   yes  —  I  knew  'em  quite  intimately;  and  began  wag- 
«rin«r  my  h<  ad  as  if  in  acknowledgment  of  those  old  friends. 

\\hen  the  performance  was  concluded,  I  had  tin-  felicity  of 
a  presentation  and  conversation  with  the  two  tall  and  scraggy 
Mi^s  Poutos;  and  Miss  Wirt,  the  governess,  sat  down  to  en- 
tertain us  with  variations  on  "  Si,  h  a  get  tin'  up  Stairs."  They 
w-'iv  determined  to  he  in  the  fashion. 

For  the  performance  of  the  "  Gettin'  ii|  [  have  no 

other  name  hut  that  it  wa>  a  sdmner.  First  Miss  Wirt,  with 
t  deliberation.  pla\,-d  the  oriurinal  and  beautiful  melody, 
cuttiu<_L  it.  as  it  were,  out  of  the  instrument  and  firing  off  each 
note  10  loud,  dear,  and  sharp,  that  I  am  sure  Stripes  must 
have  heard  it  in  the  stable. 

•  What  a  finger!"  says  Mrs.  Ponto;  and  indeed  it  wot  a 
finder,  as  knotted  as  a  turkey's  drumstick,  and  splaying  all 
over  the  piano.  When  she  had  banged  out  the  tune  slowly, 
she  began  a  different  manner  of  "  Gettin'  up  Stairs,"  and  did 
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so  with  a  fury  and  swiftness  quite  incredible.  She  spun  up 
stairs ;  she  whirled  up  stairs ;  she  galloped  up  stairs ;  she 
rattled  up  stairs ;  and  then  having  got  the  tune  to  the  to[i 
landing,  as  it  were,  she  hurled  it  down  again  shrieking  to  the 
bottom  floor,  where  it  sank  in  a  crash  as  if  exhausted  by  the 
breathless  rapidity  of  the  descent.  Then  Miss  Wirt  played 
the  "Gettin*  up  Stairs"  with  the  most  pathetic  and  ravishing 
solemnity :  plaintive  moans  and  sobs  issued  from  the  keys  — 
you  wept  and  trembled  as  you  were  gettin'  up  stairs.  Miss 
Wirt's  hands  seemed  to  faint  and  wail  and  die  in  variations : 
again,  and  she  went  up  with  a  savage  clang  and  rush  of  trumpets, 
as  if  Miss  Wirt  was  storming  a  breach ;  and  although  I  knew 
nothing  of  music,  as  I  sat  and  listened  with  my  mouth  open  to 
this  wonderful  displa}7",  my  caffy  grew  cold,  and  I  wondered  the 
windows  did  not  crack  and  the  chandelier  start  out  of  the  beam 
at  the  sound  of  this  earthquake  of  a  piece  of  music. 

44  Glorious  creature!  Isn't  she?"  said  Mrs.  Ponto. 
"  Squirtz's  favorite  pupil  —  inestimable  to  have  such  a  creature. 
Lady  Carabas  would  give  her  eyes  for  her !  A  prodigy  of 
accomplishments  !  Thank  }'ou,  Miss  Wirt !  "  —  and  the  young 
ladies  gave  a  heave  and  a  gasp  of  admiration  —  a  deep-breath- 
ing  gushing  sound,  such  as  you  hear  at  church  when  the  sermon 
comes  to  a  full  stop. 

Miss  Wirt  put  her  two  great  double-knuckled  hands  round  a 
waist  of  her  two  pupils,  and  said,  "  My  dear  children,  I  hope 
you  will  be  able  to  play  it  soon  as  well  as  }T>ur  poor  little 
governess.  When  I  lived  with  the  Dunsinanes,  it  was  the 
dear  Duchess's  favorite,  and  Lady  Barbara  and  Lady  Jane 
McBeth  learned  it.  It  was  while  hearing  Jane  play  that,  I  re- 
member, that  dear  Lord  Castletoddy  first  fell  in  love  with  her? 
and  though  he  is  but  an  Irish  Peer,  with  not  more  than  fifteen 
thousand  a  year,  I  persuaded  Jane  to  have  him.  Do  you  know 
Castletoddy,  Mr.  Snob? — round  towers  —  sweet  place  — County 
Mayo.  Old  Lord  Castletoddy  (the  present  Lord  was  then 
Lord  Inishowan)  was  a  most  eccentric  old  man  —  they  say  he 
was  mad.  I  heard  his  Royal  Highness  the  poor  dear  Duke  of 
Sussex — (such  a  man,  my  dears,  but  alas  !  addicted  to  smok- 
ing!) —  I  heard  his  Royal  Highness  say  to  the  Marquis  of 
Anglesea,  4 1  am  sure  Castletoddy  is  mad  ! '  but  Inishowan 
wasn't  in  marrying  my  sweet  Jane,  though  the  dear  child  had 
but  her  ten  thousand  pounds  pour  tout  potage  !  " 

44  Most  invaluable  person,"  whispered  Mrs.  Major  Ponto  to 
me.  ''Has  lived  in  the  very  highest  society:"  and  I,  who 
have  been  accustomed  to  see  governesses  bullied  in  the  world, 
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was  delighted  to  find  this  on,-  ruling  tin-  roast,  and  to  think 
that  even  tin.'  majestic  Mr-.   1'onlo  U-ut  U-forv  her. 

As  for  my  pipe,  '   once.       I  ha 

a  word   to   say  against    :i   \\onian    who  \\as    intimate  with    . 
Duchess   in    tin-    Ked    1'x.ok.      She  \\  ros.  hud.  hut 

hud  heeii    near   it.      She   had   ruMied   >h-  .   ih   tin-  g] 

and  about  these  we  talked  all  th<  mcr-^ant  l\  .  and  I 

tin-  fashions,  and  about  tin-  Court,  until  1-edt ime  came. 

••Ami    arc    there    Snol.s    in    this    Ely>ium  :  "    1    -  \  claimed, 
jumping    into    the    lavender-perfumed    bed.       Ponto's    snoring 
from  thu  ueighboring  bedroom  iu  reply. 


CHAPTER  XXVL 

ON  SOME  COUNTRY  SNOBS. 

like  a  journal  of  the  proceedings  of  the  Ever- 

<rre<  'us  may  he  interesting  to  those  foreign  readers  of  Pimn, 
want  to  know  thecustom^  of  an  Knirlish  irentleman'-  tainil\ 
household.     Th.  n  >  plenty  of  time  to  keep  the  Journal.    Piano- 
drumming  begins  at  six  o'clock    in   the   morning;   it  lasts  till 
lucakfast,  with  but  a  minute's  intermission,  when  the  instru- 
ment <  hanirt  s  hands,  and  Miss  Emily  practises  in  place  of  her 
Mstcr  Miss  Maria. 

In  fact,  the  confounded  instrument  never  stops:  when  the 
voting  hidies  are  at  their  lessons,  Miss  AVirt  hammers  away  at 
tho<e  stunning  variations,  and  keeps  her  magnificent  ftng- 
6X1  tvise. 


Lrre:it  creatun'  in  what  other  branches  of  < 
tion  she  instructed  her  pupils?  "  The  modern  languages,"  says 
she  modestly:  "French,  German.  Spanish,  and  Italian.  Latin 
and  the  rudiments  of  <;  reek  if  desired.  Knglish  of  course  :  the 
practice  of  Klocntion,  (  ieo^rajihy.  and  Astronomy,  and  the  Use 
of  the  (Ilohes.  A  1-  el.  ra  (l>iit  only  as  f  dratic  e<|iiati«)ns)  ' 

for  a  poor  iirnorant  female,  you  know.  Mr.  Snob,  cannot  be  ex- 

d  to  know  everything.  Ancient  nnd  Modern  11 
XOIIIIL:  woman  can  be  without;  and  of  these  I  make  n 
pupils  perfect  mistresses.  Botany.  <  and  Mineralogy, 

1  consider'  as  amusements.      And  with  these   I   assure  you  jre 
manage  to  pass  the  days  at  the  Evergreens  not  unpleasantly." 


362  THE  BOOK  OF  SNOBS. 

Only  these,  thought  I  —  what  an  education!  But  I  looked 
in  one  of  Miss  Ponto's  manuscript  song-books  and  found  five 
faults  of  French  in  four  words  :  and  in  a  waggish  mood  asking 
Miss  Wirt  whether  Dante  Algiery  was  so-called  because  he  was 
born  at  Algiers,  received  a  smiling  answer  in  the  affirmative, 
which  made  me  rather  doubt  about  the  accuracy  of  Miss  Will's 
knowledge. 

When  the  above  little  morning  occupations  are  concluded, 
these  unfortunate  young  women  perform  what  they  call  Calis- 
thenic  Exercises  in  the  garden.  I  saw  them  to-da}r,  without 
any  crinoline,  pulling  the  garden-roller. 

Dear  Mrs.  Ponto  was  in  the  garden  too,  and  as  limp  as  her 
daughters ;  in  a  faded  bandeau  of  hair,  in  a  battered  bonnet, 
in  a  holland  pinafore,  in  pattens,  on  a  broken  chair,  snipping 
leaves  off  a  vine.  Mrs.  Ponto  measures  many  yards  about  in 
an  evening.  Ye  heavens !  what  a  guy  she  is  in  that  skeleton 
morning-costume  ! 

Besides  Stripes,  they  keep  a  boy  called  Thomas  or  Tummus. 
Tummus  works  in  the  garden  or  about  the  pigsty  and  stable ; 
Thomas  wears  a  page's  costume  of  eruptive  buttons. 

When  anybody  calls,  and  Stripes  is  out  of  the  way,  Tum- 
mus flings  himself  like  mad  into  Thomas's  clothes,  and  comes 
out  metamorphosed  like  Harlequin  in  the  pantomime.  To-claj*, 
as  Mrs.  P.  was  cutting  the  grape-vine,  as  the  3'oung  ladies  were 
at  the  roller,  down  comes  Tummus  like  a  roaring  whirlwind, 
with  "  Missus,  Missus,  there's  compan}'  coomin' ! "  Away  skurry 
the  young  ladies  from  the  roller,  down  comes  Mrs.  P.  from  the 
old  chair,  off  flies  Tummus  to  change  his  clothes,  and  in  an  in- 
credibly short  space  of  time  Sir  John  Hawbuck,  my  Lady  Haw- 
buck, and  Master  Hugh  Hawbuck  are  introduced  into  the 
garden  with  brazen  effrontery  by  Thomas,  who  says,  "Please 
Sir  Jan  and  my  Lady  to  walk  this  year  way :  1  know  Missus  is 
in  the  rose-garden." 

And  there,  sure  enough,  she  was ! 

In  a  pretty  little  garden  bonnet,  with  beautiful  curling  ring- 
lets, with  the  smartest  of  aprons  and  the  freshest  of  pearl- 
colored  gloves,  this  amazing  woman  was  in  the  arms  of  her 
dearest  Lady  Hawbuck.  "  Dearest  Lady  Hawbuck,  how  good 
of  yon !  Always  among  my  flowers !  can't  live  away  from 
them  !  " 

41  Sweets  to  the  sweet !  hum  —  a-ha  —  haw  !  "  says  Sir  John 
Hawbuck,  who  piques  himself  on  his  gallantry,  and  says  noth- 
ing without  "  a-hum  —  a-ha  —  a-haw !  " 
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"  Wheroth  yaw  pinnafaw  •  •rlTujih.      "  W«  thaw 

you  in  it.  over  the  wall,  didn't   w.-.   ! 

••  Mum  a-ha-  —  :i-haw  :  "  bur-t  out  sjr  .|,,hn.  drendfully 
alarmed.  ••  \\'h- -re'-  Ronto!  Why  wa-n't  he  at  <^uart«-r  S«--- 
sions?  How  are  hi-  birds  this  year,  Mr-  '  •  — have  those 
Carabas  pheasant-  d«»nc  any  harm  to  \.>ur  wheat?  a-hum  —  a- 
ha  —  a-huw  !  "  and  all  this  while  he  was  making  the  most  I 
cious  and  desperate  -i-_rnal-  to  hi-  youthful  h- 

••  Well,  she  //•'////  in  her  pinuafaw,  wathn't  she,  Ma?"  says 
HuLih.  <|iiite  unabashed:  which  «|iiestion  l.ady  Hawbuck  turned 
away  with  a  sudden  <|iiery  r  : ng  daughters, 

and  the  enfant  terrible  was  removed  by  his  father. 

44 1  hope  you   weren't  disturbed   by   the   music?"    Ponto 

••  My  i^irls,  you  know,  practise  four  hours  a  day,  you 

know  —  must  do  it,  you  know  —  absolutely  necessary.     As  for 

me,  you  know  I'm  an  early  man.  and  in  my  farm  every  morning 

at  live  —  no,  no  laziness  for  me." 

The  facts  are  these.  Ponto  goes  to  sleep  directly  after 
dinner  on  entering  the  drawing-room,  and  wakes  up  when  the 
ladies  leave  off  practice  at  ten.  From  seven  till  ten,  and  from 
ten  till  five,  is  a  very  fair  allowance  of  slum'  man  who 

Mjl  he's  not  a  lazy  man.  It  is  my  private  opinion  that  when 
1'onto  retires  to  what  is  called  his  "  Study,"  he  sleeps  too.  He 
himself  up  there  daily  two  hours  with  the  new -paper. 


I  saw  the  Hawbuck  scene  out  of  the  Study,  which 
the  garden.      It's  a  curious  object,  that  Study.     1'onto's  library 
mostly  consists  of  boots.     He  and  Stripes  have  important  i 
vie\\>  here  of  mornings,  when  the  potatoes  at  ff  the 

fate  of  the  calf  ordained,  orsentence  passed  on  th.  All 

the  Major's  hills  are  docketed  on  the  Study  table  and 
like    a    lawyer's    briefs.      Hen-,   too.    lie    di-playcd    i. 
knives,  and  other  ^ardenin^  irons,  his  whistles,   and  strings  of 
spare  buttons.     lie  has  a  drawer  of  endless  brown  paper  lor 
parcels,   and  another  containing  a  prodigious  and  n. -ver- failing 
supply  of  string.      What  a  man   can  want  with    s..  many  gig- 
whips  I    can    never    conceive.     These,    and    fishing-rods,  and 
landinir-nets.  and  spurs,  and  boot-trees,  and  balls  for  h" 
and  surgical  implements  for  the  same,  and  favorite  poN  of  shiny 
1  lacking,  with  which  he  paints  his  own  shoes  in  the  most  ele- 
gant, manner,  and  bm-k<kin  uloves  stretched  out  on  their  trees, 
:md  his  gorget,  sash,  and  Btabre  of  the  II"! -e  Marines,  with    hi- 
boot-hooks  underneath  in  a  trophy,    and   the  family   metl 


364  THE  BOOK  OF  SNOBS. 

chest,  and  in  a  corner  the  very  rod  with  which  he  nsed  to  whip 
his  son,  Wellesley  Ponto,  when  a  boy  (Wellesley  never  entered 
foe  "Study"  but  for  that  awful  purpose) — all  these,  with 
"  Mogg's  Road  Book,"  the  Gardeners'  Chronicle,  and  a  back- 
gammon-board, form  the  Major's  library.  Under  the  trophy 
there's  a  picture  of  Mrs.  Ponto,  in  a  light  blue  dress  and  train, 
and  no  waist,  when  she  was  first  married ;  a  fox's  brush  lies 
over  the  frame,  and  serves  to  keep  the  dust  off  that  work 
of  art. 

"  My  librae's  small,"  says  Ponto,  with  the  most  amazing 
impudence,  "  but  well  selected,  my  boy  —  well  selected.  I  have 
been  reading  the  '  History  of  England*  all  the  morning." 


CHAPTER  XXVH. 

A.  VISIT  TO   SOME   COUNTRY   SNOBS. 

WE  had  the  fish,  which,  as  the  kind  reader  may  remember, 
I  had  brought  down  in  a  delicate  attention  to  Mrs.  Ponto,  to 
variegate  the  repast  of  next  day  ;  and  cod  and  oyster-sauce, 
twice  laid,  salt  cod  and  scalloped  oysters,  formed  parts  of  the 
bill  of  fare  until  I  began  to  fancy  that  the  Ponto  family,  like 
our  late  revered  monarch  George  II.,  had  a  fane}'  for  stale 
fish.  And  about  this  time,  the  pig  being  consumed,  we  began 
upon  a  sheep. 

But  how  shall  I  forget  the  solemn  splendor  of  a  second 
course,  which  was  served  up  in  great  state  by  Stripes  in  a 
silver  dish  and  cover,  a  napkin  twisted  round  his  dirty  thumbs  ; 
and  consisted  of  a  landrail,  not  much  bigger  than  a  corpulent 
sparrow. 

'"  My  love,  will  you  take  any  game?"  says  Ponto,  with  pro- 
digious gravity ;  and  stuck  his  fork  into  that  little  mouthful  of 
an  island  in  the  silver  sea.  Stripes,  too,  at  intervals,  dribbled 
out  the  Marsala  with  a  solemnity  which  would  have  done  honor 
to  a  Duke's  butler.  The  Barmecide's  dinner  to  Shacabac  was 
only  one  degree  removed  from  these  solemn  banquets. 

As  there  were  plenty  of  pretty  country  places  close  by ;  a 
comfortable  country  town,  with  good  houses  of  gentlefolks  ;  a 
beautiful  old  parsonage,  closo  to  the  church  whither  we  went 
(and  where  the  Carabas  family  have  their  ancestral  carved  and 
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monnmented  C.othic  pew  i,  and  ;>jK?aranoe  of  good  so- 

ciety   in    tin-    neighborhood,    I     rather    \vondend    \\«-    w.-n-    not 
enlivened  liy  tlie  appearance  of  -.  >me  of  the  neighbors  at 

reens,  and  a>ked  aliout  tin-in. 

M  We  can't  in  our  position  of  lit*.-  —  we  can't  well  associate 
with  the   attorney's   family,   us    I    Icavt  you  to  suppose,"  said 
Mrs.    Ponto,    confidentially.      ••<)('   coin 
though  I  didn't  know  why.      ••  And  tin    i  -:iid  I. 

44  A  moM  excellent  worthy  civat  ure/'  says  Mrs.  P.;  **  sn\ 
Maria's   lite  —  really  a,  learned    man:    l.nt    what    .  -an   MM 
one'-  position?      One  may  a-k  Dtte'l  medical  man  to  one's  table 
certainly:    but  his  family,  my  dear  .Mr.  Sn«.J»:" 

••  Haifa  <lo/.en   little'  ijall'ipots,"   interposed  Miss  M 
eovernos:  "he,  he,  he!"  and  the  young  ladies  laughed   in 
chorus. 

11  We  only  live  with  the  comity  families,"  Miss  Wirt*  con- 
tinued. tossing  up  her  head.  -The  Duke  is  abroad:  we  are 
at  feud  with  the  Carahases;  the  Ringwoods  don't  come  down 
till  Christmas:  in  fact,  nobody's  here  till  the  hunting-season 
—  positively  nobody." 

-  Whose  is  the  large  red  house  just  outside  of  the  town?" 
"  What  !  the  chateau  calicot?  he,  he.  he  !  That  purse-proud 
cx-linendi.-iper,  Mr.  Yardloy,  with  the  yellow  liveries,  and  the 
wife  iii  red  velvet?  How  can  von.  my  dear  Mr.  Snob,  be  so 
satiri.-al?  The  impertinence  of  those  people  is  really  some- 
thinu:  (juite  overwhelming." 

\\.11,    then,    there   is   the    parson,    Doctor  Chrysostom. 
He's  a  gentleman,  at  any  ' 

At  this  Mrs.  Ponto  looked  at  Miss  Wirt.     After  Jheir  eye* 
had  met  and  they  had  wagged  their  heads  at  each  ..tl..  : 
looki-d   up  to  the  ceilinir.     So  did   the  young   lad 
thnllcd.     It  was  evident  I  had  said  something  very  terrible. 
Another  black  sheep  iu  the  Church?  thought  I,  with  a 
sorrow;   for  I  don't  eare  to  own  that   I  have  a  respect  for  the 
cloth.     "  I  —  I  hope  there's  nothing  wrong?  " 


*  I  have  since  heard  that  this  aristocratic  lady's  father  was  a 

bntton  -m:ik.T  in  St.  Martin's  Lane:  wlim-  lu-  im>l  w.th  mufortuiiM.  anc 
his  daughter  ai-qnin,!  Her  taste  for  h.-raldry.      »ut  it  njjbttold 
m-dit,  that  oat  of  her  earnings  she  has  k,-pt  th«-  b0<Mdta  old  k»nkruP< 
in  er.'nt  ro.nfort  :••:  =it   I'.-ntonvill..  ;  and  turm-lu-.l  her  b 

outfit  for  th-  rad.-tship  wlu.-h  her  patm  -v.KKh-birele,  gye  h*r 

wi..-n  hi-  was  at   the   K..:ird  ,,f  Ccmtrol.      I  havi.  tins  mtonnation  fron 
friend.     To  hear  Miss  Wirt  herself,  you  would  fancy  thfjer  P*P^  w»j 
Rotlwi-hil.l.  and  that  the  markets  of  Europe  were  convulsed  when  h< 
into  the  (hwttr. 
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"Wrong?"  says  Mrs.  P.,  clasping  her  hands  with  a  tragic 
air. 

"  Oh !  "  says  Miss  Wirt,  and  the  two  girls,  gasping  in 
chorus. 

"Well,"  says  I,  "  I'm  very  sorry  for  it.  I  never  saw  a 
nicer-looking  old  gentleman,  or  a  better  school,  or  heard  a 
better  sermon." 

"  He  used  to  preach  those  sermons  in  a  surplice,"  hissed  out 
Mrs.  Ponto.  "  He's  a  Puseyite,  Mr.  Snob." 

"  Heaventy  powers !  "  saj's  I,  admiring  the  pure  ardor  of 
these  female  theologians  ;  and  Stripes  came  in  with  the  tea. 
It's  so  weak  that  no  wonder  Ponto's  sleep  isn't  disturbed 
by  it. 

Of  mornings  we  used  to  go  out  shooting.  We  had  Ponto's 
own  fields  to  sport  over  (where  we  got  the  fieldfare),  and  the 
non-preserved  part  of  the  Hawbuck  property  :  and  one  evening 
in  a  stubble  of  Ponto's  skirting  the  Carabas  woods,  we  got 
among  some  pheasants,  and  had  some  real  sport.  I  shot  a 
hen,  I  know,  greatly  to  my  delight.  "Bag  it,"  says  Ponto, 
in  rather  a  hurried  manner:  "here's  somebody  coming."  So 
I  pocketed  the  bird. 

"  You  infernal  poaching  thieves  !  "  roars  out  a  man  from  the 
hedge  in  the  garb  of  a  gamekeeper.  "  I  wish  T  could  catch 
you  on  this  side  of  the  hedge.  I'd  put  a  brace  of  barrels  into 
you,  that  I  would." 

"Curse  that  Snapper,"  says  Ponto,  moving  off;  "he's 
always  watching  me  like  a  spy." 

"  Carry  off  the  birds,  you  sneaks,  and  sell  'em  in  London," 
roars  the  individual,  who  it  appears  was  a  keeper  of  Lord 
Carabas.  "  You'll  get  six  shillings  a  brace  for  'em." 

"  You  know  the  price  of  'em  well  enough,  and  so  does  your 
master  too,  you  scoundrel,"  says  Ponto,  still  retreating. 

"  We  kills  'em  on  our  ground,"  cries  Mr.  Snapper.  "  We 
don't  set  traps  for  other  people's  birds.  We're  no  deco}'  ducks. 
We're  no  sneaking  poachers.  We  don't  shoot  'ens,  like  that 
'ere  Cockne}T,  who's  got  the  tail  of  one  a-sticking  out  of  his 
pocket.  Only  just  come  across  the  hedge,  that's  all." 

"  I  tell  3'ou  what,"  says  Stripes,  who  was  out  with  us  as 
keeper  this  day,  (in  fact  he's  keeper,  coachman,  gardener, 
valet,  and  bailiff,  with  Tummus  under  him,)  "  if  yoiCU  come 
across,  John  Snapper,  and  take  }Tour  coat  off,  I'd  give  you  such 
a  whopping  as  you've  never  had  since  the  last  time  1  did  it  at 
&uttlebury  Fair." 


Tin-;   r.noK   «.r   -NOBS.  307 

'*  Whop  one  of  \oiir  o\\n  \\i-i-jlit."  Mr.  Snapper  said,  whis- 
tling hi>  du-j.-.  ami  disuppearii  Ami  SO  M 
came  out  of  this  coiil  r<  >\ «  i  -v  rather  \  ieti  >rioti>l\  ;  but  1  began 
to  alter  my  preconceived  idea-  of  rural  felicity. 


CIIAI'Tl.i;      XXVIII. 
ON     SOME   COUNTRY   SNOBS. 

»4  BE  hanged  to  your  aristocrats  ! "  Ponto  said,  in  some  con- 

\vr>ation   \\e   had  regarding   the  family  at  Carabas. 
whom  and    tin-    l-.\  *  i  j  iv.  n>   tin-re   was  a  feud.      ••  \\  lien  I  liiM 
came   into  the   county — it  was   the    \ear   before   sir  John  Buff 
contested    in   the    lilue    interest     -tin-    .Manjui-.    thm    LOM|    M. 
Mi( -h.-u -K,  \\iio,  of  course,  was  Orange  to  the  core,  paid  in 
Mr-.   Ponto   Mich   altrnt  i.ms.  that    1    fairly   confrss  I  was  1 
in    by    the  old    liuinbiiLC.    and   tlnuiirht    that    I'd    nn-t   uiili  | 
neighbor,     '(iad.  sir.  \\v  u->-d  to  get  pinr>  from  Carabas. 
pheasants   from   C'urabas.  and  it   was  —  •  1*01110,    when  will  you 
eoine  over  ami  >h  —  and  —  '  1'onto.   our   j>hea->ants   want 

thiiminir.' — am',    my     Lady   would    in>i>t   upon    her    d.ar   Mrs. 
1'onto  eomin«j  over  to  ( 'arab-is  to  sleep,  ami  put  me  I  don't  li 
to  what  expense  for  turbans  and  velvet  gowns  for  my  M 
lette,     \\C11.  sir,  the  election  takes  place,  and  though  1  waa 
always  a  Liberal,  personal  friendship  of  course  induces  ui*  t. 
plump  for  .>i.  Michaels,  who  comes  in  at  the  head  of  the  poll. 
Next  year,  Mrs.  p.  insists  upon  going  to  town  —  with  lodgings  in 
(  hi  LM  -  street  :it  ten  pounds  a  week,  with  a  hired  brougham,  and 
IM  \\  draMet  i'or  herself  and  the  girls,  and  the  deuce  and  ah1  to  , 
Our  iir>t  oaidfl  \\ereto  Carabas  House;  my  Lady's  are  n-ti, 
l'\  a  givat  bij;  tlunky  :  and  I  leave  you  to  fancy  my  poor  Betsy's 
intituiv  a-  the  lodging-bouse  maid  took  in  the  cards,  and 
Lady  St.  Michaels  drives  away,  though  she  actually  saw  us  at 
the   drawing  i-o.»m   wind«)W.      Would  you   believe    it.   Sir.   that 
though  we  called  four  times  afterwards,  those  infernal  aristo- 
crats never  returned  «>ur  visit;  that  though  Lady  St.  Michaels 
gave    nine  dinner-parties   and   four  dejeuners  that  season,   she 
never  a-ked  UN  to  one  ;  and  that  >he  cut  us  dead  at  the  Opera. 
though  P.. -IN\  was  nodding  to  her  the  whole  night?    We  wrote 
to  her  lor  tickets  for  Almack's  ;  >he  \\iite*  to  say  that  all 
were   promised;  and  said,   in  the   ,  of   Wiggins,    k** 
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lady's-maid,  who  told  it  to  Diggs,  my  wife's  woman,  that  sht, 
couldn't  conceive  how  people  in  our  station  of  lite  could  so  fur 
forget  themselves  us  to  wish  to  appear  in  any  such  place  !  Go 
to  Castle  Carabas  !  I'd  sooner  die  than  set  1113-  foot  in  the  house 
of  that  impertinent,  insolvent,  insolent  jackanapes  —  and  J 
hold  him  in  scorn ! "  After  this,  Ponto  gave  me  some  private 
information  regarding  Lord  Carabas's  pecuniary  affairs ;  how 
he  owed  money  all  over  the  county ;  how  Jukes,  the  carpenter, 
was  utterly  ruined  and  couldn't  get  a  shilling  of  his  bill ;  how 
Biggs,  the  butcher,  hanged  himself  for  the  same  reason  ;  how 
the  six  big  footmen  never  received  a  guinea  of  wages,  and 
Snaffle,  the  state  coachman,  actually  took  off  his  blown-glass 
wig  of  ceremony  and  flung  it  at  Lady  Carabas's  feet  on  the 
terrace  before  the  Castle  ;  all  which  stories,  as  they  are  private, 
I  do  not  think  proper  to  divulge.  But  these  details  did  not 
stifle  my  desire  to  see  the  famous  mansion  of  Castle  Carabas, 
nay,  possibly  excited  my  interest  to  know  more  about  that 
lordly  house  and  its  owners. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  park,  there  are  a  pair  of  great  gaunt 
mildewed  lodges  —  mould}*  Doric  temples  with  black  chimney- 
pots, in  the  finest  classic  taste,  and  the  gates  of  course  are  sur- 
mounted by  the  chats  bottes,  the  well-known  supporters  of  the 
Carabas  family.  '"Give  the  lodge-keeper  a  shilling,"  says 
Ponto,  (who  drove  me  near  to  it  in  his  four-wheeled  cruelty- 
chaise).  k*  I-  warrant  it's  the  first  piece  of  ready  money  he  has 
received  for  some  time."  I  don't  know  whether  there  was  any 
foundation  for  this  sneer,  but  the  gratuity  was  received  with 
a  curtsy,  and  the  gate  opened  for  me  to  enter.  "  Poor  old 
porteress  !  "  says  I,  inward!}'.  "  You  little  know  that  it  is  the 
Historian  of  Snobs  whom  }*ou  let  in  !  "  The  gates  were  passed. 
A  damp  green  stretch  of  park  spread  right  and  left  immeasura- 
bly, confined  by  a  chilly  gray  wall,  and  a  damp  long  straight 
road  between  two  huge  rows  of  moist,  dismal  lime-trees,  leads 
up  to  the  Castle.  In  the  midst  of  the  park  is  a  great  black 
tank  or  lake,  bristling  over  with  rushes,  and  here  and  there 
covered  over  with  patches  of  pea-soup.  A  shabby  temple  rises 
on  an  island  in  this  delectable  lake,  which  is  approached  by  a 
rotten  barge  that  lies  at  roost  in  a  dilapidated  boat-house. 
Clumps  of  elms  and  oaks  dot  over  the  huge  green  flat.  Every 
one  of  them  would  have  been  down  long  since,  but  that  the 
Marquis  is  not  allowed  to  cut  the  timber. 

Up  that  long  avenue  the  Snobographer  walked  in  solitude. 
At  the  seventy-ninth  tree  on  the  left-hand  side,  the  insolvent 
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butcher  hanged    himself.      I   scarcely   wondered   at   the  di-rnul 
deed,  so   woful   and   >ad    wen-   tin-    impr<  -nnect.-d 

the   place.      So,    for  a   mile  and  a  hull'  1    walked  —  alone    and 
thinking  of  death. 

I  forgot  to  sny  the  house  is  in  full  M,-W  nil  the  way — except 
wlien  intercepted  by  the  trees  mi  the  m;>«-ral»le  inland  in  tin- 
lake  -an  enormous  ivd-iiriek  mansion,  square,  vast,  and 
dingy.  It  is  Hanked  by  four  ti  hercocks. 

In    the  m'nUt    .if    tlie    grand    '.'••._  a    huge    i 

approached    by   a    vast,    lonely,    ghastly    Staircase.       Ro\\ 
black   windows,    Iranied   in   stone,   >'  D  either- 

and  left   —  three  stories  and  eighteen  windows  of  a  row. 
may  see  a  picture  of  the   ;  IM,  in  the  ••  Views 

of  Kngland    and  Wales,"  with    four   carved    and   gilt    -  images 
waiting  at  the  gravel    walk,    and   several  of  ladies  and 

gentlemen  in  wigs  and  hoops,  dotting  the  fatiguing  line-  of  the 
utairs. 

But  these  stairs  are  made  in  great  houses  for  people  not  to 
ascend.  The  first  Lady  Carabas  (they  are  but  eighty  years  In 
the  peerage),  if  she  got  out  of  her  gilt  coach  in  a  shower,  would 
be  wet  to  the  skin  before  she  got  half-way  to  the  owed  Ionic 
portico,  where  four  dreary  statues  o;  I'icty  and 

Patriotism,  arc  the  only  sentinels.     Yon  enter  the»e  palaces  by 
back-doors.     M  That  was  the  way  the  Carabases  got  their  peer- 

."  the  misanthropic;  Ponto  said  after  dim. 

Well —  I  rang  the  bell  at  a  little  low  side-door;  it  clanged 
and  jingled  and  echoed  for  a  long,  long  while,  till  at  length  a 
face,  as  of  a  housekeeper,  peered  through  the  door,  and,  as  she 
saw  my  hand  in  my  waistcoat  pocket,  opened  it.  Unha 
lonely  housekeeper,  I  thought.  Is  Mi—  (  rusoe  in  her  island 
more  solitary?  The  door  clapped  to,  and  I  was  in  Castle 
Carabas. 

i  he  side  entrance  and  All,'*  says  the  housekeeper.    t4The 
halligator  hover  the  mantel- piece  mtf   brought   I: 
miral  St.    Michaels,   when  a  ( 'apting  with  Lord   Hanson.     The 
harms  on  the  cheers  is  the  harms  <>f  the  Carabas  family."     The 
hall    was   rather   comfortable.      We    went    clapping  up  a  • 
stone  backstair.  and  then   into  a   back  pas>age  cheerfully  deco- 
rated with  ragged  light-green  Kidderminster,  and  issued  upon 

44  THE    GREAT    ALL. 

44  The  great  all  is  seventy-two  feet  in  lenth,  fifty-sir  in 
breath,  and  thirty-eight  feet  'igh.  The  carvings  of  the  chim- 
lies,  representing  the  buth  of  Venus,  and  Erculea,  and  Eyelash, 
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is  by  Van  Chislum,  the  most  famous  sculpture  of  his  hage 
and  country.  The  ceiling,  by  Calimanco,  represents  Painting, 
Ihirchitecture  and  Music  (the  naked  female  figure  with  the 
banvl  horgan)  introducing  George,  fust  Lord  Carabas  to  the 
Temple  of  the  Muses.  The  winder  ornaments  is  b}'  Vander- 
piitty.  The  floor  is  Patagonian  marble  ;  and  the  chandelier  in 
the  centre  was  presented  to  Lionel,  second  Marquis,  by  Lcwy 
the  Sixteenth,  whose  'ead  was  cut  hoff  in  the  French  Revelation. 
We  now  henter 

"THE  SOUTH  GALLERY. 

"  One  'undred  and  forty-eight  in  lenth  by  thirty-two  in  breath  ; 
it  is  profusely  hornaminted  by  the  choicest  works  of  Hart.  Sir 
Andrew  Katz,  founder  of  the  Carabas  family  and  banker  of  the 
Prince  of  Horange,  Kneller.  Her  present  Ladyship,  by  Law- 
rence. Lord  St.  Michaels,  by  the  same  —  he  is  represented 
sittin'  on  a  rock  in  velvit  pantaloons.  Moses  in  the  bullrushes 
—  the  bull  veiy  fine,  by  Paul  Potter.  The  toilet  of  Venus, 
Fantaski.  Flemish  Bores  drinking,  Van  Ginnums.  Jupiter 
and  Europia,  de  Horn.  The  Grandjunction  Canal,  Venis,  by 
Candleetty  ;  and  Italian  Bandix,  by  Slavata  Rosa." — And  so 
this  worth}*  woman  went  on,  from  one  room  into  another,  from 
the  blue  room  to  the  green,  and  the  green  to  the  grand  saloon, 
and  the  grand  saloon  to  the  tapestry  closet,  cackling  her  list 
of  pictures  and  wonders  :  and  furtively  turning  up  a  corner  of 
brown  holland  to  show  the  color  of  the  old,  faded,  seedy, 
mouldy,  dismal  hangings. 

At  last  we  came  to  her  Ladyship's  bedroom.  In  the  centre 
of  this  dreary  apartment  there  is  a  bed  about  the  size  of  one  of 
those  whizgig  temples  in  which  the  Genius  appears  in  a  panto- 
mime. The  huge  gilt  edifice  is  approached  by  steps,  and  so  tall, 
that  it  might  be  let  off  in  floors,  for  sleeping-rooms  for  all  the 
Carabas  family.  An  awful  bed  !  A  murder  might  be  done  at 
one  end  of  that  bed,  and  people  sleeping  at  the  other  end  be 
ignorant  of  it.  Gracious  powers  !  fancy  little  Lord  Carabas  in 
a  nightcap  ascending  those  steps  after  putting  out  the  candle  ! 

The  sight  of  that  seedy  and  solitary  splendor  was  too  much 
for  me.  I  should  go  mad  were  I  that  lonely  housekeeper  —  in 
those  enormous  galleries  —  in  that  lonely  library,  filled  up  with 
ghastly  folios  that  nobody  dares  read,  with  an  inkstand  on  the 
centre  table  like  the  coffin  of  a  baby,  and  sad  portraits  staring 
at  you  from  the  bleak  walls  with  their  solemn  mould}'  e}res. 
No  wonder  that  Carabas  does  not  come  down  here  often.  It 
would  require  two  thousand  footmen  to  make  the  place  cheerfuL 


THE   BOOK   OF   SNOBS.  371 

N"o  wonder  the  coachman  iv-igm-d  his  wig,  that  the  masters 
;uv  insolvent,  and  tin-  servant  perish  in  this  huge  dreary  out- 
a'-elbow  place. 

A  single  family  lias  no  more  right  t«»  build  itself  a  temp!' 
that  sort  than  to  erect,  a  tower  of  Kabel.  .Such  a  habitation  is 
not  decent  f«r  a  mere  mortal  man.  lint,  after  all.  I  MippOM 
poor  Carabas  had  no  choice.  Kali-  put  him  there  as  it  s.  nt 
Napoleon  to  St.  Helma.  Suppose  it  had  been  decreed  by 
Nature  that  3011  and  I  should  In-  Manjuisrs?  (  Mn't 

refuse,  I  BUppoee,  but  take  Ca-tle  Curabas  and  all.  with  d- 
duns,  and  mean  makcshil'ts,  and  shabby  pride,  and  swin 
magnificence. 

Next  season,  \\hen  I  lead  of  Lady  Canibas's  splendid  enter- 
tainments in  the  Mnmi',1'/  /Vs,',  and  sec  the  poor  old  insolvent 
cantering  through  the  I'ark  I  .shall  have  a  much  ten 
interest  in  the>e  great  jieoj.K-  than  I  have  had  heretofore. 
Voor  old  shaliby  Snob!  Kidc  on  and  fancy  the  world  is  still 
on  its  knees  before  the  house  of  C'arabas!  Give  yourself  airs, 
p.  .or  old  bankrupt  MagninVo,  who  are  under  money -obligations 
to  your  llunkies  ;  and  must  stoop  so  as  to  swindle  poor  trades- 
men !  And  for  us,  ()  my  In-other  Snobs,  oughtn't  we  to  feel 
happy  if  our  walk  through  life  is  more  even,  and  that  we  are  out 
of  the  reach  of  that  surprising  arrogance  and  that  astounding 
meanness  to  which  this  wretched  old  victim  is  obliged  to  mount 
and  descend. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

A   VISIT  TO   SOME   COUNTRY   SNOBS. 

NOTABLE  as  my  reception  had  been  (under  that  unfortunate 
mistake  of  Mrs.  Ponto  that  I  was  related  to  Lord  Snobbington, 
which  I  was  not  permitted  to  correct),  it  was  nothing  compared 
to  the  bowinir  ;»nd  kotooing,  the  raptures  and  flurry  winch  pre- 
ceded and  welcomed  the  visit  «.f  a  real  live  lord  and  lord's  son, 
a  brother  olluvr  of  Cornet  Wellesley  Ponto,  in  the  vjnth  Hus- 
sars, who  came  over  with  the  young  Cornet  from  ( .uttlebury, 
where  their  distinguished  regiment  wns  quartered.  This  waa 
my  Lord  (iules,  Lord  Salt  ire's  grandson  and  heir:  a  very 
vounir.  short,  sandy-haired  and  tobacco-smoking  nobleman, 
who  cannot  have  left  the  nursery  very  long,  and  who,  though  be 
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accepted  the  honest  Major's  invitation  to  the  Evergreens  in  a 
letter  written  in  a  schoolboy  handwriting,  with  a  number  of 
faults  of  spelling,  may  yet  be  a  very  fine  classical  scholar  for 
what  I  know :  having  had  his  education  at  Eton,  where  he  and 
young  Ponto  were  inseparable. 

At  an}r  rate,  if  he  can't  write,  he  has  mastered  a  number  of 
other  accomplishments  wonderful  for  one  of  his  age  and  size. 
He  is  one  of  the  best  shots  and  riders  in  England.  He  rode  his 
horse  Abracadabra,  and  won  the  famous  Guttlebury  steeple- 
chase. He  has  horses  entered  at  half  the  races  in  the  country 
(under  other  people's  names  ;  for  the  old  lord  is  a  strict  hand, 
and  will  not  hear  of  betting  or  gambling).  He  has  lost  and 
won  such  sums  of  mone}7  as  m}*  Lord  George  himself  might  be 
proud  of.  He  knows  all  the  stables,  and  all  the  jockeys,  and 
has  all  the  "  information,"  and  is  a  match  for  the  best^Leg  at 
Newmarket.  Nobody  was  ever  known  to  be  "  too  much  "  for 
him  :  at  play  or  in  the  stable. 

Although  his  grandfather  makes  him  a  moderate  allowance, 
by  the  aid  of  post-obits  and  convenient  friends  he  can  live  in 
a  splendor  becoming  his  rank.  He  has  not  distinguished  him- 
self in  the  knocking  down  of  policemen  much ;  he  is  not  big 
enough  for  that.  But,  as  a  light-weight,  his  skill  is  of  the  very 
highest  order.  At  billiards  he  is  said  to  be  first-rate.  He 
drinks  and  smokes  as  much  as  any  two  of  the  biggest  officers  in 
his  regiment.  With  such  high  talents,  who  can  sa}*  how  far  he 
may  not  go?  He  may  take  to  politics  as  z'delassement,  and  be 
Prime  Minister  after  Lord  George  Bentinck. 

My  young  friend  Wellesley  Ponto  is  a  gaunt  -and  bony  youth, 
with  a  pale  face  profusely  blotched.  From  his  continually  pull- 
ing something  on  his  chin,  I  am  led  to  fancy  that  he  believes  he 
has  what  is  called  an  Imperial  growing  there.  That  is  not  the 
only  tuft  that  is  hunted  in  the  family,  by  the  wa}\  He  can't,  of 
course,  indulge  in  those  expensive  amusements  which  render  his 
aristocratic  comrade  so  respected  :  he  bets  pretty  freely  when 
he  is  in  cash,  and  rides  when  somebody  mounts  him  (for  he 
can't  afford  more  than  his  regulation  chargers).  At  drinking  he 
is  by  no  means  inferior ;  and  why  do  }*ou  think  he  brought  his 
noble  friend,  Lord  Gules,  to  the  Evergreens?  —  Why?  because 
he  intended  to  ask  his  mother  to  order  his  father  to  pay  his 
debts,  which  she  couldn't  refuse  before  such  an  exalted  pres- 
ence. Young  Ponto  gave  me  all  this  information  with  the  most 
engaging  frankness.  We  are  old  friends.  I  used  to  tip  him  when 
toe  was  at  school. 

*'  Gad  !  "  says  he,  "  our  wedgment's  so  dnnthid  exthpenthif. 
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Must  hunt,  you  know.     A  man  couldn't  H\,  vcdgment 

ji'  IK-  didn't.  ..mill.     M  at  mess. 

Must  drink  champagne  and  dap         '  -         ain't  a  | 
ii^lit-infantiy  inr».     I'lnform's  awful.     l-'it/MuIt/.  •  MI: 

will  have 'mi  so.    MtM  be  a  distinction  you  1  .       -own 

i-xpen.-e    Fil/.>tnlt/.   altered  tin-  plume-,   in  th 

called   tin-in   shaving-brushes.  Snob,  my  boy:    m<  I  and 

unjust  that  attack  ofyOOTS,  by  tin-  wa\  ,  :    that  a!  alone 

cotht  him  live  hundred  pound.     Tin  . v,  -lathi  In-  hortbed 

the  weu;iment  at  an   innm-nthr  rxpenthr.  and  we're  called   the 

(,)iiecn'th   Own    1'ycba! •:  ;  h  on 

pawade?     The    Kinpewar   Nicolath   bnrtht   into  tearth 

\\ln-n  he  thaw  nth  at  Windthor.      And  you  §86,"  continued   my 

young  friend,  "  I  Im.u^iit  ( -ule>  do\\n  with  me,  as  the  < 

IN  very  sulky  al»ont  .-shelling  out,  just  to  talk  my  mother  over, 

who  ean  do  anything  with  him.      (inles  told  her   that  I  was 

Fitxstult/.'s    favorite  of  the  whole  regiment;  and,  Gad!  she 

thinks  the  Horse  Guards  will  give  me  my  troop  for  nothing, 

and  la-  hunilui^LTi'd  the  (iovernor  that  I  was  the  greatest  screw 

in  the  army.     Ain't  it  a  good  dodg* 

With  this  Wellrslry  left  me  to  go  and  smoke  a  cigar  in  the 
itables  with  Lord  ( inles.  and  make  merry  over  the  cattle  there, 
under  Stripes',  superintendence.  Young  Ponto  laughed  with 
his  friend,  at  the  venerable  four-wheeled  cruelty-chaise;  but 
seemed  ama/.rd  that  the  latter  should  ridicule  still  more  an 
ancient  chariot  of  the  build  of  1824,  emblazoned  immensely 
with  the  arms  of  the  Pontos  and  the  Snaileys,  from  which  latter 
distinirnished  family  Mrs.  Ponto  issued. 

I  found  poor  Pon  in  his  study  among  his  boots,  in  such  a 
rueful  attitude  of  despondency,  that  I  could  not  but  remark  it. 
44  Look  at  that  1  "  says  the  poor  fellow,  handing  me  over  a 
d.M -ument.  4-  It's  the  second  change  in  uniform  since  he's  been 
in  the  army,  and  yet  there's  no  extravagance  about  the  lad. 
Lord  (Inles  tells  me  he  is  the  most  careful  youngster  in  tne 
reirimcnt.  (lod  bless  him  !  But  look  at  that!  by  heaven,  Snob, 

at  that  and  >ay  how  can  a  man  of  nine  hundred 
of  the  Hem  ii  ?"    He  -ave  a  sob  as  he  handed  me  the  paper  across 
the  table:   and  his  old  face,  and  his  old  corduroys,  an<; 
shrunk  shootmir-jacket.    and  his  lean  shanks,  looked,   as  he 
spoke,  more  miserably  haggard,  bankrupt,  aud  threadbare. 
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1  £    s.   d. 
.  35    0    0 
1 
.  60    0    0 
1 
15  15    0 
30    0    0 
12    0    0 

Brought  forwarc 
Gold  Barrelled  sash 
Sword. 
Ditto  Belt  and  Sabretache 
Pouch  and  Belt 
Sword  Knot 
Cloak      .... 

£     s.  d. 

207    3    0 
11  18    0 
11  11    0 
16  16    0 
15  15    0 
1     4    0 
13  13    0 

660 
550 
14  14    0 
330 
e 
.  25    0    0 

Valise. 
Regulation  Saddle  . 
Ditto  Bridle,  complete  . 
A     Dress     Housing,     com 
plete    .... 
A  pair  of  Pistols  . 
A  Black  Sheepskin,  edged 

3  13    6 
7  17    6 
10  10    0 

30    0    0 
10  10    0 
6  18    0 

£207    3    0 

£347    9    0 

Lieut.  Wettesley  Ponto,  l2Qth  Queen's  Own  Pyrbald  Hussars, 

To  Knopf  and  Slecknadel, 

Conduit  Street,  London. 

Dress  Jacket,  richly  laced 

with  gold  . 
Ditto     Pelisse     ditto,     and 

trimmed  with  sable 
Undress    Jacket,     trimmed 

with  gold  . 
Ditto  Pelisse    . 
Dress  Pantaloons. 
Ditto  Overalls,  gold  lace  on 

sides     . 

Undress  ditto  ditto 
Blue  Braided  Frock  . 
Forage  Cap  . 
Dress  Cap,  gold  lines,  plume 

and  chain     . 


That  evening  Mrs.  Ponto  and  her  family  made  their  darling 
Wellesle}*  give  a  full,  true,  and  particular  account  of  everything 
that  had  taken  place  at  Lord  Fitzstultz's  ;  how  man}*  servants 
waited  at  dinner ;  and  how  the  Ladies  Schneider  dressed  ;  and 
what  his  Royal  Highness  said  when  he  came  down  to  shoot ;  and 
who  was  there  ?  u  What  a  blessing  that  bo}*  is  to  me  !  "  said  she, 
as  my  pimple-faced  young  friend  moved  off  to  resume  smoking 
operations  with  Gules  in  the  now  vacant  kitchen  ;  —  and  poor 
Ponto's  dreary  and  desperate  look,  shall  I  ever  forget  that? 

O  you  parents  and  guardians !  O  you  men  and  women  of 
sense  in  England  !  O  }*ou  legislators  about  to  assemble  in 
Parliament !  read  over  that  tailor's  bill  above  printed  —  read 
over  that  absurd  catalogue  of  insane  gimcracks  and  madman's 
tomfoolery  —  and  say  how  are  you  ever  to  get  rid  of  Snobbish- 
ness when  society  does  so  much  for  its  education  ? 

Three  hundred  and  forty  pounds  for  a  young  chap's  saddle 
and  breeches !  Before  George,  I  would  rather  be  a  Hottentot 
or  a  Highlander.  We  laugh  at  poor  Jocko,  the  monkey,  dan- 
cing in  uniform ;  or  at  poor  Jeames,  the  flunk}*,  with  his 
quivering  calves  and  plush  tights ;  or  at  the  nigger  Marquis  of 
Marmalade,  dressed  out  with  sabre  and  epaulets,  and  giving- 
himself  the  airs  of  a  field-marshal.  Lo !  is  not  one  of  tht* 
Queen's  Pyebalds,  in  full  fig,  as  great  and  foolish  a  monster? 


THK  r,(M)K   oi    SBOB& 
CHAPTEB   xxx. 

ON    SOME    COUNTRY    SNOBS. 

AT  last  came  that  fortunate  day  at  the  Kvergreens,  wh< 
w:i>  in  In-  made  acquainted  with  some  of  the  ik  county  fam 
with  whom  only  people  of  l'onto'>  rank  condescended  to  asao» 
ciate.  And  now,  although  poor  Ponto  had  just  been  so  cruelly 
made  to  bleed  on  occasion  of  iiis  son's  new  uniform,  and  though 
In  was  in  the  direst  artd  most  cut-  throat  spirits  with  an  over- 
drawn account  at,  the  banker's,  and  other  prelim:  evils  of  pov- 
erty ;  although  a  tenpenny  bottle  of  Marsala  and  an  awful 
parsimony  presided  generally  at  his  table,  yet  the  poor  fellow 
was  obliged  to  assume  the  most  frank  and  jovial  air  of  cordial- 
ity ;  and  al!  the  covers  being  removed  from  the  hangings,  and 
new  dresses  being  procured  for  the  young  ladies,  and  the  family 
plate  being  unlocked  and  displayed,  the  house  and  all  within 
assumed  a  henevolent  and  festive  appearance.  The  kit<-h«  n 
(ires  began  to  blaze,  the  good  wine  ascended  from  the  cellar,  a 
profess,  il  i  o<>k  actually  came  over  from  Guttlebury  to  compile 
culinary  abominations.  Stripes  was  in  a  new  coat,  and  so  was 
Tonto.  tor  a  wonder,  and  Turamus's  button  suit  was  worn  en 


And  all  this  to  show  off  the  little  lord,  thinks  I.  All  this  in 
honor  of  a  stupid  liule  ei^arrilicd  Cornet  of  dragoons,  who  can 
barely  write  his  name,  —  while  an  eminent  and  profound  moral- 
ist like  —  somebody  —  is  fobbed  off  with  cold  mutton  and  relays 
of  pig.  Well,  well  :  a  martyrdom  of  cold  mutton  is  just  bear- 
aide.  I  pardon  Mrs.  Ponto,  from  my  heart  I  do,  especially  as 
I  wouldn't  turn  out  of  the  best  bedroom,  in  spite  of  all  her 
hints;  but  held  my  ground  in  the  chintz  te>t«-r.  \-.\ving  that 
Lord  Gules,  as  a  young  man,  was  quite  small  and  hardy  enough 
to  make  himself  comfortable  elsewhere. 

The  great  Ponto  part)'  was  a  very  august  one.  The  Haw- 
bucks came  in  then-  lamiiv  coach,  with  the  blood-red  hand  em- 
bkuoned  all  over  it  :  and  their  man  in  yellow  livery  waited  in 
country  Tachion  at  table,  only  to  be  exceeded  in  splendor  by  the 
1  1  ipsleys,  the  op|M>sition  baronet,  in  light  blue.  The  old  Ladies 

*  I  caught  him  in  this  costume,  trying  the  flavor  of  the  sauce  of  a 
tipsy-cake,  which  wax  made  by  Mra.  Ponto't  own  hand*  for  her  guetU*  d» 
lectatioo. 
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Fitzague  drove  over  in  their  little  old  chariot  with  the  fat  black 
horses,  the  fat  coachman,  the  fat  footman  —  (why  are  dowagers' 
horses  and  footmen  alwa}Ts  fat?)  And  soon  after  these  per- 
sonages had  arrived,  with  their  auburn  fronts  and  red  beaks 
and  turbans,  came  the  Honorable  and  Reverend  Lionel  Petti- 
pois,  who  with  General  and  Mrs.  Sago  formed  the  rest  of  the 
party.  "Lord  and  Lad}' Frederick  Howlet  were  asked,  but 
they  have  friends  at  Ivybush,"  Mrs.  Ponto  told  me ;  and  that 
very  morning,  the  Castlehaggards  sent  an  excuse,  as  her  lady- 
ship had  a  return  of  the  quinsy.  Between  ourselves,  Lady 
Castlehaggard's  quinsy  always  comes  on  when  there  is  dinner 
at  the  Evergreens. 

If  the  keeping  of  polite  company  could  make  a  woman  happy, 
surely  my  kind  hostess  Mrs.  Ponto  was  on  that  day  a  happy 
woman.  Every  person  present  (except  the  unlucky-  impostor 
who  pretended  to  a  connection  with  the  Snobbington  Family, 
and  General  Sago,  who  had  brought  home  I  don't  know  how 
many  lacs  of  rupees  from  India,)  was  related  to  the  Peerage  or 
the  Baronetage.  Mrs.  P.  had  her  heart's  desire.  If  she  had 
been  an  Earl's  daughter  herself  could  she  have  expected  better 
compan}7  ?  —  and  her  family  were  in  the  oil-trade  at  Bristol,  as 
all  her  friends  very  well  know. 

What  I  complained  of  in  my  heart  was  not  the  dining  — 
which,  for  this  once,  was  plentiful  and  comfortable  enough  — 
but  the  prodigious  dulness  of  the  talking  part  of  the  entertain- 
ment. O  my  beloved  brother  Snobs  of  the  ChVy,  if  we  love  each 
other  no  better  than  our  country  brethren,  at  least  we  amuse 
each  other  more  ;  if  we  bore  ourselves,  we  are  not  called  upon 
to  go  ten  miles  to  do  it ! 

For  instance,  the  Hipsleys  came  ten  miles  from  the  south, 
and  tlje  Hawbucks  ten  miles  from  the  north,  of  the  Evergreens  ; 
and  were  magnates  in  two  different  divisions  of  the  county  of 
Mangelwurzelshire.  Hipsley,  who  is  an  old  baronet,  with  a 
bothered  estate,  did  not  care  to  show  his  contempt  for  Hawbuck, 
who  is  a  new  creation,  and  rich.  Hawbuck,  on  his  part,  gives 
himself  patronizing  airs  to  General  Sago,  who  looks  upon  the 
Pontos  as  little  better  than  paupers.  "Old  Lady  Blanche," 
says  Ponto,  "  I  hope  will  leave  something  to  her  god-daughter 
—  my  second  girl  —  we've  all  of  us  half-poisoned  ourselves  with 
taking  her  physic." 

Lady  Blanche  and  Lady  Rose  Fitzague  have,  the  first,  a 
medical,  and  the  second  a  literary  turn.  I  am  inclined  to  be- 
lieve the  former  had  a  wet  compresse  around  her  body,  on  the 
occasion  when  I  had  the 'happiness  of  meeting  her.  She  doc- 
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tors  everybody  in  tin-   neighbor!  >rmv 

ment  ;   and  lias  tried  everything  «MI  her  o\\  u    j 

into  Court,  and   testified   puMicly  her  faith   in  .11  Long: 

Khe  >woiv  liy  Doctor  Uuchan,  .-.he  took  quanti' 

Universal    .Medicine.    and    whole    boxfalfl    of    ! 

Mi"  has  cured  a  multiplicity  «»f  headache-.  |.\   S«juin   tOOe*!    I 

..smill';   >he  wears  a  picture  of  I  lahnemann  in  I- 

lock  of  l'rie>-nit/'>   hair   in    a    l»rooch.      She    talkcil    ;. 

own  complaints  ami  those  of  her  mnii<t<inti'  lor  th- 

to  every  lady  in  the  room  Micc.-^ivcly,  from   o 

to  .Mi--  WirL  taking  tlicm   into  corners,  and  \\lii-prrin-_' 

Itronchiti-.  hcpatiti-.  St.  Vitns.    ncii  |ili:ilalgia,  and  so 

forth.      I  ol'-'  I'vcd  poor  fat   Lady  llawluick  in  a  dreadful  »! 

after  some  coinnuinication  regarding  the  state  of  her  daiit 

Mi-s  Lucy  Hawl.uckV  health,  and  Mrs.  Sago  turn  »|iiit«-  yellow, 

and  put  down  her  third  glass  of  Madeira,  at  a  warning  glance 

from  Ladv  l.laiu  he. 

Lady  'Hose  talked  literature,  and  about  the  book-club  at 
(  ;  uttleliury  .  and  is  very  strong  in  voyages  and  travels.  She  has 
a  prodi^i'Mi*  interest  in  IJonn-o,  and  displayed  a  knowledge  of 
the  history  of  the  Punj:uil»  and  Katlirland  that  does  credit  to  her 
memory.  Old  (ieneral  Sago,  who  sat  p<  ilent  and 

thoric,  TOQSed  up  as  from  a  lethai'-y  when  the  former  country 
mentioned,  and  nave  the  company  his  story  about  a  hog-hunt 
a!  Ramjugger.  I  Observed  ln-r  ladyship  treated  with  something 
like  contempt  her  neighbor  the  Reverend  Lionel  IVttipois,  a 
yotinir  divine  whom  TOO  may  track  through  the  country  by  little 

'  IHM.US  at  half  a  crown  a  hundred,  whi< 

out  of  his  pockets  wherever  he  goes.     I  saw  him  give  Miss 
Wirt  a  sheaf  of  u  The   Little  Washerwoman  on  Putney  Com- 
mon," and  to  Miss  llawl»u<-k  a  couple  of  dozen  of44  M< 
Tray;  or  the  Young  Hutcher-!>       i  1  on  paying  a 

visit  to  Gilttlelmrv  iraol.   1  vllows  wa 

their  trial  there  (and  temporarily  occupied  with  a  game  of 
bilge),  to  whom  his  reverence  offered  a  tract  as  he  was  walking 
Crack-hius  Common,  and  who  robbed  him  of  his  puree, 
umbrella,  and  cambric  handkerchief,  leaving  him  the  trac*  to 
distribute  elsewhere. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

A   VISIT   TO    SOME    COUNTRY    SNOBS. 

"  WHY,  dear  Mr.  Snob,"  said  a  young  lad}-  of  rank  and  fash- 
ion (to  whom  I  present  my  best  compliments),  "•  if  you  found 
everything  so  snobbish  at  the  Evergreens,  if  the  pig  bored  you 
and  the  mutton  was  not  to  your  liking,  and  Mrs.  Ponto  was  a 
humbug,  and  Miss  Wirt  a  nuisance,  with  her  abominable  piano 
practice,  —  why  did  3'ou  stay  so  long?  " 

Ah,  Miss,  what  a  question  !  Have  }'ou  never  heard  of  gal- 
lant British  soldiers  storming  batteries,  of  doctors  passing 
nights  in  plague  wards  of  lazarettos,  and  other  instances  of 
mailyrdom?  What  do  you  suppose  induced  gentlemen  to 
walk  two  miles  up  to  the  batteries  of  Sobraon,  with  a  hundred 
and  fifty  thundering  guns  bowling  them  down  by  hundreds?  — 
not  pleasure,  surely.  What  causes  your  respected  father  to 
quit  his  comfortable  home  for  his  chambers,  after  dinner,  and 
pore  over  the  most  dreary  law  papers  until  long  past  midnight? 
Duty,  Mademoiselle ;  duty,  which  must  be  done  alike  by  mil- 
itary,  or  legal,  or  literary  gents.  There's  a  power  of  martj'r- 
dom  in  our  profession. 

You  won't  believe  it?  Your  rosy  lips  assume  a  smile  of  in- 
credulity —  a  most  naught}'  and  odious  expression  in  a  3'oung 
lady's  face.  Well,  then,  the  fact  is,  that  my  chambers,  No. 
24,  Pump  Court,  Temple,  were  being  painted  b}*  the  Honor- 
able Society,  and  Mrs.  Slamkin,  my  laundress,  having  occa- 
sion to  go  into  Durham  to  see  her  daughter,  who  is  married, 
and  has  presented  her  with  the  sweetest  little  grandson  —  a  few 
weeks  could  not  be  better  spent  than  in  rusticating.  But  ah, 
how  delightful  Pump  Court  looked  when  I  revisited  its  well- 
known  chimne3'-pots !  Cari  luoghi.  Welcome,  welcome,  O, 
fog  and  smut ! 

But  if  you  think  there  is  no  moral  in  the  foregoing  account  of 
the  Pontine  family,  3*011  are,  Madam,  most  painfulty  mistaken. 
In  this  very  chapter  we  are  going  to  have  the  moral  —  why,  the 
whole  of  the  papers  are  nothing  but  the  moral,  setting  forth  as 
the3*  do  the  folly  of  being  a  Snob. 

You  will  remark  that  in  the  Country  Snobography  m3r  poor 
friend  Ponto  has  been  held  up  almost  exclusively  for  the  public 
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gaze  —  and  why:'     Becau-<-  we  went  to  no  other  house?     Be- 
cause  other  Tamil  i"s  «li'l  n«'t  welcome  n-  t,,  their  maho^an\  ?    No, 
IK».      Sir. John  H.awUick  of  tin-  Haws,  Mr  ,I.,hn  Hip-, 
arv  I  hill.  <l<»n't  i  hut  tli"  gaftM  Of  h"-pitality  :    «»f  <  Dago's 

miilliiratauny  I  OOOW  BpMk  iVoin  experience-.  And  the  two 
old  ladies  at  (•  ultlelmn.  W6N  they  iiothin-r  1 ). ,  ;.  ,,11  Mippose 
that  an  a^reeal>  te  VOUDg dog»  who  shall  be  nameless,  would  not 
he  made  welcoi  D  '  l>«m*t  \  on  know  that  jxjople  are  too  glad  to 

lee  >/////Wy  in    the  country? 

lint  thu'se    diuniii.-d  p.  IM mages  do  not  enter  into  the  sch 

of  the  prcsc  n!  \\orU.aiid   aiv   l.iit    minor  ••hara«-t.-r>  <•: 
drama;  jn>  «    as.    in  the   |»ia\  .  kin--  and  emperors  are    not    half 
so  Important    U    man\   hiiinl.le  prr-on-.      'i'lu-  Doge  of  Venice, 
for  infamy,  glvefl  Wt  lo,  who  U  l.nt  a  nigger;  and  the 

King  <>f  i  v/,/ye,  who  is  a  L 

tivt-iv  no    Jnirth    at    all.      So  with    the   exalted    i-h; 

1  prrl\M-tly  well    recollect    that    tin-    claret  at    ' 

u.  i     !i"t   l.y  any  means  so  good  as  that  of  Hip 
while,  oy»  the  contrary,  some  white  hermitage  at  the  Haws  (by 
the  way,'  the   butler  only  Leave  me  half  a  glass  e  )  was 

Baperna4oular.  And  I  remember  the  conyeraationt.  O  Madam, 
Madan  u  how  stupid  they  were !  The  subsoil  ploughing;  the 
pheasa-nts  and  poaching:  the  row  about  the  representation  of 
the  county:  the  Karl  of  Mangelwurzelshin  lieing  at  variance 
\\ith  J.iis  relative  and  noniitwe.  the  Honorable  Marmaduke  Tom- 
DOddn  :  J«ll  these  I  could  put  down,  had  1  a  mind  to  violate  the 
confidence  of  private  life:  and  a  great  deal  of  conversation 
,i  the  weather,  the  Mangelwurzelshin-  Hunt,  new  manures, 
aiim  eating  and  drinking,  of  course. 

Hut  cut  lono  ?  In  these  perfectly  stupid  and  honorable  fam- 
ilii,-s  there  is'not  that  Snobbishness  which  it  is  our  purpose  to 
ex, pose.  An  ox  is  an  ox  —  a  great  hulking,  fat-sided,  bellow- 
munching  Beef.  He  ruminates  according  to  his  nature. 
ai:jd  consumes  his  defined  portion  of  turnips  or  oilcake,  until 
th,.-  time  conns  for  his  disappearance  from  the  pastures,  to  be 
eded  by  other  deep-longed  and  to-ribbed  animals.  Per- 
\\(i\»  we  do  not  respect  an  ox.  We  rather  acquiesce  in  him. 
Vhc  Sno!>.  my  dear  Madam,  is  the  Frog  that  tries  to  swell 
l.iimM'lf  to  ox  size.  Let  us  pelt  the  silly  brute  out  of  his 
-folly. 

3       Look,    I   pray  y>u,   at  the  case  of  my  unfortunate   friend 
Ponto,  a  good-natured,   kindly  Kn«:Ii>li   -vnileman  —  not  over- 
wise-.  Imt  quite  passable —  fond  of   port-wine,  of  till  fam 
country    sports    and    agriculture,    hospitably   minded,   with  M 
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pretty  a  little  patrimonial  counts-house  as  heart  can  desire^ 
and  a  thousand  pounds  a  year.  It  is  not  much  ;  but,  entre  nous, 
people  can  live  for  less,  and  not  uncomfortably. 

For  instance,  there  is  the  doctor,  whom  Airs.  P.  does  not 
condescend  to  visit :  that  man  educates  a  midfic  family,  and 
is  loved  by  the  poor  for  miles  round  :  and  gives  them  port-wine 
for  physic  and  medicine,  gratis.  And  how  those  people  can 
get  on  with  their  pittance,  as  Mrs.  Ponto  says,  is  a  wonder  to 
her. 

Again,  there  is  the  clergyman,  Doctor  ChrysOstom,  —  Mrs. 
P.  sa}*s  they  quarrelled  about  Puseyism,  but  I  -Jiiii  given  to 
understand  it  was  because  Mrs.  C.  had  the  pas  <f)f  her  at  the 
Haws  —  you  ma3r  see  what  the  value  of  his  living  i^  anJ  day  in 
the  "  Clerical  Guide  ;  "  but  you  don't  know  what  he  gives  away. 

Even  Pettipois  allows  that,  in  whose  eyes  the  Doctor's  sur- 
plice is  a  scarlet  abomination ;  and  so  does  Pettipois  do  his 
duty  in  his  way,  and  administer  not  only  his  traces  and  his 
talk,  but  his  money  and  his  means  to  his  people.  AS  a  lord's 
son,  by  the  way,  Mrs.  Ponto  is  uncommonly  anxious]  that  he 
should  marry  either  of  the  girls  whom  Lord  Gules  doe's  not  in- 
tend to  choose.  i 

Well,  although  Pon's  income  would  make  up  almost  -as  much 
as  that  of  these  three  worthies  put  together  —  oh,  riiy  dear 
Madam,  see  in  what  hopeless  penury  the  poor  fellow  lives ! 
What  tenant  can  look  to  his  forbearance  ?  What  poor  m^n  can 
hope  for  his  charit}'?  "  Master's  the  best  of  men,"  honest 
Stripes  sa}Ts,  u  and  when  we  was  in  the  ridgment  a  more'  free- 
handed chap  didn't  live.  But  the  way  in  which  Misstf8  da 
scryou,  I  wonder  the  young  ladies  is  alive,  that  I  du  !  "  * 

They  live  upon  a  fine  governess  and  fine  masters,  and  tyave 
clothes  made  by  Lady  Carabas's  own  milliner  ;  an'd  their  bro>tl'- 
er  rides  with  earls  to  cover:  and  only  the  best  people  in  .-the 
count}'  visit  at  the  Evergreens,  and  Mrs.  Ponto  thinks  hereof 
a  paragon  of  wives  and  mothers,  and  a  wonder  of  the  woiHd, 
for  doing  all  this  misery  and  humbug,  and  snobbishness,  oj°  a 
thousand  a  year. 

What  an  inexpressible  comfort  it  was,  my  dear 
when  Stripes  put  my  portmanteau  in  the  four-wheeled 
and  (poor  Pon  being  touched  with  sciatica)  drove  me  over  v° 
the  "  Carabas  Arms"  at  Guttlebury,  where  we  took  leave-- 
There  were  some  bagmen  there,  in  the  Commercial  Room,  anc^ 
one  talked  about  the  house  he  represented  ;  and  another  about 
his  dinner,  and  a  third  about  the  Inns  on  the  road,  and  so 
forth  —  a  talk  not  very  wise,  but  honest  and  to  the  purpose  — • 
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about  ris  good  a^    that  <>!'  tin-  country  «^«  jitli-in.-n  :    and   nh,  how 
much  plea>anler  tiian  . 

the  piano.  ami    Mr-.  l'onto\  genteel  cackle  uboul  the  la.- 
und  tlic  county  families! 


CHA1TKU    XXXII. 

SNOBIIIUM    GATHERUM. 

Win  \   I   se«   the  great  effect  which  these  papers  are  pro- 

(Turing  <>n  an  intelligent  public,  1  have  a  strong  hopr  tliat  before 

we    shall    ha\  iar    ?Mioi.  'lie    news- 

p.-,pcrs.  j;M  M  "e  have  tin-   1'oliep  (  "ii  .urt  news 

at  present.      When  a  Magrant  case  of  bone-crush  ing  or  Poor- 

kbUM  o.-ciirs  iii  tin-  world,  who  so  eloquent  as  The  Time* 

;nt  it  out?      \Vln-n  -ness  hap- 

PCIIN,   why  >liould  not  tin-  indi pliant  journalist  call  the  public 

uttnidnn  tt)  that,  <lrlin(|ii<'ncy  too? 

llow,  lor  in^taiK-c-,  multl   tliat  wondi-rfnl  <-ase  of  Ui. 
Maiiii^i'.vnr/.cl    and    his    hrollu-r  l)f   examined    in   the    >m>: 
point    of  view?      Let    alone    the  h<  the    bullying,    the 

vapoih.u'.    the   bad   grammar,    the    mutual    recriminations,    lie- 
giving,  challenues.  retractions,  which  abound  in  the  fraternal 
disputes  —  put  out  of  the  question  these  points  as  concerning 
the  individual  nobleman  and  his  relative,  with  whose  per> 
allairs    ,ve   have   nothing  to  ilo  —  and  consider  how   intiinaU-ly 
corruin.    how    habitually    grovelling   and    mean,   how  ent. 
Snobu.sh  in  a  word,  a  \\ii<>le  c.nmty  must  be  which  can  lit. 
brtter  cliie!'>  or  lead. -r-  than  these  two  gentlemen.     »•  We  d»»n'i 
want,     the   L-reat  county  of  Mangcl\> ur/.eNiire  seems  to  say^ 
"  that  a  man  -hould  be  able  to  write  goo- 1 
should  keep  a  Christian   tongue  in   his   head  :   Of  : 
have  the  commonest  decency  of  teiii 

good   sense,    in   order  to   iv,  Dfl    in    1'ai  ii ••im-nt.      All    WC 

require   is.    that    a  man   should  be   recommended  to  us  b\ 
Karl   of  Maimelwur/.elshire.      And    all   that  re  of  the 

Karl  oi  Maii-clwnr/.rMiire  is  that  he  should  have  Ii  fly  thousand 
a  \.  ar  and  hunt  the  rotmtrv."  O  you  pride  of  all  Snobland ! 
O  \.»u  crawling,  trucklin-.self-.-onf,  u-ys  and  paraaiujsl 

Hut  this  is  urowini: ;  t.  e:  don't  K't  us  forget  our  usual 

amenitv.  and  thut  tone  oi  playtnincss  and  scutiuieat  with  which 
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the  beloved  reader  and  writer  have  pursued  their  mutual  reflec- 
tions hitherto.  Well,  Snobbishness  pervades  the  little  Social 
Farce  as  well  as  the  great  State  Comedy  ;  and  the  self-same 
moral  is  tacked  to  either. 

There  was,  for  instance,  an  account  in  the  papers  of  a  young 
lady  who,  misled  by  a  fortune-teller,  actually  went  part  of  the 
way  to  India  (as  far  as  Bagnigge  Wells,  1  think,)  in  search  of 
a  husband  who  was  promised  her  there.  Do  you  suppose  this 
poor  deluded  little  soul  would  have  left  her  shop  for  a  man 
below  her  in  rank,  or  for  anything  but  a  darling  of  a  Captain 
in  epaulets  and  a  red  coat?  It  was  her  Snobbish  sentiment 
that  misled  her,  and  made  her  vanities  a  prey  to  the  swindling 
fortune-teller. 

Case  2  was  that  of  Mademoiselle  de  Saugrenue,  "  the  inter- 
esting young  Frenchwoman  with  a  profusion  of  jetty  ringlets," 
who  lived  for  nothing  at  a  boarding-house  at  Gosport,  was  then 
conveyed  to  Fareham  gratis  :  and  being  there,  and  lying  on  the 
t>ed  of  the  good  old  lady  her  entertainer,  the  dear  girl  took 
occasion  to  rip  open  the  mattress,  and  steal  a  cash-box,  with 
which  she  fled  to  London.  How  would  you  account  for  the 
prodigious  benevolence  exercised  towards  the  interesting  young 
French  lady  ?  Was  it  her  jetty  ringlets  on  her  charming  face  ? 
—  Bah !  Do  ladies  love  others  for  having  pretty  faces  and 
black  hair  ?  —  she  said  she  was  a  relation  of  Lord  de  Saugrenue  : 
talked  of  her  ladyship  her  aunt,  and  of  herself  as  a  De  Sau- 
grenue. The  honest  boarding-house  people  were  at  her  feet  at 
once.  Good,  honest,  simple,  lord-loving  children  of  Snobland. 

Finally,  there  was  the  case  of  "the  Right  Honorable  Mr. 
Vernofl,"  at  York.  The  Right  Honorable  was  the  son  of  a 
nobleman,  and  practised  on  an  old  lady.  He  procured  from  her 
dinners,  money,  wearing-apparel,  spoons,  implicit  credence, 
and  an  entire  refit  of  linen.  Then  he  cast  his  nets  over  a  family 
of  father,  mother,  and  daughters,  one  of  whom  he  proposed  to 
marry.  The  father  lent  him  money,  the  mother  made  jams 
and  pickles  for  him,  the  daughters  vied  with  each  other  in 
cooking  dinners  for  the  Right  Honorable  —  and  what  was  the 
end?  One  day  the  traitor  fled,  with  a  teapot  and  a  basketful 
of  cold  victuals.  It  was  the  "  Right  Honorable  "  which  baited 
the  hook  which  gorged  all  these  greed}',  simple  Snobs.  Would 
they  have  been  taken  in  by  a  commoner?  What  old  lad}'  is 
there,  my  dear  sir,  who  would  take  in  you  and  me,  were  we 
ever  so  ill  to  do,  and  comfort  us,  and  clothe  us,  and  give  us  her 
money,  and  her  silver  forks  ?  Alas  arid  alas !  what  mortal 
man  that  speaks  the  truth  can  hope  for  such  a  landlady  ?  And 
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ye*,  all  these   instances  of  fond  and  credulous    Snobbishness 
have  occurred   in  tin-   s;  paper,  with  who  know*  how 

many  x-oi-r  more':' 

JuM  M  IW  had  con. 'hided  the  above  remarks  <•«. 
little    note    >eali--i    wiih    :i    pretty    little    buttcrth — bearing    a 
northern  postmark  —  and  to  tin-  following  eilcct  :  — 

-  19th  Norember. 
"  MR.  PUNCH,  —  Taking  great  interest  in  your  Snob  Papers, 

we  arc  \vry  :in\i«)iis  to    know  under  what  class  of  that  K*\ 
able  fraternity  you  would  designate  us. 

•  \\  e  ;ire  three  sister*,  from  seventeen  to  twenty -two.     Our 
father  is  /i,»,t,'st/y  (tml  truly  of  a  very  .1:0, , 

i!   i>  Snobbish  to  mention  that,    but    J    wi-h   •  i!u-    plain 

fact)  ;  our  niatrrnal  ^ramlfather  was  an  Earl.0 

••  \\ V  m,i  atl'ord  to  take  ill  a  stamped  edition  of  you,  and  all 
bit  ken>  s  work-  as  fast  as  they  come  out,  but  \, 
Mirh  a  tlmur  as  a  Peerage  or  even  a  Baronetage  in  the  house. 

••  \\Y  li\t    with  every  comfort,  excellent  cellar,  A. 
but  as  we  cannot  well  afford  a  butler,  we  have  a  nrat  i 
dhou^h   our    father  was  a  military  man.    ha-   travelled   much, 
been    in   the    best  society,    &c.)     \\ 

helper,  but  we  don't  put  the  latter  into  buttons,  nor  make  them 
wait  at  table,  like  Stripes  and  Tunimus.t 

11  \\  e  ai«  ju>t  the  same  to  Arsons  with  a  handle  to  their 
name  as  to  those  without  it.  We  wear  a  mod*  rate  modicum  of 
crinoline,  J  and  are  never  //////»  ?j  in  the  morning.  Wcha\egood 
and  abundant  dinndrs  on  chin.i  (though  we  ha\e  i>lato  |),  and 
)n>t  as  good  when  alone  as  with  company. 

Now,  my  dear  Mr.  /'»<»•/,.  will  you  please  give  us  a  short 
answer  in  voiir  next  number,  and  1  will  be  to  much  oblig- 
voti.     Nobo.lv    knows  we  are   writing  to  you,  not  even   our 
father  ;  nor  will  we  ever  teascf  you  again  if  you  will  only  give 
us  an  answer  — just  for  fun,  now  do ! 

44  If  you  get  as  far  as  this,  which  is  doubtful,  you  will  prol>- 
ably  fling  it  Into  the  fire.  If  you  do,  I  cannot  help  it ;  but  I 
am  of  a  sanguine  disposition,  and  entertain  a  lingering  hope. 

*  The  introduction  of  Grandpapa  is,  I  fear,  Snobbiah. 

t  That  is,  as  you  like.     I  don't  object  to  buttons  in  moderation. 

|  Quitr  right. 

^     Iil(*SS   V t > 1 1  ' 

„  SM«>M."i«h  ;  and  I  doubt  whether  you  ought  to  dine  M  well  when  aloof 
HS  with  ron.paiiy      You  will  be  getting  too  good  dinner*, 
t   We  liko  to  be  ttased  :  but  t«ll  Pap*. 
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At  all  events,  I  shall  be  impatient  for  next  Sunday,  for  you 
reach  us  on  that  day,  and  I  am  ashamed  to  confess,  we  cannot 
resist  opening  you  in  the  carriage  driving  home  from  church.* 

44 1  remain,  &c.  &c.,  for  myself  and  sisters. 
"  Excuse  this  scrawl,  but  I  alwa}*s  write  headlong ."f 

44  P. S.  — You  were  rather  stupid  last  week,  don't  you  think  ?  J 
We  keep  no  gamekeeper,  and  yet  have  always  abundant  game  for 
friends  to  shoot,  in  spite  of  the  poachers.  We  never  write  on 
perfumed  paper  —  in  short,  I  can't  help  thinking  that  if  you 
knew  us  you  would  not  think  us  Snobs." 

To  this  I  reply  in  the  following  manner :  —  44  My  dear  young 
ladies,  I  know  }*our  post-town  :  and  shall  be  at  church  there 
the  Sunday  after  next ;  when,  will  you  please  to  wear  a  tulip 
or  some  little  trifle  in  your  bonnets,  so  that  I  may  know  you  ? 
You  will  recognize  me  and  my  dress  —  a  quiet-looking  young 
fellow,  in  a  white  top-coat,  a  crimson  satin  neck-cloth,  light  blue 
trousers,  with  glossy  tipped  boots,  and  an  emerald  breastpin. 
I  shall  have  a  black  crape  round  my  white  hat ;  and  my  usual 
bamboo  cane  with  the  richly-gilt  knob.  I  am  sorry  there  will 
be  no  time  to  get  up  moustaches  between  now  and  next  week. 

44  From  seventeen  to  two-and- twenty  !  Ye  gods  !  what  ages  ! 
Dear  young  creatures,  I  can  see  you  all  three.  Seventeen  suits 
me,  as  nearest  my  own  time  of  life  ;  but  mind,  I  don't  say  two- 
and-twenty  is  too  old.  No,  no.  And  that  pretty,  roguish, 
demure,  middle  one.  Peace,  peace,  thou  silly  little  fluttering 
heart ! 

44  You  Snobs,  dear  young  ladies  !  I  will  pull  an}'  man's  nose 
who  sa}-s  so.  There  is  no  harm  in  being  of  a  good  family. 
You  can't  help  it,  poor  dears.  What's  in  a  name?  What  is  in 
a  handle  to  it?  I  confess  openly  that  I  should  not  object  to 
being  a  Duke  myself;  and  between  ourselves  you  might  see  a 
worse  leg  for  a  garter. 

44  You  Snobs,  dear  little  good-natured  things,  no  !  —  that  is, 
I  hope  not  —  I  think  not  —  I  won't  be  too  confident  —  none  of 
us  should  be  —  that  we  are  not  Snobs.  That  very  confidence 
savors  of  arrogance,  and  to  be  arrogant  is  to  be  a  Snob.  In 
all  the  social  gradations  from  sneak  to  tyrant,  nature  has  placed 
a  most  wondrous  and  various  progeny  of  Snobs.  But  are  there 

*  O  garters  and  stars !  what  will  Captaiu  Gordon  and  Exeter  Hall  say 
to  this  ? 

t  -Dear  little  enthusiast! 

t  You  were  never  more  mistaken,  Miss,  in  your  life. 
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no  kindly  natures,  no  tender  |:. 

and  troth-loving  ''      1'omler  well   .»n    tin- 

ladies.      Ami    it'  you  ran    answer    r 

lucky  arc  you  —  ami  lucky  tin-  iv-p.  j,;i*  arid 

ili.-  three  handgun--  \o||n-  •_:'  •nilcim  n  who  ure  about  to  become 

each  others'  brothcrs-in-lav. 


CIIMTKII  xxxiri. 

SNOBS    AND    MARRIAGE. 

of  the  middle  rank  who  walks  through  t! 
with  a  sympathy  for  his  companions  on  the  same  journey  — at 
any  rate,  every  man   who  has  been  jostling  in  the  world   tor 
some  three  or  four  lustres  —  mn-t   make  no  end  of  tnelam 
rejections  upon  the  late  of  those  victims  whom  that 

is.   Snobbishness,   is  immolating    even    clay.      With    love  and 
simplicity  and  natural  kindness  Snobbishness  is  perpetually  at 
war.     People  dare  not  be   happy  for  tear  of  Snobs.     People 
dan    not  love  for  fear  of  Snobs.      People   pine  away  1" 
under  the  tyranny  <>!'  Snobs.     Honest  kindly  hearts  dry  up 
die.     Gallant  generous  lads.  1. looming  with  hearty  youth,  swell 
into  Moated    old  bachelorhood,   and   burst   and   tumble  < 
Tender  prls  wither  into  shrunken  decay,  and  perish  solitary, 
from   whom   Snobbishness  has  cut.  eft*  the  common  claim  to 
happiness  and   affection  with  which  Nature  endowed  us  all. 
My   heart   ^m\vs  sad  as  I  see  the  blundering  tyrant's  handi- 
work.    As  I  behold  it  I  swell  with  cheap  rage,  and  plow  with 
t'mv  against  the  Snob.     Come  down.  1  My,  thou  skulking  diil- 
11.  M  '      COOM   down,  thou   stupid   bully,  and   irive  up  tin  brutal 
^host  :      And    I    arm   myself  with   the   sword  an  and 

takil  .LT  leave  of  my  family,  iro  forth  to  do  battle  with  that 
hid. -nus  OLTIV  and  Liiant.  that  brutal  despot  in  Snob  Castle,  who 
holds  so  many  ueiitle  hearts  in  torture  and  tli 

When   r>ntrti  is  kinir.  1  declare  there  shall  be  no  such  thing 
as  old  maids  and  old  bachelors.     The  Reverend  Mr.  MM  I 
shall  be  burned  annually,  instead  of  (itn    .  ,      Those  who 

don't  marry  shall  p>  into  the  workhouse.  It  shall  be  a  sin  for 
the  poorest  not  to  have  a  pretty  irirl  to  love  him. 

The  above    ivtlectiou-  >    mind   a  tier  taking  a  walk 

With  an  okl  comrade,  Jack  Spigot  by  name,  who  U  just  past- 
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ing  into  the  state  of  old  bachelorhood,  after  the  manly  and 
blooming  youth  in  which  I  remember  him.  Jack  was  one  of 
tin1  handsomest  fellows  in  England  when  we  entered  together 
in  the  Highland  Bufis ;  but  I  quitted  the  Cuttykilts  early,  and 
lost  sight  of  him  for  many  years. 

Ah !  how  changed  he  is  from  those  days !  He  wears  a 
waistband  now,  and  has  begun  to  dye  his  whiskers.  His 
cheeks,  which  were  red,  are  now  mottled  ;  his  eyes,  once  so 
bright  and  steadfast,  are  the  color  of  peeled  plovers'  eggs. 

"Are  you  married,  Jack?"  says  I,  remembering  how  con- 
sumedly  in  love  he  was  with  his  cousin  Letty  Lovelace,  when 
the  Cuttykilts  were  quartered  at  Strathbungo  some  twenty 
years  ago. 

"Married?  no,"  says  he.  "Not  money  enough.  Hard 
enough  to  keep  mj'self,  much  more  a  family,  on  five  hundred  a 
year.  Come  to  Dickinson's  ;  there's  some  of  the  best  Madeira 
in  London  there,  my  boy."  So  we  went  and  talked  over  old 
times.  The  bill  for  dinner  and  wine  consumed  was  prodigious, 
and  the  quantity  of  brandy-and-water  that  Jack  took  showed 
what  a  regular  boozer  he  was.  "A  guinea  or  two  guineas. 
What  the  devil  do  I  care  what  I  spend  for  my  dinner?  "  says  he. 

"  And  Letty  Lovelace?  "  says  I. 

Jack's  countenance  fell.  However,  he  burst  into  a  loud 
laugh  presently.  "  Letty  Lovelace  !  "  sa}7s  he.  "  She's  Letty 
Lovelace  still ;  but  Gad,  such  a  wizened  old  woman  !  She's 
as  thin  as  a  thread-paper ;  (you  remember  what  a  figure  she 
had  :)  her  nose  has  got  red,  and  her  teeth  blue.  She's  always 
ill ;  always  quarrelling  with  the  rest  of  the  family ;  always 
psalm-singing,  and  always  taking  pills.  Gad,  I  had  a  rare 
escape  there.  Push  round  the  grog,  old  boy." 

Straightway  memory  went  back  to  the  days  when  Letty  was 
the  loveliest  of  blooming  }roung  creatures :  when  to  hear  her 
sing  was  to  make  the  heart  jump  into  your  throat ;  when  to 
see  her  dance,  was  better  than  Montessu  or  Noblet  (the}^  were 
the  Ballet  Queens  of  those  days)  ;  when  Jack  used  to  wear  a 
locket  of  her  hair,  with  a  little  gold  chain  round  his  neck,  and, 
exhilarated  with  toddy,  after  a  sederunt  of  the  Cuttykilt  mess, 
used  to  pull  out  this  token,  and  kiss  it,  and  howl  about  it,  to 
the  great  amusement  of  the  bottle-nosed  old  Major  and  the  rest 
of  the  table. 

"My  father  and  hers  couldn't  put  their  horses  together," 
Jack  said.  "  The  General  wouldn't  come  down  with  more  than 
six  thousand.  My  governor  said  it  shouldn't  be  done  under 
eight.  Lovelace  told  him  to  go  and  be  hanged,  and  so  we 
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part  nl  company.      They  said  she   was  in  :i  iledim        i  ,        im-n! 
She's  forty.  :in«l  MS  tou-h  and  a-  sour  a>  thi^  I,  it  of  I.-IILM, 
Don't  put    much    into   \oiir  punch,  Sm.li  in\   U,\.      .N.,  m;, 
stand  punch  after  wim  ." 

••  Ami  what  arc  your  pursuits,  .la,  -k  ?  "   sa\      I 

"Bold  out  when  tin-  Lr"\<-rnor  died.     Mother  lives  at  Bath. 

<io  down  there  oner  a   year  for  a  \\rek.      hieadful  -low.      Shil- 
ling Whitt.       Four  -i-ter-        all  unmarried   e\e«-pt    the    \<unge8t 

awful    work.       Scolland    in    An^n-t.       Ital\    in    [\, 
Cursol    rheumatism.      Come   to    London   in    Man  h.  and    !• 
alioiit    at    the   Chili,  old    l>o\  :    :ind    ue   uou't  1^0  hoiur  till  maw- 
MW-rnin.LT  till  daylight  doe.  appeal." 

**Alnl     here'-    111*      \\reel;    oft\\o  ''Sent 

Snohotjraplirr.    after   takin  !'  .la.-k    Spi^ii"'.       "  l'r«-M\ 

merry    Lett\    I,o\daee\   rudder  \<>^\    and   -lie  cast  away,  and 
handsome  .lack    Spiggot  stranded   on   the  shoie  like  a  drunken 

Trinoalo.*1 

What  wa>  it  that  insultnl  Nature  (to  use  no  higher  name), 
and  pei'verte«l  her  kindlx  intentions  towards  t  \Vhat 

em-M-d  fro^t  \\a>  it  that  nipped  the  love  that  t>oth  were  bearing, 
and  condemned  the  irirl  to  ^oiir  sterility.  an<l  the  lad  to  selfish 
old-l>:ichelorhood  y  It  was  i  he  infernal  Suoh  tyrant  who  governs 
us  all,  who  Bays,  "Thou  -halt  not  love  without  a  lady  's-in 
thoii  shall  not  iiKirry  without  a  earriair«'  and  horses;  thou  shall 
have  no  wife  in  thy  heart,  and  no  children  on  thy  knee,  without 
a  pa^c  in  buttons  ami  a  l-'rench  />«/»!>•;  thou  shalt  goto  the 
devil  unless  thou  hast  a  l>n>imham  ;  marry  poor,  and  society 
shall  forsake  t  hee  ;  :hy  kinsmen  shall  avoid  theo  as  u  criminal; 
thy  aunts  and  uncles  shall  turn  up  their  eyes  and  bemoan  tin- 
sail.  sad  manner  in  which  Tom  or  Harry  has  thrown  himself 
awav."  You.  \oini_u'  \\oiiian.  may  sell  your-rlf  u  ithout  shame. 
ami  inai'i'y  old  ('r«i--u-:  yon.  yoiimj:  man.  may  lie  away  yoiii 
hear!  and  your  life  for  a  jointure.  Hut  if  \M"  aiv  |XX>r,  woe 
lie  'o  \ou  !  society,  the  l»nital  Sm»l»  autocrat,  consigns  you  to 
solitary  perdition.  Wither,  ixx>r  girl,  in  }'our  garret:  rot. 
pool-  liachelor,  in  your  Clnh. 

\Vlieii     1     sec    those     <:,-..,  ,-ele-s    recluses  —  those     unnatural 

monks  and  nuns  of  the  order  of  St.   HeeUebub,0  my  h:' 

»  This,  of  course,  is  uinlrrstiM»il  to  apply  only  to  those  unmarried  per- 
sons whom  a  menu  nml  SnuM.ish  fear  ab<»ut  money  has  kept  from  fulfilling 
thi-ir  iiMiural  .l.-tiny.  Many  persons  then-  are  Hovoted  to  celibacy  becaiue 
tlu-y  eiinnoi  In  IP  it."  (  >f  these  a  man  would  l>e  a  hruti-  who  §poke  rou^lilr. 
In.l"  .....  |.  after  Mi-s  O'T.M.lc's  r.unliirt  to  th.-  writer,  lie  would  he  the  UH 
to  roml.-nin.  But  never  mind,  UIWM?  are  personal  matter*. 
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for  Snobs,  and  their  worship,  and  their  idols,  passes  all  con- 
tinence. Let  us  hew  down  that  man-eating  Juggernaut,  I  say, 
that  hideous  Dago  ;  and  I  glow  with  the  heroic  courage  of 
Tom  Thumb,  and  join  battle  with  the  giant  Snob. 


CHAPTER   XXXIV. 

SNOBS    AND    MARRIAGE, 

IN  that  noble  romance  called  "  Ten  Thousand  a  Year,"  I 
remember  a  profound^  pathetic  description  of  the  Christian 
manner  in  which  the  hero,  Mr.  Aubrey,  bore  his  misfortunes. 
After  making  a  display  of  the  most  florid  and  grandiloquent 
resignation,  and  quitting  his  country  mansion,  the  writer  sup- 
poses Aubrey  to  come  to  town  in  a  post-chaise  and  pair,  sitting 
bodkin  probably  between  his  wife  and  sister.  It  is  about  seven 
o'clock,  carriages  are  rattling  about,  knockers  are  thundering, 
and  tears  bedim  the  fine  eyes  of  Kate  and  Mrs.  Aubrey  as  they 
think  that  in  happier  times  at  this  hour  —  their  Aubre}-  used 
formerly  to  go  out  to  dinner  to  the  houses  of  the  aristocracy 
his  friends.  This  is  the  gist  of  the  passage  —  the  elegant 
words  I  forget.  But  the  noble,  noble  sentiment  I  shall  always 
cherish  and  remember.  What  can  be  more  sublime  than  the 
notion  of  a  great  man's  relatives  in  tears  about  —  his  dinner? 
With  a  few  touches,  what  author  ever  more  happily  described 
A  Snob? 

We  were  reading  the  passage  lately  at  the  house  of  my 
friend,  Raymond  Grajr,  Esquire,  Barrister-at-Law,  an  ingenious 
youth  without  the  least  practice,  but  who  has  luckily  a  great 
share  of  good  spirits,  wjiich  enables  him  to  bide  his  time,  and 
bear  laughingly  his  humble  position  in  the  world.  Meanwhile, 
until  it  is  altered,  the  stern  laws  of  necessity  and  the  expenses 
of  the  Northern  Circuit  oblige  Mr.  Gray  to  live  in  a  very  tiny 
mansion  in  a  very  queer  small  square  in  the  airjr  neighborhood 
of  Gray's  Inn  Lane. 

What  is  the  more  remarkable  is,  that  Gray  has  a  wife  there. 
Mrs.  Gray  was  a  Miss  Harley  Baker :  and  I  suppose  I  need 
not  say  that  is  a  respectable  family.  Allied  to  the  Cavendishes, 
the  Oxfords,  the  Manybones,  they  still,  though  rather  dechus 
from  their  original  splendor,  hold  their  heads  as  high  as  ar.y. 
Mrs.  Harley  Baker,  I  know,  never  goes  to  church  without  John 
behind  to  carry  her  prayer-book ;  nor  will  Miss  Welbeck,  he! 
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sister,  wnlk  twenty  yard-   a-hoppin£  withoi/  ,,n  of 

I  i  loaf   pane  ;    I!M.II^|,    t|M.    ((|,i    j.,,^.    is    M 

us   any    \\<>man    in    the   parish    ami    as    tall  an.l    \  as  a 

grenadier.      Tin-    a-lnni-hment    is,    h..\\     Kmil\     I 

could    have   Mooped   to   marry  Raymond   < 

tin-    prctliot  ami    protideM  of  tin-  famih  :    -he,  u 

Cockle    i;\les.  of  the    l.enijal   Service;    -he.  w|,,, 

little    DOM    at     i  Temple.   (,).(.,    and  001 

nohle    house    <>!'   Alliyn:    -lie.    wh.,    had    l.iit     I.IMMI/.    /(  ,,/,-   /<M|/ 

finf.i,/,-,  tu   marry  a   man   \\lio  had  scarcely  as  much  more.      A 

M-ivaiii    of  wrath    ami    iii'li-nat ion    was    utt<-iv<l    l.v    ih,-    \- 

iamily  when  they  heanl  of  this  //„'.<,/  I'.uker 

never   speaks   of  IMT   dftOgfat  r    now  l»nt  with 

and   as  a,  ruined   civalnre.      Mi^-,    \Vi-|li,-rk    MJ1,    "I    001 

tliat    man   a    villain:"    and   lias    deiionneed    |xx>r  gOO<l-n:r 

.Mrs.  l'(  ikins  as  a  swindler,  at  whose  ball  the  young  |< 

met   for  the  first  time. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  (Irav.  meanwhile,  live  in  (.ray's  Inn  Lane 
aforesaid,  with  a  maid-servant  and  a  nurse,  whose  bands  are 
very  lull,  and  in  a  im»t  provoking  and  unnatural  state  of  h.-ip. 
piness.  They  have  never  once  thought  of  cry  in  «j  al.ont  their 
dinner,  like  the  wretchedly  pnlinir  and  Snobbish  womankind  of 
my  favorite. Snoli  Anlm-y.  of  "Ten  Thousand  a  Year;"  l»ut. 
on  the  contrary,  accept  such  huniMe  victuals  as  fate  awards 
them  with  a  most  perfect  and  thankful  good  grao 
actually  have  a  portion  lor  a  hunjrry  friend  at  times — as 
the  present  writer  can  gratefully  testify. 

I  \\a-  mentioning  these  dinners,  and  some  admirable  lemon 
puddings    which    Mrs.  (iray    makes,   to  our  mutual    f' 
Lrreat  Mr.  (Joldmore.  the  Kast  India  Director,  when  that  p-nt Io- 
nian's fa< -e  a— nmed  an  expression  of  almost  apoplecti 
and  lie  iraspe.l  out,   "What!      Do  they   ^ive   dinners?" 
ed   to  think   it    a  crime  and  a  wonder  that  such   p. 
should  dine  at  all.  and  that  it  was  their  custom  to  huddle  round 
their  kitchen-tin-  over  a  bone  and  a  cru>t.      Whem-v.-r  he  meets 
them  in  lodety,  it  is  a  matter  of  wonder  to  him  (and  he  al^ 

his  surprise  very  loud)    how  the  lady  can  appear 

ilv  dressed,  and  the  man  have  an  unpatched  coat  to  his 

back.    'l   have  heard  him  enlarge  upon  this  poverty  l>cfore  the 

whole  room  at  the  ••  ConMajrrative  Club,"  to  which  he  and  I  and 

(irav  have  the  honor  to  In-long. 

We'meot   at   the  Club  nn   most  days.     At  half-past  four, 

(Joldmnre  an-m-  in  st.  Ji  S      <  t.  from  the  City,  and  you 

may  see  him  n-ndini:  ihe  .'\ening  papers  in  the  bow-window  of 
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the  Club,  which  enfilades  Pall  Mall  —  a  large  plethoric  man, 
with  a  bunch  of  seals  in  a  large  bow-windowed  light  waistcoat. 
He  has  large  coat-tails,  stuti'ed  with  agents'  letters  and  papers 
about  companies  of  which  he  is  a  Director.  His  seals  jingle  as 
he  walks.  I  wish  I  had  such  a  man  for  an  uncle,  and  that  he 
himself  were  childless.  I  would  love  and  cherish  him,  and  be 
kind  to  him. 

At  six  o'clock  in  the  full  season,  when  all  the  world  is  in 
St.  James's  Street,  and  the  carriages  are  cutting  in  and  out 
among  the  cabs  on  the  stand,  and  the  tufted  dandies  are  show- 
ing their  listless  faces  out  of  "  White's,"  and  you  see  respect- 
able gray-headed  gentlemen  waggling  their  heads  to  each  other 
through  the  plate-glass  windows  of  "  Arthur's  :  "  and  the  red- 
coats wish  to  be  Briareian,  so  as  to  hold  all  the  gentlemen's 
horses ;  and  that  wonderful  red-coated  royal  porter  is  sunning 
himself  before  Marlborough  House  ;  —  at  the  noon  of  London 
time,  you  see  a  light-yellow  carriage  with  black-  horses,  and  a 
coachman  in  a  tight  floss-silk  wig,  and  two  footmen  in  powder 
and  white  and  yellow  liveries,  and  a  large  woman  inside  in 
shot-silk,  a  poodle,  and  a  pink  parasol,  which  drives  up  to  the 
gate  of  the  "  Conflagrative,"  and  the  page  goes  and  sa}'s  to 
Mr.  Goldmore  (who  is  perfectly  aware  of  the  fact,  as  he  is 
looking  out  of  the  windows  with  about  forty  other  *i  Conflagra- 
tive" bucks),  "Your  carriage,  Sir."  G.  wags  his  head. 
"  Remember,  eight  o'clock  precisely,"  saj's  he  to  Mulligataw- 
ney,  the  other  East  India  Director ;  and,  ascending  the  car- 
riage, plumps  down  by  the  side  of  Mrs.  Goldmore  for  a  drive 
in  the  Park,  and  then  home  to  Portland  Place.  -As  the  carriage 
whirls  off,  all  the  .young  bucks  in  the  Club  feel  a  secret  elation. 
It  is  a  part  of  their  establishment,  as  it  were.  That  carriage 
belongs  to  their  Club,  and  their  Club  belongs  to  them.  They 
follow  the  equipage  with  interest;  they  eye  it  knowingly  as 
they  see  it  in  the  Park.  But  halt !  we  are  not  come  to  the 
Club  Snobs  yet.  O  my  brave  Snobs,  what  a  flurry  there  will 
be  among  you  when  those  papers  appear ! 

Well,  you  may  judge,  from  the  above  description,  what  sort 
of  a  man  Goldmore  is.  A  dull  and  pompous  Leadenhall  Street 
Croesus,  good-natured  withal,  and  affable  —  cruelly  affable. 
"•  Mr.  Goldmore  can  never  forget,"  his  lady  used  to  say,  "  that 
it  was  Mrs.  Gray's  grandfather  who  sent  him  to  India ;  and 
though  that  young  woman  has  made  the  most  imprudent  mar- 
riage in  the  world,  and  has  left  her  station  in  society,  her 
husband  seems  an  ingenious  and  laborious  3'oung  man,  and 
w  shall  do  everything  in  our  power  to  be  of  use  to  him."  So 
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they  used  to  ask  I!  to  dinner  t\si«  «•  or  timer  in 

wlii-ii,  I'V    ua\    of  Increasing   tin-    kindm--,,  liiii!'.   the    hull- 

•  ideivd     to     hire    ;i     Hv     to    roim-V     thrill    to    and     fl 
Place. 

Of  eour>e   I   :uii  mueh  too  good-natured  a  friend  of  botb 

parties  not  to  tell  (.ia\  o!'  (  .oMm<  -n  -\  .  .pum  ,n  regarding  him, 
and  tin-  naliol.'s  a.MouMmient  at  tin-  idea  of  tin-  Lnefless  bar- 
ri-4n-  liavinir  any  dinner  at  all.  Indeed.  ( iol.linoi,-\  n 
became  a  j<>Uc  airain^t  <  >i-a\  amongst  us  wags  at  the  Club,  and 
\\.  used  to  a-k  him  when  he  tasted  meat  last?  whether  we 
should  lirin^  him  home  something  from  dinner!  and  cut  a 
thousand  other  mad  {>ranks  with  him  in  our  facetious  way. 

( )nr  day,  then,  coming  home  from  tin-  Club.  Mr.  <ir:i\   • 
vcycd  to  his  wife  the  astounding  information  that  he  had  asked 
( .oldmoiv  to  dinner. 

44  My  lo\,-."  -ays  Mrs.  Gray,  in  a  tivmor.  "  h<iw  cniild  \«m 
IM-  -ornn-1?  Why.  tin-  dining-room  won't  hold  Mr-.  <  ...Idm 

••  Mak<     \oiir    mind    easy,    Mrs.    (iray;    In  r    la<ly>hi|»    is    in 
Paris.      It.   is  <»nly  (  ni-sus   that's   coinihL 
the    play   afterwards  —  to  Sadh-r's    WeUft.      (ioldmore   sai 
the   (lul>  that    he  thought  Shakspeare  was  a  great  dramatic 
port,  and  on-lit  to  be  patronized;  whereupon,  fired  with  «n- 
thusiasm,  I  invite. 1  him  to  our  banquet ." 

"(ioodne^s  gracious!  what  can  we  give  him  for  dinin-r? 
He  has  two  l-'rrnrli  <ooks;  you  know  Mrs.  Goldmore  is  always 
tolling  us  about  them  ;  and  he  dines  with  Aldermen  every  day/' 

" '  A  plain  leg  of  mutton,  my  Lucy, 

1  prythee  get  ready  at  three  ; 
Have  it  tender,  and  smoking,  and  juicy, 
And  what  bettor  meat  can  there  be?  '" 

says  Gray,  quoting  my  favorite  poet. 

"Hut'thr  rook  is  ill;  and  you  know  that  horrible  Pattypan 
the  pastry-cook's  —  " 

Silrme,  Fran  !  "  says  Gray,  in  a  deep  tragedy  voice. 
will  have  the  ordering  of  this  repast.     Do  all  things  as  I  bid 
thee.     Invite  our  friend  Snob  here  to  partake  of  the  feast.     Be 
mine  the  ta-k  of  proriirini:  it." 

11  Don't  be  expensive,  Raymond,"  says  nis  wife. 

44  Peace,   thou  timid  partner  of  the  briefless  one.     Gold- 
moreV  dinner  shall  be  suited  to  our  narrow  means.     On 
thou  in  all  things  my  commands."     And  seeing  by  the  pee 
i  xpression  of  the  rogue's  countenance,  that  some  mad  waggery 
wa«  in  pivpuratioii,  I  awaited  the  morrow  with  anxiety. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

SNOBS     AND     MARRIAGE. 

PUNCTUAL  to  the  hour  —  (by  the  way,  I  cannot  omit  here  to 
mark  down  my  hatred,  scorn,  and  indignation  towards  those 
miserable  Snobs  who  come  to  dinner  at  nine1,  when  they  are 
asked  at  eight,  in  order  to  make  a  sensation  in  the  company. 
May  the  loathing  of  honest  folks,  the  backbiting  of  others,  the 
curses  of  cooks,  pursue  these  wretches,  and  avenge  the  society 
on  which  the}-  trample  !)  — Punctual,  I  saj~,  to  the  hour  of  five, 
which  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ra}rmond  Gray  had  appointed,  a  }Touth  of 
an  elegant  appearance,  in  a  neut  evening-dress,  whose  trim 
whiskers  indicated  neatness,  whose  light  step  denoted  activity 
(for  in  sooth  he  was  hungry,  and  alwa}*s  is  at  the  dinner  hour, 
whatsoever  that  hour  may  be),  and  whose  rich  golden  hair, 
curling  down  his  shoulders,  was  set  off  by  a  perfectly  new  four- 
and-ninepenny  silk  hat,  was  seen  wending  his  waj"  down  Bittle- 
stone  Street,  Bittlestone  Square,  Gray's  Inn.  The  person  in 
question,  I  need  not  say,  was  Mr.  Snob.  He  is  never  late 
when  invited  to  dine.  But  to  proceed  with  my  narrative  :  — 

Although  Mr.  Snob  may  have  flattered  himself  that  he  made 
a  sensation  as  he  strutted  down  Bittlestone  Street  with  his 
richly  gilt  knobbed  cane  (and  indeed  I  vow  I  saw  heads  look- 
ing at  me  from  Miss  Squilsb3''s,  the  brass-plated  milliner  oppo- 
site Ra3*mond  Gray's,  who  has  three  silver-paper  bonnets,  and 
two  fly-blown  French  prints  of  fashion  in  the  window),  3'et 
what  was  the  emotion  produced  by  my  arrival,  compared  to 
that  with  which  the  little  street  thrilled,  when  at  five  minutes 
past  five  the  floss-wigged  coachman,  the  yellow  hammer-cloth 
and  flunkies,  the  black  horses  and  blazing  silver  harness  of 
Mr.  Goldmore  whirled  down  the  street!  It  is  a  very  little 
street,  of  very  little  houses,  most  of  them  with  very  large  brass 
plates  like  Miss  Squilsby's.  Coal- merchants,  architects  and 
surve}Tors,  two  surgeons,  a  solicitor,  a  dancing-master,  and  of 
course  several  house-agents,  occupy  the  houses  —  little  two- 
storied  edifices  with  little  stucco  porticoes.  Goldrnore's  carriage 
overtopped  the  roofs  almost ;  the  first  floors  might  shake  hands 
with  Croesus  as  he  lolled  inside  :  all  the  windows  of  those  first 
floors  thronged  with  children  and  women  in  a  twinkling.  There 
was  Mrs.  Hammerly  in  curl-papers  ;  Mrs.  Saxby  with  her  front 
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awry  :  Mr.  Writes  prrrin-.;  through  the  gauze  curtni1 
in -4  th.-  while  his  hut  -j;las-(,r  i um-and-watcT —  in  tii 
mcndous  eummutiun  iii  l',i::|.--tu!i.  us  the  Golduiore 

carriage  drove  up  to  Mr.   Ka\  tDODd  <  - 

••  MM\V  kind    il    i.-  <•!'  him  //   the   footinm'" 

little    Mix.  (Iray.  prrpinj;   at    the  vehicle    (•  huge 

domestic.  de^eendin'_r  from  his  perch,  tia\e  a  rap  at  the  door 
which  almost  dr<.\  l.iiildinur.  All  th«-  hracb  wen*  • 

Ihc  ^iiii  \va>  ihtnhlg;    tbC  \«T\  "r_ian-lH>Y  |>:iust-i|  :  man, 

tin-  c<»:ich,  :unl  (ioldiiiM!v'>  n-d  i';i<-r  and  white  waistcoat  were 
M:uinir  in  splcn«li»r.  Tin-  lu-n-uli-an  plu  u-k  to 

opi-n  I  he  carri:iLr«'  (1 

Raymond  (iray  npi-m-d  liis  —  in  his  shirtsleeves. 

!!'•  ran  up  t<>  tin-  Carriage.  **Come  in.  ( ...Mmore,**  sayi 
!).•  :  "just  in  tiini-.  inv  l»>y.  ( )p«-n  1h«-  door,  What-  .'urn. 

and    let   y«»ur   master  out,"  —  and    \V!iat-d'}-e-cairiun    «•!• 
nii-clianit  ally,  \vith  a  face  of  wonder  and  horror,  only  to  be 
(•((iialU-d  by  tin-  look  oI'MnpHird  astonishment  which  ornamented 
the  purple  coiintciiaiic,-  of  liis  ni. 

••  \Va\vt   taim   will   yon    plca^<-   have  the  cage,  sir?"  says 
What-d'yc-caU'iun,    in    that    peculiar,    imspellable,    inimitable, 
ilunkylifd  pronunciation  which  forms  one  of  the  chief  charms 
dstenoe. 

"  B-st  have  it  to  the  theatre  at  ni  n<  ;   "  it 

is  but  a  step  from  here  to  the  \\V1U.  and  we  can  walk  there. 
lor  all.     I1,.-  R!  Sadler's  \\    Ih 

44  Yes,  at  eleven."  exclaim   Gk^more,   p«-rtnri)»'dly.  and 
walks  with  a  flurried  -t«  p  into  the  house,  as  if  hr  were  going  to 
indeed  ho  was,  with  that  wickt  as  a  Jack 

Ketch  over  him).  The  carriair«'  drove  away,  followed  by  num- 
berless ryes  iVoin  doorstep-  and  balconies;  its  appearance  IS 
still  a,  wonder  in  liittlestone  Street. 

"Go  in  there,  and  amuse  \ouixclfwith  Snob,"  saysCiray, 
opening  th--  little  drawing-room  door.  k*  I'll  call  out  as 
-oon  as  the  chops  are  ready.  Fanny's  below,  seeing  to  toe 
pudding.'1 

•M.iacious  in  iys  Goldmore  to  me,  quite  confiden- 

tially, "  how  could  he  ask  in?  I  really  had  no  idea  of  this — 
this  utter  destitution." 

44  Dinner,  dinner!"  roars  out  Gray,  from  the  dining-room, 
whence  issued  a  great  smoking  and  frying ;  and  entering  that 
apartment  we  tind  Mrs.  <;ray  ready  to  1  l-^king 

perfect lv  like  a  lYimv-s  who.  1  nf.  hal  a  b«»wl  ot 

in  her  hand,  whirh  \»-getables  she  placed  on  the  table. 
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Her  husband  was  meanwhile  cooking  mutton-chops  on  a  grid- 
iron over  the  fire. 

"•Fanny  has  made  the  roly-poly  pudding,"  says  he;  "the 
chops  are  my  part.  Here's  a  fine  one ;  try  this,  Goldmore." 
And  he  popped  a  fizzing  cutlet  on  that  gentleman's  plate. 
What  words,  what  notes  of  exclamation  can  describe  the  nabob's 
astonishment? 

The  tablecloth  was  a  very  old  one,  darned  in  a  score  of 
places.  There  was  mustard  in  a  teacup,  a  silver  fork  for  Gold- 
more  —  all  ours  were  iron. 

"I  wasn't  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in  my  mouth,"  says 
Gray,  gravely.  "That  fork  is  the  only  one  we  have.  Fanny 
has  it  generally." 

"  Raymond  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Gra}r,  with  an  imploring  face. 

"  She  was  used  to  better  things,  you  know :  and  I  hope  one 
day  to  get  her  a  dinner-service.  I'm  told  the  electro-plate  is 
uncommonly  good.  Where  the  deuce  is  that  boy  with  the  beer? 
And  now,"  said  he,  springing  up,  "  I'll  be  a  gentleman."  And 
so  he  put  on  his  coat,  and  sat  down  quite  gravely,  with  four 
fresh  mutton-chops  which  he  had  by  this  time  broiled. 

"  We  don't  have  meat  every  day,  Mr.  Goldmore,"  he  con- 
tinued, u  and  it's  a  treat  to  me  to  get  a  dinner  like  this.  You 
little  know,  3*011  gentlemen  of  England,  who  live  at  home  at 
ease,  what  hardships  briefless  barristers  endure." 

"  Gracious  mercy  !  "  says  Mr,  Goldmore. 

"  Where's  the  half  and  half?  Fanny,  go  over  to  the  '  Keys' 
and  get  the  beer.  Here's  sixpence."  And  what  was  our  aston- 
ishment when  Fanny  got  up  as  if  to  go  ! 

"  Gracious  mercy  !  let  me,"  cries  Goldmore. 

"  Not  for  worlds,  my  dear  sir.  She's  used  to  it.  They 
wouldn't  serve  you  as  well  as  they  serve  her.  Leave  her  alone. 
Law  bless  you ! "  Ra}7mond  said,  with  astounding  composure. 
And  Mrs.  Gray  left  the  room,  and  actually  came  back  with  a 
tray  on  which  there  was  a  pewter  flagon  of  beer.  Little  Polly 
(to  whom,  at  her  christening,  I  had  the  honor  of  presenting  a 
.silver  mug  ex  officio)  following  with  a  couple  of  tobacco-pipes, 
and  the  queerest  roguish  look  in  her  round  little  chubby 
face. 

"  Did  you  speak  to  Tapling  about  the  gin,  Fanny,  my  dear  ?  " 
Gra}T  asked,  after  bidding  Polly  put  the  pipes  on  the  chimney- 
piece,  which  that  little  person  had  some  difficulty  in  reaching. 
"  The  last  was  turpentine,  and  even  your  brewing  didn't  make 
good  punch  of  it." 

"You  would  hardly  suspect,  Goldmore,  that  iny  wife,  a 
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Hnrlcv  Baker,  would  ever  make  L'in-pimeh  ?     I  think  inv  ru- 
in-law would  conniiit  suicide  if -he  si 

"Don't  In-  al\\a\s  laiiuliini;  at  mamma,  Ka\  moml."  REJJ 
Mr-.  <  ira\  . 

"  Well  well,  she  wouldn't   die,  ami    I  !i  -he  would. 

Ami  yon  don't  make  jjin-pnnch.  and    \<MI  d<>: 
and  —  ( ioldmoiv,  do   \oti   drink    \<>nr  brer  "lit  ,,f  thr  glass,  Ot 
out  of  the  prwtn •':  " 

••<  irarions  im-ivv  1"  ejaooUtei  Croesus  once  more,  as  little 
roily,  taking  tlir  |»ot  with  lioth  her  little  luinclirs  of  liands, 
oll'n-s  it,  sniilinii.  to  that  a-toni-hrd  Din-rim-. 

And  M>.  in  a  word,  thr  dinm  r  (.-oiinm-nrrd.  and  \va- 
cnlly  rndrd  in  a  >iinil.ir  fashion.  <•:  ..  PHI-IK  d  iii-  nnl'i.i  lunate 
jim->t  \\ith  the  most  (jnrrr  and  cxitrageous  descrii'-i.-n  ..|  hi- 
similes,  misery,  and  poverty.  He  described  how  he  cleaned 
the  knives  >vlu-n  tliey  were  first  married;  and  how  he  used  to 
diau  tlu-  children  in  a  little  cart;  how  his  wife  could  toss  pan- 
cakes ;  and  what  parts  of  his  dress  she  made.  He  told  Tibbits, 
his  rlerk  (who  wa-  in  (art  the  functionary  who  had  brought  the 
heer  from  the  piiMir-hon>e.  which  Mrs.  Fann\  had  fetched  from 
the  neiiihl'orini;-  apartment) — to  fetch  "the  bottle  of  port- 
wine/'  when  the  dinner  was  over ;  and  told  Goldmore  as  won- 
derful a  !  i-tory  alxxit  the  way  in  uhieh  that  U.ttl  ,-  had 
come  into  h'iN  hand-  as  any  of  his  former  stories  had  been. 
\\  hen  the  repa-t  wa>  all  over,  and  it  was  near  time  to  move  to 
the  play,  and  Mrs.  Gray  had  retired,  and  we  were  sitting 
ruminating  rather  silently  over  the  last  glasses  of  the  port, 
dray  suddenly  breaks  the  silence  by  slapping  Cold  more  on 
the  shoulder,  and  saying,  "Now,  Goldmore,  tell  me  some- 
thing" 

••  What?"  asks  Croesus. 

k-  Haven't  yon  had  a  good  dinner?" 

•Idmore  started,  as  if  a  sudden  truth  had  just  daw 
upon  him.  He  //</•/  had  a  good  dinner;  and  didn't  know  it 
until  then.  The  three  mutton  chops  consumed  by  him  were 
br-t  (,f  the  mutton  kind;  the  potatoes  were  perfect  of  their 
order;  as  for  tin-  roly-poly,  it  was  too  good.  The  porter  was 
frothy  and  cool,  and  the  port-wine  was  worthy  of  the  gills  of  a 
bish«Jp.  I  speak  with  ulterior  views ;  for  there  is  more  in  Gray's 
cellar. 

••Well."  says  (Joldmore,  after  a  pause,  during  which  he 
took  time  to  consider  the  momentous  question  Gray  put  to 
him  — ••  Ton  my  word  —  now  you  say  so— I  — I  have  —  I 
really  have  had  a  monsous  good  dinnuli  —  rnonsous  good, 
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upon  my  ward !  Here's  your  health,  Gray  my  boy,  and  your 
amiable  lady ;  and  when  Mrs.  Goldniore  comes  back,  I  hope 
we  shall  see  you  more  in  Portland  Place."  And  with  this  the 
time  came  for  the  play,  and  we  went  to  see  Mr.  Phelps  at 
Sadler's  Wells. 

The  best  of  this  story  (for  the  truth  of  every  word  of  which 
I  pledge  my  honor)  is,  that  after  this  banquet,  which  Goldmore 
enjoyed  so,  the  honest  fellow  felt  a  prodigious  compassion  and 
regard  for  the  starving  and  miserable  giver  of  the  feast,  and  de- 
termined to  help  him  in  his  profession.  And  being  a  Director 
of  the  newly-established  Antibi lions  Life  Assurance  Company, 
he  has  had  Gray  appointed  Standing  Counsel,  with  a  pretty 
annual  fee ;  and  only  yesterday,  in  an  appeal  from  Bombay 
(Buckmuckjee  Bobbachee  v.  Ramchowder-Bahawder)  in  the 
Privy  Council,  Lord  Brougham  complimented  Mr.  Gray,  who 
was  in  the  case,  on  his  curious  and  exact  knowledge  of  the 
Sanscrit  language. 

Whether  he  knows  Sanscrit  or  not,  I  can't  say ;  but  Gold- 
more  got  him  the  business ;  and  so  I  cannot  help  having  a 
lurking  regard  for  that  pompous  old  Bigwig. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

SNOBS     AND     MARRIAGE. 

"  WE  Bachelors  in  Clubs  are  very  much  obliged  to  you," 
says  my  old  school  and  college  companion,  Essex  Temple,  "  for 
the  opinion  which  you  hold  of  us.  You  call  us  selfish,  purple- 
faced,  bloated,  and  other  pretty  names.  You  state,  in  the 
simplest  possible  terms,  that  we  shall  go  to  the  deuce.  You 
bid  us  rot  in  loneliness,  and  deny  us  all  claims  to  honesty,  con- 
duct, decent  Christian  life.  Who  are  you,  Mr.  Snob,  to  judge 
us  so?  Who  are  you,  with  your  infernal  benevolent  smirk  and 
grin,  that  laugh  at  all  our  generation  ? 

" 1  will  tell  you  my  case,"  says  Essex  Temple  ;  "  mine  and 
my  sister  Polly's,  and  you  may  make  what  you  like  of  it ;  and 
sneer  at  old  maids,  and  bully  old  bachelors,  if  you  will. 

4k  I  will  whisper  to  you  confidentially  that  my  sister  Polly  was 
engaged  to  Serjeant  Shirker  —  a  fellow  whose  talents  one  can- 
not deny,  and  be  hanged  to  them,  but  whom  I  have  alwa}^ 
known  to  be  mean,  selfish,  and  a  prig.  However,  women  don't 
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see  those  faults  in   th<-  im-n  w!:                         ,,Ws  in   tli.-ir  way 
Shirki  i.  irho  has  ;il...iit  a-  inu.-h  \vanntli  a^  :. 

Polly  ycar.s  ami  yean  a-jo,  and  \  •  fess 
hurrisirr.  a-  In-  was  then. 

"  I  lav  you  ever  read  Lord  KM-. 1 1  member 

how  the   >ordid  old    Sn..l,    nan.-,  1ia88 

twopenoe- worth  of  spittt*,  which  he  and  M  -1  between 

tin-in?      Ami    how   he   parade-    his    hum.  i    .  \        LH   his 

miM-iable  poverty —  he  who,  at  that  .  mak- 

ing  :i   thousand    pounds   a   year?       Wei;,  r  was  just  as 

proud  of  his  prudi -m r  — just  as  thankful  for  his  own  meanness, 
ami  of  course  would   not    marr\    withodl 
so  honoi-al)K-?     Polly  waited,  and  \\ 
year.      lit    ua-n'l  In-art;    kit    \ 

his  six-  hours'  sleep,  or  kept  his  ambition   out   nf  mind, 
would  rathe -r  have  hugged  an  attorney  any  day  than  hav  kissed 
1'ollv.  though  she  was  one  of  the  prettiest  creatures  in  the  w« 
and  while  she  was  pining  alone  up  stairs,  reading  over  the  stock 
of  half  a  do/en  frigid  letters  that  the  confounded  prig  had  con- 
d.-, , nd«l   to  write  to  her,  he,  l>e  sure,  was  never  busy  with 
am  thing  I  ml  his  l.ru-ts  in  chambers  —  always  frigid,  rigid,  se  If- 
sati-l'n  d.  and  at  his  duty.     The  marriage  trailed  on  year  adet 
year,  whiK   Mi.  Scrjcani  Shirker  grew  to  be  the  famous  lawyer 
he  is. 

"  .Meanwhile,  my  younger  brother.  runi|>  Temple,  who  was 
in  the  l^Dth  Hussars,  and  had  the  same  little  patrimony  which 
fell  to  the  lot  of  myself  and  Polly,  must  fall  in  love  with  our 
cousin,  Fanin  and  marn  her  out  of  hand.  You  should 

have  seen  the  wedding  1  Six  bridesmaids  in  pink,  to  hol-i 
fan.  bouquet,  iilovs.  scent-little,  and  pocket-handkerchief  of 
the  l»ridc:  liaskctfuls  of  white  favors  in  the  vestry,  to  be  pinned 
on  to  the  ( <>ot  men  and  horses;  a  genteel  congregation  of  curious 
acquaintance  in  the  pews,  a  shabby  one  of  poor  on  the  steps; 
all  tin  carriages  of  all  our  acquaintance,  whom  Aunt  Figtree 
had  levied  for  the  occasion  ;  and  of  course  four  horses  for  Mr. 
Pump's  bridal  vehicle. 

"  Then  comes  the  breakfast,  or  dejeuner,  if  you  please,  with 
a  brass  band  in  the  street,  and  policemen  to  keep  order. 
happy  bridegroom  spends  about  a  year's  income  in  dresses  for 
the  bridesmaids  and  pretty  presents;  and  the  bride  must  have 
a  froHwttn  of  laces,  satins,  jewel-boxes  and  tomfoolery,  to  make 
her  lit  to  be  a  lieutenant's  wife.  There  was  no  hesitation  about 
Pump.  lie  tiling  about  hi-  m<"  it  had  been  dross;  and 

Mrs.  P.  Temple,  on  the  horse  Tom  Tiddler,  which  her  husband 
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gave  her,  was  the  most  dashing  of  military  women  at  Brighton 
or  Dublin.  How  old  Mrs.  Figtree  used  to  bore  me  and  Polly 
with  stories  of  Pump's  grandeur  and  the  noble  company  he 
kept !  Polly  lives  with  the  Figtrees,  as  i  am  not  rich  enough 
to  keep  a  home  for  her. 

44  Pump  and  I  have  always  been  rather  distant.  Not  having 
the  slightest  notions  about  horseflesh,  he  has  a  natural  contempt 
for  me ;  and  in  our  mother's  lifetime,  when  the  good  old  lady 
was  always  paying  his  debts  and  petting  him,  I'm  not  sure  there 
was  not  a  little  jealousy.  It  used  to  be  Polly  that  kept  the 
peace  between  us. 

k4  She  went  to  Dublin  to  visit  Pump,  and  brought  back  grand 
accounts  of  his  doings  —  gayest  man  about  town  —  Aide-de- 
Carnp  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  —  Fanny  admired  everywhere  — 
Her  Excellency  godmother  to  the  second  boy  :  the  eldest  with 
a  string  of  aristocratic  Christian-names  that  made  the  grand- 
mother wild  with  delight.  Presently  Fanny  and  Pump  oblig- 
ingly came  over  to  London,  where  the  third  was  born. 

44  Polly  was  godmother  to  this,  and  who  so  loving  as  she 
and  Pump  now?  '  Oh,  Essex,'  says  she  to  me,  4  he  is  so  good, 
so  generous,  so  fond  of  his  family  ;  so  handsome  ;  who  can  help 
loving  him,  and  pardoning  his  little  errors?'  One  day,  while 
Mrs.  Pump  was  yet  in  the  upper  regions,  and  Doctor  Fingerfee's 
brougham  at  her  door  every  day,  having  business  at  Guildhall, 
whom  should  I  meet  in  Cheapside  but  Pump  and  Polly?  The 
poor  girl  looked  more  happ3*  and  ros}*  than  I  have  seen  her 
these  twelve  years.  Pump,  on  the  contrary,  was  rather  blush- 
ing and  embarrassed. 

"  I  couldn't  be  mistaken  in  her  face  and  its  look  of  mischief 
and  triumph.  She  had  been  committing  some  act  of  sacrifice. 
J  went  to  the  family  stockbroker.  She  had  sold  out  two 
thousand  pounds  that  morning  and  given  them  to  Pump. 
Quarrelling  was  useless.  Pump  had  the  money  ;  he  was  off  to 
Dublin  by  the  time  I  reached  his  mother's,  and  Polly  radiant 
still.  He  was  going  to  make  his  fortune  ;  he  was  going  to  em- 
bark the  money  in  the  Bog  of  Allen  —  I  don't  know  what.  The 
fact  is,  he  was  going  to  pay  his  losses  upon  the  last  Manchester 
steeple-chase,  and  I  leave  3*011  to  imagine  how  much  principal 
or  interest  poor  Polly  ever  saw  back  again. 

44  It  was  more  than  half  her  fortune,  and  he  has  had  another 
thousand  since  from  her.  Then  came  efforts  to  stave  off  ruin 
and  prevent  exposure  ;  struggles  on  all  our  parts,  and  sacrifices, 
that"  (here  Mr.  Essex  Temple  began  to  hesitate)  —  "that 
needn't  be  talked  of;  but  they  are  of  no  more  use  than  such 
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• 

•acrifioM  ever  an.     Pump  ami  hi-  abroad —  I  d 

like  to  «ak  where ;  Polly  ha-  tin-  three  <-inM  \: 

jeant  Shirker  has  formally  written  tn  break  "tf  an  en-ja^-i; 
on    the    conclusion    of   which    Mi->-   Temple    • 
speculated,  when  she  alicn.-ttc.l  |  ,<t  of  h,  i    ' 

11  And  IHTC'-  \our  fanioii-  !  poor  marriages !"  Essex 

Temple    cries,   concluding    the   above   hi-tor  -v  do  you 

know  that,  I  don't  uant  to  mam  m\-eli '•  How  do  you  dare 
sneer  ai  my  poor  sister?  What  are  we  bnr  mait\rs  of  the 
reckless  marriage  system  which  Mr.  8  :-ooth.  chooses  to 

advocate?"     A  ml  In*  thought  he  had  tin  the  arguu 

which,  strange  to  say,  is  not  my  opinion. 

Hut  lor  tiie   infernal   Snob-worship,  mi-lit    n<  I 
thc>c  i>eople  l.c  happ\  ?      1 1' | •  I'olly'n   li:ippine—   la\   in   link- 
ing her  tender  arm  ,  round  Mich  a  lie^rtl.-.  [  !i<r  as  the  sneak 
ha->  dcccixcd  her,  she  miirht   havi-  lu-i-n    happ\    now  —  as  h: 

L'aymond  K'a\m 1  in  the   Kallad.  with   the  stone  stain- 

hi-  -ide.      She    is  wretched    1-ecaUSC  Mr.    S  9  wor- 

ships money  and  aniKitinn.  and  U  a  Sn,.li  and  a  coward. 

If  the  unfortunate   I'ump  T»-mpl«-   and   his   LTiddy  hus- 
wife hav  rninrd  them-el\cs,  ami  dragged  down  others  into 
their  calamity,  it    is   In -caii-e   tin  \   toyed    rank,  and   hors«->. 
plate,  and  carriages,  and  Court  <////;/«•.«.  and  millinery,  and  would 
sacrifice  all  to  attain  those  ol»j. •• 

And  who  misguides  them?     If  the  world  were  more  sim 
would  not  those  foolish  people  follow  the  fashion?  Does  not  th«- 
world  love  Court  6V<V,\.  and  millinery  and  plate,  and  carriages? 
Mr r«\    on  us!     Read  the  fashionable   intelli^ei  I   the 

Court  Circular  ;  read  the  ;jvntrcl  novel-  :    xnr\»-\  mankind,  from 
rimlico  to   KN'd    Lion   S.jnarr.  and  see  how  the   Poor    S 
apiiii:  the  Ivich  Snob;  how  the  Mean  Snob  is  grovelling  at  the 
feet  of  the  Proud  Snob;   and  the  (I  real  Snob  is  lording  it 
his  humble  1 -rot her.      Doe*  the  idea  of  ei|iialit\ 

head?     Will  it  ever?    Will  the  Dochett  of  Fit/battlea 

like   a   -cod    name)  eVCT   believe    that    Lad\   CrtBSUS,  I 

door   iH-iiihbor   in    liel^raxe    square,  IS  as  good  a  lady  as   IHT 

Grace?      Will   Lady  Croesus  ever   leave   oif   pinim:   for   tl«e 

Duchess's    parties,   and   cease   patronizing  Mrs.   Broadcloth. 

whose   husband   has  not  got  his  Baron*  Will   Mr*. 

Broadcloth   ever  heartily  shake  hands  with  Mrs 

irive  up  those  odious  calculations  about  poor  dear  Mrs.  Seedy's 

income?     Will  Mrs.  Seedy,  who  is  starving  in  her  great  h« 

go  and  live  comfortably  in  a  little  one,  or  in  lo-;  Will 

her  iandhulv.  Miss  Letsam,  ever  stop  wondering  at   the  famil- 
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iarity  of  tradespeople,  or  rebuking  the  insolence  of  Suk}\  the 
maid,  who  wears  flowers  under  her  bonnet,  like  a  lady? 

But  why  hope,  why  wish  for  such  times?  Do  I  wish  all 
Snobs  to  perish  ?  Do  I  wish  these  Snob  papers  to  determine  ? 
Suicidal  fool,  art  not  thou,  too,  a  Snob  and  a  brother. 


CHAPTER   XXXVII. 

CLUB    SNOBS. 

As  I  wish  to  be  particularly  agreeable  to  the  ladies  (to  whom 

I  make  my  most  humble  obeisance),  we  will  now,  if  you  plensi-, 
commence  maligning  a  class  of  Snobs  against  whom,  I  believe, 
most  female  minds  are  embittered, — I  mean  Club  Snobs.     I 
have  very  seldom  heard  even  the  most  gentle  and   placable 
woman  speak  without  a  little  feeling  of  bitterness  against  those 
social  institutions,  those  palaces  swaggering  in  St.  James's, 
which  are  open  to  the  men  ;    while  the  ladies  have  but  their 
dingy  three-windowed  brick  boxes  in  Belgravia  or  in  Padding- 
tonia,  or  in  the  region  between  the  road  of  Edgeware  and  that 
of  Gray's  Inn. 

In  my  grandfather's  time  it  used  to  be  Freemasonry  that 
roused  their  anger.  It  was  nry  grand-aunt  (whose  portrait  we 
still  have  in  the  famity)  who  got  into  the  clock-case  at  the 
Ro}Tal  Rosicrucian  Lodge  at  Bungay,  Suffolk,  to  sp}r  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  Society,  of  which  her  husband  was  a  member, 
and  being  frightened  by  the  sudden  whirring  and  striking  eleven 
of  the  clock  (just  as  the  Deputy-Grand-Master  was  bringing  in 
the  mystic  gridiron  for  the  reception  of  a  neophyte),  rushed 
out  into  the  midst  of  the  lodge  assembled  ;  and  was  elected,  by 
a  desperate  unanimity,  Dcputy-Grand-Mistress  for  life.  Though 
that  admirable  and  courageous  female  never  subsequently 
breathed  a  word  with  regard  to  the  secrets  of  the  initiation,  yet 
she  inspired  all  our  family  with  such  a  terror  regarding  the 
mysteries  of  Jachin-  and  Boaz,  that  none  of  our  family  have 
ever  since  joined  the  Society,  or  worn  the  dreadful  Masonic 
insignia. 

It  is  known  that  Orpheus  was  torn  to  pieces  by  some  justly 
indignant  Thracian  ladies  for  belonging  to  an  Harmonic  Lodge 

II  Let  him  go  back  to  Eurydice,"  they  said,  "  whom  he  is  pre- 
tending to  regret  so."     But  the  history  is  given  in  Dr.  Lem- 
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prien»'K   cle'jant    dictionary    in    a    manner    much    nmn- 
than  any  which  this   1'eebh-    pen   can    attempt.        \f    OQOe,    f 
and   without    verbiage,    let    n.    take    up    I 
Clubs. 

(  Inbs  on-.rht  not.  in  mv  •  lorg. 

If  my  friend  <»f  tin-   (  tittv  kilts   had    not  our   (In!.,  th. 

.lack,"  to  -jo  t«,  1 1  belong  to  NM  ••  r.  .1." 

institutions),  who  knows  l.nt  he  never  would  be  a  bachelor  at 
this  present  moment  -  Instead  of  'eing  made  comfortable,  and 
cockered  up  \Nith  e\ery  hi\  •  (  h!,,. 

onu'ht   to    he    rendered    profoundly    miserable,    in    ni\ 
K\ery  encouragement    should   he   «j;iven    to   the  rei  their 

spare  time  disagreeable.      There  can  In-  no  more  odious  ol- 
aceordinir  to  my  srntiincnts,  than  j'oung  Sinitli.  in  the  pi;  ; 
health,  coinmandiiiLr  his  dinner  ,>f  three  courses;   than   iniddle- 
aircd  Jones  wallo\\  I   may  say)  in  an  easy  padded  arm- 

chair, over  the  last  delicious  novel  or  brilliant  magazine;  or 
than  old  Brown,  that  selfish  old  reprobate  for  whom  mere  lit- 
erature has  no  charms,  stretched  on  the  best  sofa,  sitting  on 
the  second  edition  of  Th*>  Times,  having  the  Morning  Chronicle 
l.ctweeu  hi^  knees,  the  Herald  pn-lied  in  between  his  coat  and 
u-aistcoat,  the  Standard  under  hi-  left  arm.  the  f ;/„/«•  under  the 
other  pinion,  and  the  l)<iil>,  .Wx  in  perusal.  "  I'll  h 
you  for  /W-//,  Mr.  Wiggins,"  says  the  unconscionable  old 
gormandizer,  interniptin--  our  friend,  who  is  laughing  over  the 
periodical  in  question. 

This  kind  of  selfishness  ought  not  to  be.     No,  no.     Younp 
Smith,  instead  of  his  dinner  and  his  wine,  ought  to  be,  wh 
—  at  the  festive  tea-table,  to  be  sure,  by  the  -ideof  Miss  Higgs, 
sipping  the  bohea,  or  tasting  the  hannl.--s  uiutlin  :    while  old 
Mis.  Higgs  looks  on,  |  ''   their  innocent  dalliance%  and 

my  friend  Miss  \Virt.  the  govemefl  'orming  Thalberg's 

last  sonata  in  treble  X..  totally  unheeded,  at  the  piano. 

Where  should  the  middle-aged  Jones  be?     At  his  tame  of 
life,  lie  ouirht  to  be  the  father  of  a  family.     At  such  an  h- • 

at  mneoVlork  a;  \\\«\\\  —the  i,  11  should  have  just 

runir  the  children  to  bed.  He  and  Mrs.  .1.  ought  to  be,  by 
rights,  seated  on  each  side  of  the  tire  by  the  dining-room  table, 
ft  bottle  of  port-wine  between  them,  not  so  ftill  &B  it  was  an  hour 
since.  Mrs.  .1  has  had  two  glasses;  Mrs.  Grumble  (Jones' 
mother-in-law)  has  had  three:  Jones  himself  has  finished  the 
rest,  and  do/.e-  comfortably  until  bedtime. 

And  Biown.  that  old  newspapc  ing  miscreant,  what 

ri<>-ht  has  /„•  at  a  club  at  a  decent  hour  of  night?     He  ought  to 

M 
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be  playing  his  rubber  with  Miss  MacWhirter,  his  wife,  and  the 
family  apothecary.  His  candle  ought  to  be  brought  to  him  at 
ten  o'clock,  and  he  should  retire  to  rest  just  us  the  young  peo- 
ple were  thinking  of  a  dance.  How  much  finer,  simpler,  nobler, 
MIV  the  several  employments  I  have  sketched  out  for  these  gen- 
tU'iiu-n  than  their  present  nightly  orgies  at  the  horrid  Club. 

And,  ladies,  think  of  men  who  do  not  merely  frequent  the 
dining-room  and  library,  but  who  use  other  apartments  of  those 
horrible  dens  which  it  is  my  purpose  to  batter  down  ;  think  of 
Cannon,  the  wretch,  with  his  coat  off,  at  his  age  and  size,  clat- 
tering the  balls  over  the  billiard-table  all  night,  and  making 
bets  with  that  odious  Captain  Spot !  —  think  of  Pam  in  a  dark 
room  with  Bob  Trumper,  Jack  Deuceace,  and  Charley  Vole, 
playing,  the  poor  dear  misguided  wretch,  guinea  points  and  five 
pounds  on  the  rubber! — above  all,  think  —  oh,  think  of  that 
den  of  abomination,  which,  I  am  told,  has  been  established  in 
some  clubs,  called  the  Smoking -Room,  —  think  of  the  debauchees 
who  congregate  there,  the  quantities  of  reeking  whiskey-punch 
or  more  dangerous  sheriy-cobbler  which  they  consume  ;  —  think 
of  them  coming  home  at  cock-crow  and  letting  themselves  into 
the  quiet  house  with  the  Chubb  key ;  — think  of  them,  the  hypo- 
crites, taking  off  their  insidious  boots  before  the}^  slink  up  stairs. 
the  children  sleeping  overhead,  the  wife  of  their  bosom  aloue 
with  the  waning  rushlight  in  the  two-pair  front  —  that  chamber 
so  soon  to  be  rendered  hateful  by  the  smell  of  their  stale  cigars  . 
I  am  not  an  advocate  of  violence  ;  I  am  not,  by  nature,  of  an 
incendiary  turn  of  mind ;  but  if,  my  dear  ladies,  you  are  for 
assassinating  Mr.  Chubb  and  burning  down  the  Club-houses  in 
Qt  James's,  there  is  one  Snob  at  least  who  will  not  think  the 
frorse  of  you. 

The  only  men  who,  as  I  opine,  ought  to  be  allowed  the  use 
of  Clubs,  are  married  men  without  a  profession.  The  continual 
presence  of  these  in  a  house  cannot  be  thought,  even  by  the 
most  uxorious  of  wives,  desirable.  Say  the  girls  are  beginning 
to  practise  their  music,  which,  in  an  honorable  English  family, 
ought  to  occupy  every  young  gentlewoman  three  hours  ;  it 
would  be  rather  hard  to  call  upon  poor  papa  to  sit  in  the  draw- 
ing-room all  that  time,  and  listen  to  the  interminable  discords 
and  shrieks  which  are  elicited  from  the  miserable  piano  dur- 
ing the  above  necessary  operation.  A  man  with  a  good  ear, 
especially,  would  go  mad,  if  compelled  daily  to  submit  to  this 
horror. 

Or  suppose  you  have  a  fancy  to  go  to  the  milliner's,  or  to 
Howell  and  James's,  it  is  manifest,  my  dear  Madam,  that  your 
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husl.and  i-   much   U-tter  at   tin-  (  lul.  during  those  operations 
than  liy  \oiir  side  in   tin-   OftJTiftJ  upon 

one  of  the  stools  al  Mia\\i  \..un^  e*.un- 

ter-daiidies  are  di-pla\  ilr_   theii 

This  -..it  (,r  lm>l>ands  should  U-  sent  out  after  breakfast, 

and  ii'  not   Meinliers  of  Parliament,  or  I  ) 
or  an  Insiiranc.-  Company.  >h«>uM  !> 

told  to  remain  there  until  dinner-tim*  .      V.     i^ht  is  more  agree- 
able t<>  niv   trulv  well-xegnltttod  mind  than  to  see  the  noble 

rluirartrrs     So    \\ortliilv     i'Ill|)lo\c.|.         \V1, 

.lump's  Stn-rt.  liavinu  tin-  |>ri\  il»-u.  .  of  the  World. 

oi'  looking  in  at  th«-  \vindo\\  >  of  "  li. 
u  Snook's,"  or  the  .urr-it  l>a\  at  thr      (.'ontemplativr  ciu 
hi'liold   with    ropccti'nl   ajiprrciation    tlu»   figures   within  —  the 
honest  rosy  old  fo^ii-s,  the   mould}  old  dandir-,  tin-  \\ai-t-belU 
and  ulos>\  wi^s  and  ti.irlit  cravats  of  those  most  vacuous  and 
respectable  mm.     Such  nn-n   an-   )>.^t    tln-rv   during  the  day- 
time surely.      When  you  part  \\iUi  them,  dear  ladies,  think  of 
the  rapture  consequent  on  their  return.     You  have  transacted 
your  household  affairs;  you  have  made  your  purchases;   \"U 
have  paid  your  visiN  :  you  ha\<  •ur  poodle  in  the  Park; 

your  French  maid  has  completed  the  toilette  which  render- 
so  ravishing!}*  beautiful  1>\  candlelight.  an<l  you  are  flt  to  make 
home  pleasant  to  him  who  lias  been  absent  all  d. 

Such  men  surely  ought  to  have  their  Clul.s.  and  wo  will  not 
them  among  Club  Snobs  then-lore: — on  whom  let  us 
reserve  our  attack  for  the  next  chapter. 


CHAPTER  XXXV  III. 

CLUB   SNOBS. 

SUCH  a  sensation  has  been  created  in  the  Clubs  by  th«- 
appearance  of  the  last  paper  on  Club  Snobs,  as  can't  but  be 
complimentary  to  me  who  am  one  of  their  number. 

I  lieloiiir  to  many  Clubs.  The  ••  Union  .Jack."  tS.e  "  Sash 
and  Marlin-spike"—  Military  Clubs.  "The  True  Blue,"  the 
Surrender,"  the  "Blue  and  Hutr."  th.  •  Cuv  Fawkes," 
and  tin-  ••( \-ito  Street"  — Political  Club*.  The  "  Brummell1 
and  th.-  ••  He-cut"—  Dandy  Clubs,  T.ie  '•  Acropolis,"  the 
M  1'alladium,"  the  "  Areopagus," the '•«  Pnyx,"  the**  Pentelicos,* 
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the  "  Ilissus,"  and  the  "  PoluphloisboioThalasses" —  Literary 
Clubs.  I  never  could  make  out  how  the  latter  set  of  Clubs 
got  their  names  ;  /  don't  know  Greek  for  one,  and  I  wonder 
how  many  other  members  of  those  institutions  do? 

Ever  since  the  Club  Snobs  have  been  announced,  I  observe 
a  sensation  created  on  my  entrance  into  any  one  of  these  places. 
Members  get  up  ano?  hustle  together;  the}'  nod,  the}'  scowl, 
as  they  glance  towards  the  present  Snob.  "  Infernal  impudent 
jackanapes  !  If  he  shows  me  up,"  says  Colonel  Bludyer,  "  I'll 
break  every  bone  in  his  skin."  "  I  told  you  what  would  come 
of  admitting  literaiy  men  into  the  Club,"  says  Ranville  Ranville 
to  his  colleague,  Spooney,  of  the  Tape  and  Sealing- "NYa.v 
Office.  "These  people  are  very  well  in  their  proper  places, 
and  as  a  public  man,  I  make  a  point  of  shaking  hands  with 
them,  and  that  sort  of  thing;  but  to  have  one's  privacy  ob- 
truded upon  by  such  people  is  really  too  much.  Come  along, 
Spooney,"  and  the  pair  of  prigs  retire  superciliously. 

As  I  came  into  the  coffee-room  at  the  "  No  Surrender,'*  old 
Jawkins  was  holding  out  to  a  knot  of  men,  who  were  yawning, 
as  usual.  There  he  stood,  waving  the  Standard,  and  swagger- 
ing before  the  fire.  "What,"  says  he,  "did  I  tell  Peel  last 
year?  If  you  touch  the  Corn  Laws,  }'ou  touch  the  Sugar 
Question  ;  if  }'ou  touch  the  Sugar  }'ou  touch  the  Tea.  I  am  no 
monopolist.  I  am  a  liberal  man,  but  I  cannot  forget  that  I 
stand  on  the  brink  of  precipice  ;  and  if  we  are  to  have  Free 
Trade,  give  me  rec1'  /ocity.  And  what  was  Sir  Robert  Peel's 
answer  to  me?  '  T-ir.  Jawkins,'  he  said  —  " 

Here  Jawkins's  e3'e  suddenty  turning  on  }*our  humble  ser- 
vant, he  stopped  his  sentence,  with  a  guilty  look  —  his  stale 
old  stupid  sentence, which  every  one  of  us  at  the  Club  has  heard 
over  and  over  again. 

Jawkins  is  a  most  pertinacious  Club  Snob.  Every  day  he 
is  at  that  fireplace,  holding  that  Standard,  of  which  he  reads 
up  the  leading  article,  and  pours  it  out  ore  rotunda,  with  the 
most  astonishing  composure,  in  the  face  of  his  neighbor,  who 
has  just  read  every  word  of  it  in  the  paper.  Jawkins  has 
rnonev,  as  you  may  see  by  the  tie  of  his  neck-cloth.  He  passes 
the  morning  swaggering  about  the  City,  in  bankers'  and  bro- 
kers' parlors,  and  says  :  —  "I  spoke  with  Peel  yesterday,  and 
his  intentions  are  so  and  so.  Graham  and  I  were  talking  over 
the  matter,  and  I  pledge  you  my  word  of  honor,  his  opinion 
coincides  with  mine ;  and  that  What-d'ye-call'um  is  the  only 
measure  Government  wrill  venture  on  trying."  By  evening- 
paper  time  he  is  at  the  Club:  "  I  can  tell  you  the  opinion  oi 
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Ihe    City,    my    lord."  •  :u.d    tin-    way    in  which   Jones 

L"\d  looks  at   it  i-   briefly    tin-  .    Kolh>ci. 

Mivefc      In  Mark  Lam-,  people*!  mil  i  I 

is  considered  rather  :i  well-iniormed  man. 

Hi-  lives  in  liei-ravia.  of  course;  In  a  drab-colored  genteel 

hou>e,  ami  ha>   everything  about   him   that 

dismal,   and   comfortable.       Hi-    dii.  in    tin-    M.,, 

Herald,   among  the    parties    for  the 

dauglitcrs  make  a  very  handsome  appea-  ;lie    l)i:iv. 

room   once   a  year,  when    he   OOOMI  do\\n   to   the  (  luh    i:, 

Deputy- Lieutenant's  uniform. 

He  is  fond  of  beginning  a  speech  to  you  by  saying,  "  Win  n 
I  was  in  the  House,  1  &c."  —  in  fart    In-  -.-it    !'.  .r  >kitil«-!"ii-\   for 
three  we-eks  in  the  lirst  lit -formed  Parliament,  and  \\a- 
for  lu-ilx-ry  ;   .since  whieli  he  ha>  tlinv  time>  un>tic-cessfulh 
tt>t«d  that  honorable  borough. 

Another  sort  of  1'oliti.  a  1  Snob  I  have  seen  at  most  Clubs, 
and  that  is  the  man  who  does  not  care  so  much  for  home  poli- 
litit   is   great   upon  foreign  alfair-.      1   think  this  sort  of 
man  U  M  air,  1\   found  anywhere   but  in    (  lubs.      It  is  for   him 
the  papers  provide  their  foreign  articles,  at  the  e.\j  >ome 

ten  thousand  a-year  each.  He  is  the  man  who  i>  really  seri- 
ously uneoinlort'aUe  about  the  designs  of  :ind  the  atro- 
cious treachery  of  L«»uis  1'hilippe.  He  it  is  who  exacts  a 
French  licet  in  the  'I'hames.  and  has  a  constant  «  i  the 
American  President,  every  word  of  \\UOM-  -preeh  (goodness 
help  him:)  he  n-ad^.  He  knows  the  names  of  i:  :idiug 
leaders  in  IVrtiiiral,  and  what  they  are  fighting  about:  and  it 
is  he  who  says  that  Lord  Aberdeen  ought  to  be  impeached,  and 
Lord  1'almerston  haii'jvd.  or  vice  versa. 

Lord  Palmer-ton's  being  sold  to  Russia,  the  exact  number 
of  roubles  paid,  by  what  house  in  tl  -  a  favor 

with  this  kind  of  Snob.     I  once  overheard  him  —  it  was  < 
tain    Spitfire,   R.N.,   (who   had   been   refused   a   ship   by    the 
Whigs,  by  the  way)  —  indulging  in   the   following  conversati'-n 
with  Mr.  Minns  after  dinner:  — 

"  Why  wasn't  the  Princess  ScragamoflTsky  at  Lady  Palmer. 
MOM'S  party,  Minns?      I'.ecause  the  can't  show  —  and  wh\ 
she  show?     Shall  I  tell  \ou.  Minns,  why  she  can't  >h- • 
Princess  Seragamotf>ky's  back  is  flayed  alive,  Minns — I  tell 
you  it's  raw,  sir!     On  Tur-day   last,  at  twelve  o'clock,  three 
drummers  of  the  Pivobajinski  Kcgiment  arrived  at  Ashburnham 
House,   and  r\t    half-past    twelve,    in    the   yellow  drawing-room 
at   the    Ku»uni    Kmbassy,  before  the  ambassadress  and  four 
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ladies'-nmids,  the  Greek  Papa,  and  the  Secretary  of  Embassy, 
Madame  de  Scragamotlsky  received  thirteen  dozen.  Sin-  was 
knoutrd,  sir,  knouted  in  the  midst  of  England  —  in  Berkeley 
Square,  for  having  said  that  the  (Jrand  Duchess  Olga's  hair 
was  red.  And  now,  sir,  will  you  tell  me  Lord  Palmerston 
ought  to  continue  Minister?" 

Minns:   "Good  Ged  !  " 

Minns  follows  Spitfire  about,  and  thinks  him  the  greatest 
and  wisest  of  human  beings. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

CLUB    SNOBS. 

WHY  does  not  some  great  author  write  "The  Mysteries  of 
the  Club-houses  ;  or  St.  James's  Street  unveiled."  It  would  he 
a  fine  subject  for  an  imaginative  writer.  We  must  all,  as  bovs, 
remember  when  we  went  to  the  fair,  and  had  spent  all  our 
money — the  sort  of  awe  and  anxiety  with  which  we  loitered 
round  the  outside  of  the  show,  speculating  upon  the  nature  of 
the  entertainment  going  on  within. 

Man  is  a  Drama  —  of  Wonder  and  Passion,  and  Mystery 
and  Meanness,  and  Beauty  and  Truthfulness,  and  Etcetera. 
Each  Bosom  is  a  Booth  in  \ranity  Fair.  But  let  us  stop  this 
capital  stj'le,  I  should  die  if  I  kept  it  up  for  a  column  (a  pretty 
thing  a  column  all  capitals  would  be,  b}~  the  way).  In  a  Club, 
though  there  mayn't  be  a  soul  of  your  acquaintance  in  the  room, 
3*ou  have  alwa}'s  the  chance  of  watching  strangers,  and  specu- 
lating on  what  is  going  on  within  those  tents  and  curtains  of 
their  souls,  their  coats  and  waistcoats.  This  is  a  never-failing 
sport.  Indeed  I  am  told  there  are  some  Clubs  in  the  town 
where  nobod}'  ever  speaks  to  anybody.  They  sit  in  the  coffee- 
room,  quite  silent,  and  watching  each  other. 

Yet  how  little  you  can  tell  from  a  man's  outward  demeanor ! 
There's  a  man  at  our  Club  —  large,  heav}',  middle-aged  —  gor- 
geously dressed  —  rather  bald  —  with  lacquered  boots  —  and 
a  boa  when  he  goes  out ;  quiet  in  demeanor,  always  ordering 
and  consuming  a  recherche  little  dinner :  whom  I  have  mistaken 
for  Sir  John  Pocklington  an3r  time  these  five  }'ears,  and  re- 
spected as  a  man  with  five  hundred  pounds  per  diem ;  and  I 
find  he  is  but  a  clerk  in  an  office  in  the  City,  with  not  two  hun- 
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dred  pounds  income,  and  his  num.-  :  ^ir  John  I'ock- 

lington  WM,  on   tin-   eo,,trar\.  the  dirts    little   m 

eried  out  *o  ahout  the  had  -jiiality  of  tin-  h.-.-r,  and  grumbled  at 

being  oven-harked   throe-hall'-p. 

ni -\t   t:il)lc  to  Jubher  on   the  day  when  some  one  po 

Uaronet  out  to  me. 

Take  a  ditfrivnt  sort  of  mysteiy,     I  see,  for  instant-* 
l-'awnev  stealing  round  the  rooms  of  t!  with  glassy, 

meani unless  eyes,  and  an  endless  greasy  sini|  fawns  on 

e\eryhody  lie  meets,  and  shakes  hand-  1  Meases 

\ou.  and  IM- trays  the  most  tender  and  Mtooisblng  ii 
your  welfare.     You  know  him  to  be  a  quark  and  a  rogue. 
he  knows  you  know  it.      lint  he  \\Ti_v_des  <.n  hi.  \\  aves 

a  track  of  slimy  Mattery  after  him  wherever  lie  goes.  Who  can 
penetrate  that  man's  mystery!  What  carthl\  _:•">  l  ean  he  get 
from  you  or  me?  You  don't  know  \\hat  i-  \\oikiirj:  under  that 
leering tranqoil mask.  You  have  only  the  ilim  i:  <•  re- 

pnUion  that  warns  you,  you  are  in  the  presence  of  a  knave  — 
in  yond  which  fact  all  Fawney's  soul  is  a  secret  to  you. 

I  think  I  like  to  speculate  on  the  young  men  best.  Their 
play  is  opener.  You  know  the  cards  in  their  hand,  as  it  were. 
Take,  for  example,  Messrs.  Spavin  and  Coek-j.ur. 

A   specimen  or   two  of  the   above  sort  of  young   fellows 
may  he  found,  I    helieve,  at  most  Clul'-.      The\   know  noi 
They  hi  ing  a  fine  smell  of  cigars  into  the  room  with  them,  and 
_rrowl  tocrcthor  in  a  corner,. about  sporting  matters.      1 
led  the  history  of  that  short  period  in  which  ti 
hei'ii  ornaments  of  the  world  by  the  names  of  winning  ho 
A-  politieal  men  talk  about  "  the  reform  year,"  ll  the  yi-:. 
Whiux  went  out,"  and  so  forth,  these  young  sporting  bu.-ks 
speak  of  Tarnation's  year,  or  Opodeldoc's  year,  or  the  year  win  n 
<  •l.'',nr,i,njntg  ran  second  for  the  Chester  Cup.    They  play  at 
billiards  in  the  morning,  they  absorb  pale  ale  for  breakfast,  and 
•  top  up"  with  glasses  of  strong  waters.     They  read  /*•//*> 
.and  a  very  pleasant  paper  too,  with  a  great  deal  of 
in  tin    answers  to  correspondents).     They  go  down  to  Tatter- 
sail's,  and  swagger  in  the  Park,  with  their  hands  plunged  in 
the  poekets  of  their  paletots. 

What   strikes  me  especially  in   the  outward   demeanor 
sporting  youth  is  their  amazing  gravity,  their  condaeoeM  of 
speech,  and  care-worn  and  mood v  air.     In  the  smoking-room 
at  the  "  Regent,"  when  Joe  Millerson  will  be  setting  the  wnol< 
room  in  a  roar  with  laughter,  you  hear  young  Messrs.   ^  :n 
and  Cockspur  grumbling  together  in  a  corner. 
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five-and-twentj  to  one  about  Brother  to  Bluenose,"  whispers 
Spavin.  ''Can't  do  it  at  the  price,"  Cockspur  says,  wagging 
his  head  ominously.  The  betting-book  is  always  present  in 
the  minds  of  those  unfortunate  youngsters.  I  think  I  hate  that 
work  even  more  than  the  "  Peerage."  There  is  some  good  in 
the  latter  —  though,  generally  speaking,  a  vain  record:  though 
De  Mogyns  is  not  descended  from  the  giant  Hogyn  Mogyn  ; 
though  half  the  other  genealogies  are  equally  false  and  foolish  ; 
yet  the  mottoes  are  good  reading  —  some  of  them;  and  the 
book  itself  a  sort  of  gold-laced  and  liveried  lackey  to  History, 
and  in  so  far  serviceable.  But  what  good  ever  came  out  of,  or 
went  into,  a  betting-book ?  If  I  could  be  Caliph  Omar  for  a 
week,  I  would  pitch  every  one  of  those  despicable  manuscripts 
into  the  flames  ;  from  m}'  Lord's,  who  is  "  in  "  with  Jack  Snaffle's 
stable,  and  is  over-reaching  worse-informed  rogues  and  swin- 
dling greenhorns,  down  to  Sam's  the  butcher-boy's,  who  books 
eighteenpenny  odds  in  the  tap-room,  and  "  stands  to  win  five- 
and- twenty  bob." 

In  a  turf  transaction,  either  Spavin  or  Cockspur  would  try 
to  get  the  better  of  his  father,  and,  to  gain  a  point  in  the  odds, 
victimize  his.  best  friends.  One  day  we  shall  hear  of  one  or 
other  levanting;  an  event  at  which,  not  being  sporting  men, 
we  shall  not  break  our  hearts.  See  —  Mr.  Spavin  is  settling 
his  toilette  previous  to  departure  ;  giving  a  curl  in  the  glass  to 
his  side-wisps  of  hair.  Look  at  him  !  It  is  only  at  the  hulks, 
or  among  turf-men,  that  you  ever  see  a  face  so  mean,  so  know- 
ing, and  so  gloomy. 

A  much  more  humane  being  among  the  }Touthful  Clubbists  is 
the  Lady-killing  Snob.  I  saw  Wiggle  just  now  in  the  dressing- 
room,  talking  to  Waggle,  his  inseparable. 

Waggle.  —  "  Ton  my  honor,  Wiggle,  she  did." 

Wiggle.  —  "  Well,  Waggle,  as  you  say  —  I  own  I  think  she 
DID  look  at  me  rather  kindly.  We'll  see  to-night  at  the  French 
play." 

And  having  arrayed  their  little  persons,  those  two  harmless 
young  bucks  go  up  stairs  to  dinner. 
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CHA1TEK  XL. 

CLUB  SNOBS. 

Horn  sorts  of  younir  men,  mentioned  in  my  last  under  the 
flippant   nain.  •,!   \\    jgle,  may  ».'.-  found  in  • 

aNc  plenty,  I  think,  in  (  luU.     U  iggle  and  Waggle  are  both 
idle.     They   conir  of  tin-  middle  classes.     On.  .  very 

likely  makes  believe  to  be  a  bar  IU.H  Hmart 

apartment-  about    Piccadilly.      They  are  a  sort  of  second-,  hop 
dandies  ;    they    cannot    imitate    that    siip.rh    lMlesan«SBol 
mcanor.  and   that    admirable  v:,  ,ly  which  distinguishes 

the  noble  and   high-born  chiefs  of  t!i  l-nl  they  lead 

almost  as  had  (were  it  hut  for  the  exanij.l.- ) .  and  are  personally 
(jnite  a-  n-  less.     I  am  not  going  to  arm  a  thuiidrrMt. 
launch    it,   at    the    head*   of   these'  little    Pall    Mall    butU-rflies. 
They  don't  eominit  much  public  harm,  or  private  extravagance. 
'1  hey  don't  spend  a  thousand  pounds  lor  diamond  ear-rings  for 
an  Opera-dancer,  as  Lord  Tarquin  can:  IK  ith.-r  of  them 
set  up  a  public-house  or  broke  the  bank  of  a  gambling-Huh, 
like  the  young  Earl  of  Martingale.      1          have  good  p> 
kind    feetings,    and    deal    honoraMy    in    m on ey- transactions — 
only  in  their  characters  of  men  of  second-rate  pleasure  about 
town,  they   and   their  like  are  so  utterly  mean,  self-(  ontcnted, 
and  a!>-iud.  that  they  must  not  be  omitted  in  a  work  treating 
on  Snobs. 

\\  iu'irle  has  been  abroad,  where  he  gj  ;  to  understand 

that    hi*  success   amoiiLr    the  (ierman  countesses  and  Italian 
princesses,  whom  he  met  at   the  fn/'<  was  pert 

ritic.      IIi>  room-  arc  hung  round  with  pictures  of  actresses  and 
Itallet-clanct  is.      He   passes  his  mornings   in  a  fine  d 
uown.  burning  pastilles,  and  muling  l<  Don  .Iiirui  "  and  French 
novels  (l>y   the  way.  the   life  of  the  anth-       '    •    l>->n  .Inan,"  as 

described  by  himself,  was  the  model  of  the  life  of  :    - 
He  has  twopenny-halfpenny  French  prints  of  women  with  Ian- 
iruMiinir  eyes,  drc<s  in  dominoes,  —guitars,  gondolas,  and  so 
forth.  —  and  tells  you  stoi  '    them. 

••  It's  a  Lad  print,'1  Mtyi  he.  ••  I  know,  but  ason  for 

liking  it.      It  reminds  me  of  tOB  -somebody  1   kn- 

ottier  climes.      You    !  1   «f  the    rrincipessa  di    Monte 

I    nirt    her    at    liimini.       1  >ear,    dear   FrancescaJ 
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That  fair-haired,  bright-e3*ed  thing  in  the  Bird  of  Paradise  and 
the  Turkish  Simar  with  the  love-bird  on  her  linger,  I'm  sure 
must  have  been  taken  from  —  from  somebody  perhaps  whom 
you  don't  know  —  but  she's  known  at  Munich,  Waggle  my 
boy,  —  everybody  knows  the  Countess  Ottilia  di  Kulenschrerk- 
enstein.  Gad,  sir,  what  a  beautiful  creature  she  was  when  I 
danced  witli  her  on  the  birthday  of  Prince  Attila  of  Bavaria, 
in  '44.  Prince  Carloman  was  our  vis-a-vis,  and  Prince  Pepin 
danced  the  same  contredanse.  She  has  a  Polyanthus  in  her 
bouquet.  Waggle,  I  have  it  now"  His  countenance  assumes 
an  agonized  and  mysterious  expression,  and  he  buries  his  head 
in  the  sofa  cushions,  as  if  plunging  into  a  whirlpool  of  passion- 
ate recollections. 

Last  3*ear  he  made  a  considerable  sensation  by  having  on 
his  table  a  morocco  miniature-case  locked  by  a  gold  key,  which 
he  always  wore  round  his  neck,  and  on  which  was  stamped  a 
serpent  —  emblem  of  eternity  —  with  the  letter  M  in  the  circle. 
Sometimes  he  laid  this  upon  his  little  morocco  writing-table,  as 
if  it  were  on  an  altar  —  generally  he  had  flowers  upon  it ;  in 
the  middle  of  a  conversation  he  would  start  up  and  kiss  it.  He 
would  call  out  from  his  bedroom  to  his  valet,  "Hicks,  bring 
me  m}7  casket !  " 

14  I  don't  know  who  it  is,"  Waggle  would  say.  ;i  Who  does 
know  that  fellow's  intrigues !  Desborongh  Wiggle,  sir,  is  the 
slave  of  passion.  I  suppose  3~ou  have  heard  the  story  of  the 
Italian  princess  locked  up  in  the  Convent  of  Saint  Barbara,  at 
Rimini?  He  hasn't  told  you?  Then  I'm  not  at  liberty  to 
speak.  Or  the  countess,  about  whom  he  nearly  had  the  duel 
with  Prince  Witikind  of  Bavaria?  Perhaps  you  haven't  even 
heard  about  that  beautiful  girl  at  Pentonville,  daughter  of  a 
most  respectable  Dissenting  clergyman.  She  broke  her  heart 
when  she  found  he  was  engaged  (to  a  most  lovely  creature  of 
high  family,  who  afterwards  proved  false  to  him),  and  she's 
now  in  Hanwell." 

Waggle's  belief  in  his  friend  amounts  to  frantic  adoration. 
"  What  a  genius  he  is,  if  he  would  but  apply  himself!  "  he 
whispers  to  me.  "  He  could  be  anything,  sir,  but  for  his  pas- 
sions. His  poems  are  the  most  beautiful  things  you  ever  saw. 
He's  written  a  continuation  of  4  Don  Juan,'  from  his  own  ad- 
ventures. Did  you  ever  read  his  lines  to  Mary?  They're  su- 
perior to  Byron,  sir —  superior  to  Byron." 

I  was  glad  to  hear  this  from  so  accomplished  a  critic  as 
Waggle ;  for  the  fact  is,  I  had  composed  the  verses  myself  for 
honest  Wiggle  one  day,  whom  I  found  at  his  chambers  plunged 


THE   BOOK  OF   SNOBS.  411 

m  thought  over  a  MTV  dirty  old- fashioned  album,  in  which  he 

had  mil  a-  \et  written  a  ^in-lr  v. 

••  1  ean't,"  says  he.       ••  >M>ni.-t::          !  >le  cantos, 

ami  to-da\   not  a  line.      Oh.  Suul.  :  ML  h  an  Oppottonit 
a   divine  eivature  !      She's   asked   me  to  write  verses  for 
ultuim,  and  I  ean't." 

k-  K  sin-  rich?"  >aid  I.      "1  thought  y\i  would  never  marry 
any  lnit  an  heire^." 

4i()h.  Snoi>!  she'>  the  inoM  aeeoiupii-hed,  highly -connected 

rreatme  :        and  I  can't  L_'et  out  a  I: 

^  How  will  \ou  have  it  ?  "  sa\s  i.     ••  Hot,  with  rap 

'•  Don't,  don't  !      V«ui   trainplf  on   the  most  8acre<l 
Snol».      I    want    souirthin^    wild    and 
want  lo  trll  IMT  that  amount    1:.  halls,  and  that  s« 

fhin^,  you  kn->\\  I  only  think  about  IMT.  \..u  know  —  that  I 
s.-orn  the  world,  and  am  weary  of  it.  \oii  know,  and  —  some- 
thing about  a  ga/.cllc,  and  a  l>ull»ul.  you  know." 

41  And  a  yataghan  to  finish  off  with,"  the  present  writer 
observed,  and  we  began  :  — 

"TO  MARY. 

"I  seem,  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd, 

Tin-  lightest  of  all  ; 
My  liiuirhtiT  rings  cheery  and  load, 

In  l>.iin|in-t  and  Kill. 
My  lip  liath  its  smiles  and  its  sneers, 

For  all  Mini  to  see; 
But  my  soul,  and  my  truth,  and  my  tears, 

Are  for  thee,  are  for  thee  ! " 

44  Do  you  call  that  neat.  Wiggle?"  saj'8  I.     "I  declare  ft 

almost  makes  me  crv  myself." 

»  Now  Mi|>i>«>M>,"says  Wiggle,  "  we  say  that  all  the  u 
is  at  mv    fret    -make   her  jealous  y«>u    know,  and   that  sort   of 
thini:  —  ami  that  — that  Tin  going  t  you  know?    Thai 

perhaps  mav  work  upon  her  feelings." 

So  We  (as  this  wretched  prig  said)  began  again  :  — 

"  Around  mo  they  flatter  and  fawn  — 

Th<>  young  and  flu-  <>1<1. 
The  fairest  an-  n-a«lv  to  pawn 

Their  lirarts  t~«»r  my  &M. 
They  sue  me  —  I  laugh  as  I  spurn 

Tli.  slaves  at  my  kt 
But  in  faith  ami  in  fondness  1  turp 

Unto  thee,  unto  thee  1 " 
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"  Now  for  the  travelling,  Wiggle  my  boy  !  "  And  I  began, 
in  a  voice  choked  with  emotion  — 

"  Away  !  for  my  heart  knows  no  rest 

Since  you  taught  it  to  feel ; 
The  secret  must  die  in  my  breast 

I  burn  to  reveal ; 
The  passion  1  may  not  ... " 

"  I  say,  Snob  !  "  Wiggle  here  interrupted  the  excited  bard 
(just  as  I  was  about  to  break  out  into  four  lines  so  pathetic 
that  the}'  would  drive  you  into  hysterics).  "  I  sa}' —  ahem  — 
couldn't  you  say  that  I  was  —  a —  military  man,  and  that  there 
>v;ts  some  danger  of  my  life?  " 

"You  a  militaiy  man?  —  danger  of  your  life?  What  the 
deuce  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,"  said  Wiggle,  blushing  a  good  deal,  "  I  told  her  I 
was  going  out  —  on  —  the  —  Ecuador  —  expedition." 

"  You  abominable  young  impostor,"  I  exclaimed.  "  Finish 
the  poem  for  j-ourself!"  And  so  he  did,  and  entirely  out  of 
all  metre,  and  bragged  about  the  work  at  the  Club  as  his  own 
performance. 

Poor  Waggle  fully  believed  in  his  friend's  genius,  until  one 
day  last  week  he  came  with  a  grin  on  his  countenance  to  the 
Club,  and  said,  "Oh,  Snob,  I've  made  such  a  discovery! 
Going  down  to  the  skating  to-day,  whom  should  I  see  but 
Wiggle  walking  with  that  splendid  woman  —  that  lady  of  illus- 
trious famil}'  and  immense  fortune,  Maiy,  }TOU  know,  whom  he 
wrote  the  beautiful  verses  about.  She's  five-and-forty.  She's 
red  hair.  She's  a  nose  like  a  pump-handle.  Her  father  made 
his  fortune  by  keeping  a  ham-and-beef  shop,  and  Wiggle's 
going  to  marry  her  next  week." 

"So  much  the  better,  Waggle,  my  .young  friend,"  I  ex- 
claimed. "  Better  for  the  sake  of  womankind  that  this  danger- 
ous dog  should  leave  off  Iad3"-killing —  this  Bluebeard  give  up 
practice.  Or,  better  rather  for  his  own  sake.  For  as  there  is 
not  a  word  of  truth  in  an}r  of  those  prodigious  love  stories 
which  .3-011  used  to  swallow,  nobody  has  been  hurt  except  Wig- 
gle himself,  whose  affections  will  now  centre  in  the  ham-and- 
beef  shop.  There  are  people,  Mr.  Waggle,  who  do  these  things 
in  earnest,  and  hold  a  good  rank  in  the  world  too.  But  these 
are  not  subjects  for  ridicule,  and  though  certainly  Snobs,  are 
scoundrels  likewise.  Their  cases  go  up  to  a  higher  Court." 


T1IL   hunk  -lib. 


CHA1TKR   XLI. 

<  I.I  i: 


BACCIII-S  is  the  divinity  to  whom  Waggle  devotes  his  especial 

worship.      "(live   me   wine,    my    l»oy,"   says   he  to   I, 
Willie,  who  is  prating  about  l<>vel\    woman:    ami  holds  Uj 

I    full  of  the    ros\    lluid.  and  uink-   : 

sips  it,  and  smaeks   lii-   lip-,  after  i1.  .  as  U 

IK-  were  tb  -'  «»f  '•""• 

I  have  n-inark'''  I  wine-amateiirship  especially 

in  youth.      SuobliiiLrs    from  collide.   Fledglings  fr  '''my, 

iioM"  MILTS  from  tin-  public  schools,  who  ornament  our  Clubs,  are 
frequently    to    be   lii-anl    in    ^n-at    torn-    upon  wine  questions. 
"This    bottle's    corked/'    tftyi    .snohlin^;    and    Mr.    Sly,  the 
luitli-r.  taking   it    awa\  .    ivtnrn^  pn-smtly  with  the  same  wmr 
in  another  JIILT.  which  the  youn.ir  amateur  prmioiinoes  excellent. 
••  Ilanir  champagne  !  "  says   Fled^Ung,  ••  it's  only  lit  for  gals 
and  children,      (iive  me  pale  ^hi-iry  at  dinner,  and   in 
tln-ee  claret  afterwards."      i4  What's  port  now:"  says  GOM 
••  di-irii^tiu.u:  thick  sweet  stuff  —  win-re's  the  old 
I/.NV//  to   -ct?"       I'ntil   the    la-t    twel\  .•month.    Fled^iin^    d 
small-!>eer  at  Doctor  Swishtail's  ;   and(io>lu.  ;    iiis 

dry  old  port  at  a  -_iiii--hop  in  WcMmiustcr  —  till  he  (flitted  Uiat 
Neiniiiai-y.  in  1  >s  I  I  . 

Anyliody  who  has  looked  at  the  caricatures  of  tir 

nin-i  t.'inemlter  how  tVe.jiiently  bottle-noses.  pimpK-d 
faces,  and  other  llardolphian  featun-s  an-  intro<lii(  «d  l»y  the 
de-si^m-r.  They  an-  much  more  rare  now  (in  nature,  and  in 
pictures,  therefore,)  than  in  those  good  old  times;  luit  ; 
are  Mill  to  l»e  found  amon^M  the  youth  of  our  (  lul»»  lad-  u  h" 
*jlorv  in  drinkinu--l»oiits.  and  whose  faces,  quit*1  siekly  and 
yellow,  for  the  most  part  are  decorated  with  :  -.\liirh 

land's  Kalydor  is  said  to  efface.     "  I  was  so  cut  last  night 
—  old  hov!"   Hopkins  says  to  Tomkins  (with  amiable  e 
d.'iiee).     '••  I  t.-ll  \ou  what  we  did.     We  -vith  Jack 

Herring  :it  twelve,  and  kept   up  with  b  >d  soda-water 

and  weeds  till  four;  then  we  ;  M  Idled  into  the  1'ark  for  an  h 
then   we  dined  and  drank    mulled  port   till  half-p:  n  we 

looked  in  for  au  hour  at  iue  i  lay  market;  then  we 


414  THE   BOOK   OF   SNOBS. 

to  the  Club,  and  had  grills  and  whiskey  punch  till  all  was  blue. 
—  Hullo,  waiter!  Get  me  a  glass  of  cilery-brandy."  Club 
waiters,  the  civilest,  the  kindest,  the  patientest  of  men,  die 
under  the  infliction  of  these  cruel  young  topers.  But  if  the 
reader  wishes  to  see  a  perfect  picture  on  the  stage  of  this  class 
of  young  fellows,  I  would  recommend  him  to  witness  the  in- 
genious corned}'  of  London  Assurance  —  the  amiable  heroes  of 
which  are  represented,  not  only  as  drunkards  and  five-o'clock- 
in-the-morning  men,  but  as  showing  a  hundred  other  delightful 
traits  of  swindling,  lying,  and  general  debauchery,  quite  edify- 
ing to  witness. 

How  different  is  the  conduct  of  these  outrageous  youths  to 
the  decent  behavior  of  my  friend,  Mr.  Papworthy ;  who  says 
to  Poppins,  the  butler  at  the  club :  — 

Papworthy.  —  "Poppins,  I'm  thinking  of  dining  early ;  is 
there  any  cold  game  in  the  house  ?  " 

Poppins.  —  "There's  a  game  pie,  sir;  there's  cold  grouse, 
sir  ;  there's  cold  pheasant,  sir  ;  there's  cold  peacock,  sir  ;  cold 
swan,  sir;  cold  ostrich,  sir,"  &c.  &c.  (as  the  case  may  be). 

Papworthy.  —  "Hem!  What's  your  best  claret  now,  Pop- 
pins?  —  in  pints  I  mean." 

Poppins.  —  "There's  Cooper  and  Magnum's  Lafite,  sir; 
there's  Lath  and  Sawdust's  St.  Jullien,  sir :  Bung's  Leoville 
is  considered  remarkably  fine  ;  and  I  think  you'd  like  Jugger's 
Chateau-Margaux." 

Papworthy.  —  "  Hum  !  —  hah  !  —  well  —  give  me  a  crust  of 
bread  and  a  glass  of  beer.  I'll  only  lunch,  Poppins." 

Captain  Shindy  is  another  sort  of  Club  bore.  He  has  been 
known  to  throw  all  the  Club  in  an  uproar  about  the  qualitj'  of 
his  mutton-chop. 

"Look  at  it,  sir?  Is  it  cooked,  sir?  Smell  it,  sir!  Is  it 
meat  fit  for  a  gentleman  ?  "  he  roars  out  to  the  steward,  who 
stands  trembling  before  him,  and  who  in  vain  tells  him  that  the 
Bishop  of  Bullocksmithy  has  just  had  three  from  the  same  loin. 
All  the  waiters  in  the  Club  are  huddled  round  the  captain's 
mutton-chop.  He  roars  out  the  most  horrible  curses  at  John 
for  not  bringing  the  pickles  ;  he  utters  the  most  dreadful  oaths 
because  Thomas  has  not  arrived  with  the  Harve}7  sauce ;  Peter 
comes  tumbling  with  the  water-jug  over  Jeames,  who  is  bring- 
ing "  the  glittering  canisters  with  bread."  Whenever  Shindy 
enters  the  room  (such  is  the  force  of  character) ,  every  table  is 
deserted,  every  gentleman  must  dine  as  he  best  may,  and  all 
those  big  footmen  are  in  terror. 

He  makes  his  account  of  it.     He  scolds,  and  is  better  waited 
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upon  In  cor.scquem •«-.     At  t In-  Club  he  has  ten  servants  toad* 

ding  about  to  d<»  hi.-,  bidding. 

1'oor  Mrs.  Shindy  :in*l  tin-  children  arc,  meanwhile  in 

lockings  somewhere,  waited  upon  \>\  --girl  in  pattens. 


CHAPTER  XLH. 

CLUB   SNOBS. 

KvruY    well-bred    KnglMi    female    •-.  with  the 

Subject  of  the  hanowiir.:  tale,  the  1,;  .\ilh-  Ma 

an.  now  about  to  recount.  Tin-  plea-iires  of  (  lubs  have  been 
spoken  «.!':  !"t  u>  no\\  -:;,;:<•<•  1'i.i  a  moment  at  the  dangers  of 
those  institutions,  ami  tor  ;hi-  purpose  I  must  introduce  you  to 
my  Young  acquaintance,  Sackvilk  Maim-. 

It  was  at  a  ball  at  the  house  of  ray  respected  friend,  Mrs. 
IVrkins,  thai.  I  was  introdncc'l  to  this  gentleman  and  his  charm- 
in^  lady.  Seeing  a  \<nn\^  creature  before  me  in  a  white  dresst 
Mith  white  satin  shoes;  with  a  pink  ribbon,  about  a  yard  in 
breadth,  llaininir  out  as  she  twirled  in  a  polka  in  the  arms  of 
Monsieur  de  Springboek.  the  (Jeriuan  diplomatist ;  with  a  green 
wreath  on  her  head,  and  the  blackest  hair  this  individual 
set  eyes  on — seeing,  I  say,  before  me  a  charming  young 
woman  whisking  beautiful!..  .uitiiul  d  a  nee ,  and  present- 

ing, as  she  wound  round  «nd  round  the  room,  now  a  ftiil  face, 
then  a  three-quarter  lace,  then  :i  profile — a  face,  in  fine,  which 
in  every  way  you  saw  it,  looked  pivtt\ .  and  rosy,  and  hap; 

U  1  trust)  a  not  unbecoming  <  uri«^it\  regarding  the  owner 
o!  this  pleasant  countenance,  and  asked  Waglex  (\\h.»  was 
:•  i. Hiding  by,  in  conversation  with  an  acquaintance)  who 
flie  lady  in  question? 

11  Which?"  says  Wagley. 

-•That  one  with  the  coal-black  eyes,"  I  replied. 

"  Hush  !"  says  he  ;  and  the  gentleman  with  whom  he 
:alkin-_r  moved  oil',  with  rather  a  disOOmJ 

When  he  was  gone  Wa<:le\  bur-t  out  laughing.     "Coal-Muck 

-aid  he;'  ''you've  j'ust   hit  it.     That's  Mrs.  > 
Maine,  and  that  was*  her  husband  who  just  went  away.    He's  a 
coal-merchant,  Snob,  my  boy,  and  I  have  no  .i.-t;1 .; 
kinVs  Wallsends  are  supplied  t'roni  his  wharf.     II 
in    furnace  when  he  hears  coals  mentioned.     He  and  hU  wift 
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and  his  mother  are  very  proud  of  Mrs.  Sackville's  family ;  she 
was  a  Miss  Chuff,  daughter  of  Captain  Chuff,  R.N.  That  is 
the  widow  ;  that  stout  woman  in  crimson  tabhinet,  battling  about 
the  odd  trick  with  old  Mr.  Dumps,  at  the  card-table." 

And  so,  in  fact,  it  was.  Sackville  Maine  (whose  name  is  a 
hundred  times  more  elegant,  surely,  than  that  of  Chuff)  was 
blest  with  a  pretty  wile,  and  a  genteel  mother-in-law,  both  of 
whom  some  people  may  envy  him. 

Soon  after  his  marriage  the  old  lady  was  good  enough  to 
come  and  pay  him  a  visit  —  just  for  a  fortnight  —  at  his  pretty 
little  cottage,  Kennington  Oval :  and,  such  is  her  affection  for 
the  place,  has  never  quitted  it  these  four  years.  She  has  also 
brought  her  son,  Nelson  Collingwood  Chuff,  to  live  with  her; 
but  he  is  not  so  much  at  homo  r-s  his  mamma,  going  as  a  da}-- 
boy  to  Merchant  Taylors'  School,  where  he  is  getting  a  sound 
classical  education. 

If  these  beings,  so  closely  allied  to  his  wife,  and  so  justly  dear 
to  her,  may  be  considered  as  drawbacks  to  Maine's  happiness, 
what  man  is  there  that  has  not  some  things  in  life  to  complain 
of?  And  when  I  first  knew  Mr.  Maine,  no  man  seemed  more 
comfortable  than  he.  His  cottage  was  a  picture  of  elegance 
and  comfort;  his  table  and  cellar  were  excellently  and  neatly 
supplied.  There  was  every  enjoyment,  but  no  ostentation.  The 
omnibus  took  him  to  business  of  a  morning  ;  the  boat  brought 
him  back  to  the  happiest  of  homes,  where  he  would  while  away 
the  long  evenings  by  reading  out  the  fashionable  novels  to 
the  ladies  as  they  worked  ;  or  accompany  his  wife  on  the  flute 
(which  he  played  elegantly)  ;  or  in  any  one  of  the  hundred 
pleasing  and  innocent  amusements  of  the  domestic  circle.  Mrs. 
Chuff  covered  the  drawing-rooms  with  prodigious  tapestries, 
the  work  of  her  hands.  Mrs.  Sackville  had  a  particular  genius 
for  making  covers  of  tape  or  network  for  these  tapestried 
cushions.  She  could  make  home-made  wines.  She  could  make 
preserves  and  pickles.  She  had  an  album,  into  which,  during 
the  time  of  his  courtship,  Sackville  Maine  had  written  choice 
scraps  of  Ityron's  and  Moore's  poetry,  analogous  to  his  own 
situation,  and  in  a  fine  mercantile  hand.  She  had  a  large  man- 
uscript receipt-book  —  every  qualit}T,  in  a  word,  which  indicated 
a  virtuous  and  well-bred  English  female  mind. 

''And  as  for  Nelson  Collingwood,"  Sackville  would  say, 
laughing,  u  we  couldn't  do  without  him  in  the  house.  If  he 
didn't  spoil  the  tapestry  we  should  be  over-cushioned  in  a  few 
months ;  and  whom  could  we  get  but  him  to  drink  Laura's 
home-made  wine  ? "  The  truth  is,  the  gents  who  came  from 
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the  City  to  dine  at  the  "  Oval  "  induced  to  drink 

it — in  which  fastidiou-  .         I  .;'.  when  I  grew  to  be  . 

mate  with  tin-  famih  .  •  .ai  I  >iia 

11  And  \et.  sir,  that 

Mnirland  .s  proudest  btfCMBt"  .Mr-.  Chut! 

iniral  Lord  Kximuilh  la-ted  and  praised  it.  -n.  .,u  board  Cmp- 
tain  ( 'hiil!"s  ship,  tin-  •  .\Yluichadn» v./.-ir/  7  1 .  at  Algiers  ;  and 
h«'  had  three  do/en  with  liini  in  tin-  irigate,  a 

of  which  d  out  to  the  un-n  In-fop-  h,    \\.-nt  into  hi 

mortal  action  with  the    •  Fui  ibon  1,-.'  (  :i,  :i  the 

( lull'  of  Panama." 

All  this,  though  the  old  dowa^-r  told  us  the  st<  day 

when  the  wine  was   produced,    ne\er  served  to  p 
.jnantity    of   it,  —  and    the  green  ginger,    th-iii-jh    it 
Piriiish  tars  for  comliat  and   victors .  \va-  not  to  the  taste  of  us 
peaceful  and  d<  generate  gents  of  modern  times. 

xville  now,  as  on  the  occasion  when,  presented  by 
Wa-!e\.  1  paid  my  tirs t  visit  to  him.  It  was  in  July  —  a 
Sunday  afternoon  —  Sackville  Maine  was  coming  from  church, 
with  his  \\  il'e  on  one  arm.  and  hi-  mother-in-law  ( in  red 
as  usual.)  on  tin-  other.  A  halt-grown,  or  hobbadi-h<»\  MI  loot- 
man,  so  to  speak,  walked  after  them,  <-arr\iii'_r  then-  Binning 
uolden  pravcr-liooks  —  the  ladies  h:;d  -plendid  parasols 

and  fringe-.       Mr-.  (  hut!"s  great  g«>ld    ual'h.  t'a-teiu-d  to 
her  stomach,  gleamed  then-  like  a  ball  of  fire.     N 
ui.o.l  was  in  the  distance,  shying  stones  at  an  old  horse  on 
Kenniimton  Common.     "Twos  on  that  verdant  spot  we  mot  — 
nor  can  I  e\er  forget    the   majestic  coiirte-y  of  Mrs.   Chuff,  as 
she   remembered  having  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  me  at 
Perkins's       nor  the  irlan.  e  of  scorn  which  she  threw  at  an  un- 
fortunate gentleman  who  was  preaching  an  exceedingly  d 
t«>ry   discourse  to  a  sceptical    audience  of  omni  -   and 

nurse-maids,  on  a  tub,  as  we  passed  by.     "  I  cannot    help   it. 
sir."  says  she  ;    "  I  am  the  widow  of  an  oiHcer  of  Britain 
1  was  taught  to  honor  my  Church  and  my  King:  and  I  cannot 
bear  a  Radical,  or  a  Dissenter." 

With  these  fine  principles  I  found  Sackville  Maine  impressed. 
14  Wauley,"  said  he,  to  my  introducer,   "  if  no  bettor  engage- 
ment, wliv  shouldn't  self  and   friend  dine  at  the   'Oval?' 
Snoli.  xj,-'.  tln«  mutton's  coming  off  the  spit  at  this  very  minute. 
Laura  and  Mrs.  (  hutf"  (he  said  Laurar  and  Mrs.  Chuff;  but   I 
hate  people  who  make  remark- on  these  peculiarities  of  pr  • 
elation )  ••  will  be  must  happy  to  see  you ;  and  1  win  pro 
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you  a  hearty  welcome  and  as  good  a  glass  of  port-wine  as  any 
in  England." 

"  This  is  better  than  dining  at  the  »  sarcophagus,'  "  thinks  I 
to  myself,  at  which  Club  Wagley  and  I  had  intended  to  take  our 
meal ;  and  so  we  accepted  the  kirdly  invitation,  whence  arose 
afterwards  a  considerable  intimacy. 

Ever3'thing  about  this  family  and  house  was  so  good-natured, 
comfortable  and  well-conditioned,  that  a  cynic  would  have 
ceased  to  growl  there.  Mrs.  Laura  was  all  graciousness  and 
smiles,  and  looked  to  as  great  advantage  in  her  pretty  morning- 
gown  as  in  her  dress-robe  at  Mrs.  Perkins's.  Mrs.  Chuff  Ihvd 
off  her  stories  about  the  kt  Nebuchadnezzar,"  74,  the  action 
between  the  "  Pitchfork  "  and  the  u  Furibonde  "  —  the  heroic 
resistance  of  Captain  Choufleur,  and  the  quantity  of  snuff  he 
took,  &c.,  &c.  ;  which,  as  the}'  were  heard  for  the  first  time, 
were  pleasanter  than  1  have  subsequent)}'  found  them.  Sack- 
ville  Maine  was  the  best  of  hosts.  He  agreed  in  everything 
everybody  said,  altering  his  opinions  without  the  slightest  res- 
ervation upon  the  slightest  possible  contradiction.  He  was  not 
one  of  those  beings  who  would  emulate  a  Schonbein  or  Friar 
Bacon,  or  act  the  part  of  an  incendiar}'  towards  the  Thames, 
his  neighbor  —  but  a  good,  kind,  simple,  honest,  easy  fellow 

—  in  love  with  his  wife  —  well  disposed  to  all  the  world  —  con- 
tent with  himself,  content  even  with  his  mother-in-law.     Nelson 
Collingwood,  I  remember,  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  when 
whiskey-and-water  was  for  some  reason  produced,  grew  a  little 
tipsy.     This  did  not  in  the  least  move  Sackville's  equanimity. 
"•  Take  him  up  stairs,  Joseph,"  said  he  to  the  hobbadehoy,  ki  and 

—  Joseph  —  don't  tell  his  mamma." 

What  could  make  a  man  so  happily  disposed,  unhappy? 
What  could  cause  discomfort,  bickering,  and  estrangement  in 
a  family  so  friendly  and  united  ?  Ladies,  it  was  not  my  fault 

—  it  was  Mrs.  Chuffs  doing  —  but  the  rest  of  the  tale  you  shalJ 
have  on  a  future  day. 
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CHAITI.U     XLIII. 
CIJU    SNOBS. 

TIIR  misfortune  which  befell  the  simple  and  good-natured 

young  Sackyillc,  :in»-«-  entirely  fr«>m  I  hat  abominable  " 
lophagus  Club;"  and  that  In-  0TCI  entered  il  was  paith 
fault  of  tin-  present  \\riter. 

M-eLiig   .Mi-.  <  Imil,  hN  miiiiii-r-iu-law,  bad  a  taste  for 

tin-    'jentei-l        (indeed,    h«-r    talk    MM    a  .  I 

WM.M!.   Lord    (  iainl'ier.  .sir  ,Jah:.: 

and  1'lymouth  hall>)         Wai:  ley  and    I.  ft  to  our  wont, 

trumped    her    conversation,    an  i  Lords,    Dukes, 

.Mar-|iii.M-.>..    and    Baronets,   as   if  those  dignitaries  were   our 

familiar  frii-iuU. 

"  Lord  Se-xtoMluii  v,"  says  I,  (4  seems  to  have  recovered  her 
la  I  >hip's  drath.  1I»-  and  the  Duke  were  very  jolly  over  their 
\viur  at,  tlu-  •  SaivophuLTu-,  '  last  night;  weren  ,  \Vagley?" 

•  <  ,..o<l  fellow,  the  Duke,"  Wagley  replied.  "  1'ray,  rna'am" 
(to  Mrs.  C'liuH'),  ••  \<>u  who  know  the  world  and  •  .  will 

you  tell  mi1  what  a  man  oiMjht  to  do  in  Djjeaa*!  Last  June, 
liis  Crarc,  his  son  Lord  Castle  Rampant.  TUB  Smith,  and  my- 
self were  dining  at  the  Club,  when  !  i  the  odds  against 
/W/y/»//'//<7/x  for  the  Derby  — forty  to  one,  in  sovereigns  only. 
His  (irace  took  the  bet,  and  of  course  I  won.  lit-  has  i 
paid  me.  No\v.  can  I  ask  such  a  great  man  for  a  sovereign? 
—  One  more  lump  <>f  sugar,  if  you  please,  my  dear  madam." 

It  was  lucky  Wagley  gave  her  this  opportunity  to  elude  the 
question,  for 'it  prostrated  the  whole  worthy  family  among 
whom  we  were.  They  telegraphed  i  ad.  other  with  wondering 

.     Mrs.  Chuffs  storios  about  the  naval  nobility  grew  < 
faint:  and  kind  little  Mrs.  Sackvillc  became  uneasy,  and  went 
»ip  stairs  to  look  at  the  children  —  not  at  that  young  monster, 
Neison  Coilingwood,  who  was  sleeping  off  the  whiskey 
water  —  but  at  a  couple  of  little   ones   who  had  made  their 
appearance  at  dessert,  and  of  whom  she  and  Sackville  were  the 
happy  parents. 

The  end  of  this  and  subsequent  meetings  with  Mr.  Maine 
was,  that  we  proposed  and  got  him  elected  as  a  member  of 
the  "  Sarcophagus  Club." 

It  was  not  done  without  a  deal  of  opposition  —  the  tecret 
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having  been  whispered  that  the  candidate  was  a  coal-merchant 
You  may  be  sure  some  of  the  proud  people  and  most  of  the 
parvenus  of  the  Club  were  ready  to  blackball  him.  We  com- 
bated this  opposition  successfully,  however.  We  pointed  out 
to  the  parvenus  that  the  Lambtons  and  the  Stuarts  sold  coals : 
we  mollified  the  proud  by  accounts  of  his  good  birth,  good-na- 
ture, and  good  behavior ;  and  Wagley  went  about  on  the  day 
of  election,  describing  with  great  eloquence,  the  action  between 
the  "  Pitchfork  "  and  the  "  Furibonde,"  and  the  valor  of  Cap- 
tain Maine,  our  friend's  father.  There  was  a  slight  mistake 
in  the  narrative ;  but  we  carried  our  man,  with  only  a  trifling 
sprinkling  of  black  beans  in  the  boxes :  Byles's,  of  course, 
who  blackballs  everybody  :  and  Bung's,  who  looks  down  upon 
a  coal-merchant,  having  himself  lately  retired  from  the  wine- 
trade. 

Some  fortnight  afterwards  I  saw  Sackville  Maine  under  the 
following  circumstances :  — 

He  was  showing  the  Club  to  his  family.  He  had  brought 
them  thither  in  the  light-blue  fly,  waiting  at  the  Club  door; 
with  Mrs.  Chuffs  hobbadehoy  footboy  on  the  box,  by  the  side 
of  the  flyman,  in  a  sham  livery.  Nelson  Collingwood  ;  pretty 
Mrs.  Sackville  ;  Mrs.  Captain  Chuff  (Mrs.  Commodore  Chuff 
we  call  her),  were  all  there;  the  latter,  of  course,  in  the  ver- 
milion tabbinet,  which,  splendid  as  it  is,  is  nothing  in  compari- 
son to  the  splendor  of  the  "Sarcophagus."  The  delighted 
Sackville  Maine  was  pointing  out  the  beauties  of  the  place  to 
them.  It  seemed  as  beautiful  as  Paradise  to  that  little  party. 

The  "Sarcophagus"  displays  ever}'  known  variety  of  archi- 
tecture and  decoration.  The  great  library  is  Elizabethan  ;  the 
small  library  is  pointed  Gothic  ;  the  dining-room  is  severe  Doric : 
the  strangers'  room  has  an  Egyptian  look ;  the  drawing-rooms 
are  Louis  Qnatorze  (so  called  because  the  hideous  ornaments 
displayed  were  used  in  the  time  of  Louis  Quinze)  ;  the  cortile* 
or  hall,  is  Morisco-Italian.  It  is  all  over  marble,  maplewood, 
looking-glasses,  arabesques,  ormolu,  and  scagliola.  Scrolls, 
ciphers,  dragons,  Cupids,  polyanthuses  and  other  flowers  writhe 
up  the  walls  in  eveiy  kind  of  cornucopiosity.  Fancy  every  gen- 
tleman in  Jullien's  band  playing  with  all  his  might,  and  each 
performing  a  different  tune  ;  the  ornaments  at  our  Club,  the 
"Sarcophagus,"  so  bewilder  and  affect  me.  Dazzled  with 
emotions  which  I  cannot  describe,  and  which  she  dared  not 
reveal,  Mrs.  Chuff,  followed  by  her  children  and  son-in-law, 
walked  wondering  amongst  these  blundering  splendors. 

In  the  great  library  (225  feet  long  by  loO)  the  only  mail  Mrs. 
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Chuff  saw,  was  Tiggs.     He  was  Ivn  Ivet  sofa. 

reading  a  French  novel  of  r:uil  de  Kock.  It  was  ft  very  httU- 
hook.  He  is  a  \ery  little  man.  In  that  enormous  hall  la- 
looked  like  a  mere  -peek.  A-  thi  i;idi.'-  pa-  UJessand 
trembling  in  the  vastness  of  the  ma'jniticcnt  solitude,  he  threw 
a  know i nu.  killing  ulam  «•  :ii  the  lair  -t rangers,  as  much  as  to 
say,  '*  Ain't  I  a  line  ii-llu\v?"  'I'h.-y  tliought  so,  I  am  sure. 

ki  Wlio  is  thnt  1"  hivM-s  «.ut  Mrs.  (  hutf,  when  we  were  about 
fifty  \urds  oil'  him  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

"  Ti^gs  !  "  MJt  1.  in  a  -imilar  whi-p.  r. 

14  I'relty  comfortable  this,  Un't  it,  my    i        '"  say 8  Maine  in 
n  free-an<l-ea-\    \\  a\    U)    M;-.    Sackville ;    "all  the   niagazineSf 
you    >er       writing    matmaU — new    works  —  choice 
«-ontai;iing  e\ery  work  of  iinport.-iner     -  what  have  we  here?  — 
•  DugdalrV  Mona.-tieon/  a  ino-t  \aluahleand,  I  b  ••nter- 

taininu  book." 

An<l  propo>ing  to  take  down  <>i,.'  «»f  the  i»<M)ks  lor  Mrs. 
Maine's  inspection,  he  selected  Volume  VII.,  to  which  he  was 
attracted  by  the  singular-  lad  that  a  brass  door-handle  grew  out 
of  the  back.  Instead  of  pulling  out  a  book,  however,  he  pulled 
open  a  cupboard,  only  inhabited  by  a  lazy  housemaid's  broom 
and  duster,  at  \\iii.-h  he  looked  exceedingly  discomfited  ;  while 
Nelson  Collingwnod,  losing  all  respect,  burst  into  a  roar  of 
laughter. 

••  That's  the  rummest  book  I  ever  saw,"  says  Nelson. 
wish  we'd  no  others  at  Merchant  Taylors'." 

k*  Hush,  Nelson!"  cries  Mrs.  Chuff,  and  we  went  into  the 
other  magnificent  apartments. 

How  the}*  did  admire  the  drawing-room  hangings,  (pink  and 
silver  brocade,  most  excellent  wear  for  London,)  and  calculated 
the  price  per  yard;  and  revelled  on  the  luxurious  sofas ,  and 
ira/cd  on  the  immeasurable  looking-glasses. 

"  Pretty  well  to  shave  by,  eh?"  says  Maine  to  his  mother- 
in-law.     (He  was  getting  more  abominably   conceited   < 
minute.)     "  Get  away,  Sackville,"  says  she,  quite  deligb 
and  threw   a  glance  over  her  shoulder,   and   spread  out 
wings  of  the  red  tabbinet,  and  took  a  good  look  at  herself;  so 
did  Mrs.  Sackville  —just  one,  and  I  thought  the  glass  reflected 
a  very  smiling,  pretty  creature. 

But  what's  a  woman  at  a  looking-glass?  Bless  the  little 
dears,  it's  their  place.  They  fly  to  it  naturally.  It  pleases 
them,  and  they  adorn  it.  What  I  like  to  see,  and  watch  with 
joy  and  adoration,  is  the  Club  men  at  the  great 
Old  Gills  pushing  up  his  collars  and  grinning 
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at  his  own  mottled  face.  Hulker  looking  solemnly  at  his  great 
person,  and  tightening  his  coat  to  give  himself  a  waist.  Fred 
Minchin  simpering  by  as  he  is  going  out  to  dine,  and  casting 
upon  the  reflection  of  his  white  neck-cloth  a  pleased  moony 
smile.  What  a  deal  of  vanity  that  Club  mirror  has  reflected, 
to  be  sure ! 

Well,  the  ladies  went  through  the  whole  establishment  with 
perfect  pleasure.  They  beheld  the  coffee-rooms,  and  the  little 
tables  laid  for  dinner,  and  the  gentlemen  who  were  taking  their 
lunch,  and  old  Jawkins  thundering  away  as  usual ;  they  saw  the 
reading-rooms,  and  the  rush  for  the  evening  papers  ;  they  suw 
the  kitchens  —  those  wonders  of  art  —  where  the  Chef  was  pre- 
siding over  twenty  pretty  kitchen-maids,  and  ten  thousand 
shining  saucepans :  and  they  got  into  the  light-blue  fly  per- 
fectly bewildered  with  pleasure. 

Sackville  did  not  enter  it,  though  little  Laura  took  the  back 
seat  on  purpose,  and  left  him  the  Iront  place  alongside  of  Mrs. 
Chuffs  red  tabbinet. 

44  We  have  your  favorite  dinner,"  says  she,  in  a  timid  voice  ; 
44  won't  you  come,  Sackville?" 

44  I  shall  take  a  chop  here  to-day,  my  dear,"  Sackville 
replied.  44Home,  James."  And  he  went  up  the  steps  of  the 
44  Sarcophagus,"  and  the  pretty  face  looked  very  sad  out  of  the 
carriage,  as  the  blue  fly  drove  away. 


CHAPTER   XLIV. 

CLUB    SNOBS. 

WHY  —  why  did  I  and  Wagley  ever  do  so  cruel  an  action 
as  to  introduce  young  Sackville  Maine  into  that  odious  44  Sar- 
cophagus !  "  Let  our  imprudence  and  his  example  be  a  warning 
to  other  gents  ;  let  his  fate  and  that  of  his  poor  wife  be  remem- 
bered by  every  British  female.  The  consequences  of  his  enter- 
ing the  Club  were  as  follow  :  — 

One  of  the  first  vices  the  unhappy  wretch  acquired  in  this 
abode  of  frivolity  was  that  of  smoking.  Some  of  the  dandies  of 
the  Club,  such  as  the  Marquis  of  Macabaw,  LordDoodeen,  and 
fellows  of  that  high  order,  are  in  the  habit  of  indulging  in  this 
propensity  up  stairs  in  the  billiard-rooms  of  the  tk  Sarcopha* 
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£us  " —  and,    partly   to  mak<-  their  n<  (juaintrr  '•.    from* 

natural  aptitude  l'<>r  crime,  N:i-  k\ill»-  Maine   : 

became  :iu  adept  iu  the  odious  cu->!orn. 

into  a  family  1  nerd  not  sa\  how  -ad  tin-  consequences 

to  the  furniture  and  the  m. 

in.u-ronm  at  home,  and  caused  an  iu:  is  witVaii'i 

in-luw  which  I  do  not  vcntmv  to 

He    then    became   a    professed  hillnir<l-f>lttyer,  wa>' 
upon  hours  at  that   amusement 

bly,    losing  awfully    to   Captain    Spot    and    (  •»!.    <  II.- 

played  matches  of  a  hundn  d  names  with  these  g' 
would  not  only  continue  until   four  '>r  li 
inir  at  this  work,  but  would  be  fmi!i«l  at  t h«    (  tub  of  a  forenoon, 

indulging  himself  to  tin-  d  of  bis  business  the  n. 

his  health,  and  the  nc-lr.-t  of  i. 

From  Milliards  to  \\hi.t  i->  i.ut  a  Step       I 
to  \\hUt  ami  !i\e  pounds  on  the  rul»!ier.  my  oj 
all  up  with  him.      llo\v  was  the  coal  business  to  go  on,  and  the 
connection  of  the  firm  to  be  kept  up,  and  the  senior  partner 

always  at  the  card-ta 

Contorting  now  with  genteel  persons  and  Pall  Mall  bucks, 

Sackxillo  became  tshmiBM  of  his  snug  little  residence  in  Ken- 
niii'_rton  O\al.  and  Iran-ported  his  family  to  1'imlico,  where, 
though  Mrs.  Chiiil1,  his  mother-in-law,  was  at  first  happy,  as 
the  (juartcr  was  ele-jant  and  near  her  Sovereign,  poor  little 
Laura  and  the  children  found  a  woful  difference.  Where  were 
her  friends  who  came  in  with  their  :ig?  —  At 

Kennin^ton  and  in  the  vicinity  of  Clapham.  Where  were 
children's  little  playmates?  —  On  Kennington  Common.  The 
}in-at  thtinderinir  carriages  that  roared  up  and  down  the  drab- 
colored  streets  of  the  new  quarter,  contained  no  friends  for  the 
sociable  little  Laura.  The  children  that  paced  the  squares, 
attended  by  a  !>«nne  or  a  prim  governess,  were  not  like  those 
happy  ones'  that  uV\v  kites,  or  played  hop-scotch  on  the  well- 
beloved  old  Common.  And  ah!  what  a  difference  at  Church 
too!  -between  St.  Benedict's  of  IMmlico,  with  open  seats, 
service  in  sing-song  —  tapers  —  albs  —  surplices  —  garlands, 
and  processions,  and  the  honest  old  ways  of  Kenning* 
footmen,  too.  attending  M.  Benedict's  were  so  i  and 

enormous,  that  .fames,  Mrs.  Chuff's  boy,  trembled  amongst 
them,  and  said  he  would  give  warning  rather  than  carry  the 
books  to  that  church  any  more. 

The  furnishing   of  the   house  was   not  done   without  ex 
pense. 
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And,  ye  gods!  what  a  difference  there  was  between  Sack 
ville's  dreary  French  banquets  in  Pimliro,  nnd  the  jolly  dinners 
at  the  Oval !  No  more  legs-of-iiiutton,  no  more  of  "the  best 
port-wine  in  England  ;  "  but  entrees  on  plate,  and  dismal  two- 
penny  champagne,  and  waiters  ra  gloves,  and  the  Club  bucks 
for  com  pan}'  —  among  whom  Mrs.  Chuff  was  uneasy  and  Mrs. 
Sackville  quite  silent. 

Not  that  he  dined  at  home  often.  The  wretch  had  become 
a  perfect  epicure,  and  dined  commonly  at  the  Club  with  the 
gormandizing  clique  there  ;  with  old  Dr.  Maw,  Colonel  Cram- 
ley  (who  is  as  lean  as  a  greyhound,  and  has  jaws  like  a  jack), 
and  the  rest  of  them.  Here  you  might  see  the  wretch  tippling 
Cillery  champagne  and  gorging  himself  with  French  viands , 
and  I  often  looked  with  sorrow  from  my  table,  (on  which 
cold  meat,  the  Club  small-beer,  and  a  half-pint  of  Marsala 
form  the  modest  banquet),  and  sighed  to  think  it  was  my 
work. 

And  there  were  other  beings  present  to  my  repentant 
thoughts.  Where's  his  wife,  thought  I  ?  Where's  poor,  good, 
kind  little  Laura  ?  At  this  very  moment  —  it's  about  the  nur- 
sery bedtime,  and  while  yonder  good-for-nothing  is  swilling 
his  wine  —  the  little  ones  are  at  Laura's  knees  lisping  their 
prayers  ;  and  she  is  teaching  them  to  say  —  "  Pray  God  bless 
Papa." 

When  she  has  put  them  to  bed,  her  day's  occupation  is 
gone  ;  and  she  is  utterly  lonely  all  night,  and  sad,  and  waiting 
for  him. 

Oh,  for  shame  !  Oh,  for  shame  !  Go  home,  thou  idle  tip- 
pler. 

How  Sackville  lost  his  health  ;  how  he  lost  his  business ; 
how  he  got  into  scrapes ;  how  he  got  into  debt ;  how  he  be- 
came a  railroad  director ;  how  the  Pimlico  house  was  shut  up  ; 
how  he  went  to  Boulogne,  — all  this  I  could  tell,  only  I  am  too 
much  ashamed  of  my  part  of  the  transaction.  They  returned  to 
England,  because,  to  the  surprise  of  everybody,  Mrs.  Chuff  came 
down  with  a  great  sum  of  money  (which  nobody  knew  she 
had  saved),  and  paid  his  liabilities.  He  is  in  England;  but 
at  Kennington.  His  name  is  taken  off  the  books  of  the  "  Sar- 
cophagus "  long  ago.  When  we  meet,  he  crosses  over  to  the 
other  side  of  the  street ;  and  I  don't  call,  as  I  should  be 
sorry  to  see  a  look  of  reproach  or  sadness  in  Laura's  sweet 
face. 

Not,  however,  all  evil,  as  I  am  prond  to  think,  has  been  the 
influence  of  the  Snob  of  England  upon  Clubs  in  general :  — 
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Captain  Shindy  is  afraid  to  bully  t  ::ore,  and 

eats   his   mutton  ehop  without   uio\in<_r   A--IH-! 

d'u^not    take    more  than    two    i  a  time  for    \... 

reading.      Tiirirs  does  nut    rini:    the  : 

waiter  In  walk  about  a  quart,  r  of  a   mile   in   . 

Vol.   II.,    whieh    lies   on   the    m -\t    table.      (;p'\\l< 

to   walk   (Voin    table    to  table    in  the  eotJ'ee-room  aixl 

what    people   are    liaviu.i:   l'»r   «liiiM«-r.       Trot: 

own    innl.n-lla    tVoin   lln-    !i:i!l        tin-    OOttOO    • 

Srr:iper'«<   paletot    lined   uith    >ilk   has   I  jht    >.;i. 

, lot. I* ins,    who  entirely    nii^m.k   it    for    hi-   «.\\n. 

ili-rontir.ne<l    telling    stories  :.!.., ut    the    ladies   be   hag   k 

Snook*   does   not    any    ni"!e   think     it    jzeiitlrmai 

ball   attorneys.      Snntller    no   1.  rends    <.nt 

^reat    red    cotton    poeket-handken  hiet'  bcfbl 

:idiuir:iti«»n   of  two   hundred  ^entleiu  : 

li:is   lii-ei)    l.roii;j:ht  back  to  the   priths   of 

poor    John    has    heeii   spared    a   journey  or  a  scolding - 

fi-ieixls  and  iu-ethn-n,  if  klMM  .-ketches  of  Club  Snobs  have 

been  in  vaiur 


CHAPTER  LAST. 

How  it  is  that  we  have  come  to  No,  1 "» «^f  this  prosont  series 
of  papers,  mv  <U-ar  friends  and  brother  Snobs,  I  hardly  know  — 
but  f«»r  H  whole  mortal  year  have  we  been  together,  pratt 
and  :dui>iiiir  the  hnman  race;  and  were  we  to  live  for  a  hun- 
dred years  more,   I  believe  there  u  plenty  of  subject  for  con- 
versation in  the  enormous  theme  of  Snob-. 

The   national    mind   is  awakened   to   (he    RltytCt       Letters 
pom    in  every  dav.  eom  eying  marks  of  sympathy ;  din  • 
the  attention  of  the  Snob  of  England  to  races  of  Snobs  yet 
nndeseribed.      "  Where  are  vour  Theatriral  Snobs  ;  y«.ur  < 

ial  Snobs,    your  Medical   and   Chirurgical   Snobs;    \our 
OHieial  Snobs;  your  \. e-.-d  Snobs;  your    '  »be ;  your 

Musical   Snobs;'   your    Sport  inn   S  nobs  F*^  write    my    < 

.•spondents.     4*Surelj  von  are  not  going  to  n  Cam- 

bridge   Chancellor   election,   and   omit   showing  up  yoof  Don 
Miobs.    wlio  are   coming    .-ap   in   hand,    to  a    \ouniz   I'ri' 
sLx-and-twenty,  and    to  implore   him   to  be  the  chief  of  Uieif 
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renowned  University?"  writes  a  friend  who  seals  with  the 
signet  of  the  Cain  uiul  Isis  Club.  tk  Pray,  pray,"  cries  another, 
44  now  the  Operas  are  opening,  give  us  a  lecture  about  Omni- 
bus Snobs."  Indeed,  I  should  like  to  write  a  chapter  about 
the  Snobbish  Dons  very  much,  and  another  about  the  Snob- 
bish Dandies.  Of  my  dear  Theatrical  Snobs  I  think  with 
a  pang ;  and  I  can  hardly  break  away  from  some  Snobbish 
artists,  with  whom  I  have  long,  long  intended  to  have  a 
palaver. 

But  what's  the  use  of  delaying?  When  these  were  done 
there  would  be  fresh  Snobs  to  portray.  The  labor  is  endless. 
No  single  man  could  complete  it.  Here  are  but  fifty-two 
bricks  —  and  a  pyramid  to  build.  It  is  best  to  stop.  As  Jones 
always  quits  the  room  as  soon  as  he  has  said  his  good  thing, — 
as  Cincinnatus  and  General  Washington  both  retired  into  pri- 
vate life  in  the  height  of  their  popularity,  —  as  Prince  Albert, 
when  he  laid  the  first  stone  of  the  Exchange,  left  the  brick- 
layers to  complete  that  edifice  and  went  home  to  his  royal  din- 
ner, —  as  the  poet  Bunn  comes  forward  at  the  end  of  the  sea- 
son, and  with  feelings  too  tumultuous  to  describe,  blesses  his 
kyind  friends  over  the  footlights :  so,  friends,  in  the  flush  of 
conquest  and  the  splendor  of  victor}',  amid  the  shouts  and  the 
plaudits  of  a  people  —  triumphant  yet  modest  —  the  Snob  of 
England  bids  ye  farewell. 

But  only  for  a  season.  Not  for  ever.  No,  no.  There  is 
one  celebrated  author  whom  1  admire  very  much  —  who  has 
been  taking  leave  of  the  public  any  time  these  ten  j^ears  in  his 
prefaces,  and  always  comes  back  again  when  everybody  is  glad 
to  see  him.  How  can  he  have  the  heart  to  be  saying  good-by 
so  often  ?  I  believe  that  Bunn  is  affected  when  he  blesses  the 
people.  Parting  is  always  painful.  Even  the  familiar  bore  is 
dear  to  you.  I  should  be  sorry  to  shake  hands  even  with  Jaw- 
kins  for  the  last  time.  I  think  a  well-constituted  convict,  on 
coming  home  from  transportation,  ought  to  be  rather  sad  when 
he  takes  leave  of  Van  Diemen's  Land.  When  the  curtain 
goes  down  on  the  last  night  of  a  pantomime,  poor  old  clown 
must  be  very  dismal,  depend  on  it.  Ha !  with  what  joy  he 
rushes  forward  on  the  evening  of  the  26th  of  December  next, 
and  says  k '  How  are  you  ?  —  Here  we  are  !  "  But  I  am  growing 
too  sentimental :  — to  return  to  the  theme. 

THE    NATIONAL    MIND    IS     AWAKENED      TO     THE     SUBJECT    OF 

SNOBS.  The  word  Snob  has  taken  a  place  in  our  honest  Eng- 
lish vocabulary.  We  can't  define  it,  perhaps.  We  can't  say 
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what  it  is,  anr  more  than  we  ran  d«-tine  wit.  or  humor,  or  hum- 
bug ;    liu:  10  what    ;' 

to  have    the    felicity  to  Ml    •  laMv 

table,    where   poor  old  .Jawkins    w:. 
absurd    pompous    inanii.-r.   I   wroi,-    up.  i 

k>  S  1',.'    and   called    my    \-  •  nti<>n    to   tin-   little 

remark. 

Thai   \«>ini'_'    lady  smile. 1.      She   knew  A  at  OQO»,       H 
straightway  tilled   up   tin-   two  I  (-d    l,\   apo.t 

reset  ye,  and  1  read  in  lu-r  assenting  eye:*  thai 

I    sti<>!>.       You    seldom    fret    them 
word   a-   yet.  it   is   true;    Init  it    is  innni.-. 
.•xpt-es^.on  tlu-ir  little  sinilin^  months  a- 
it  out.      It'  any  yonn^   lady  do-. 

own    room,    look    at    her-elf   >teadily    in    th-  and    My 

"  Snoh."  If  she  tries  thiss'mpl"  cxperitn.-tit .  my  li!V  !'• 
she  will  smile,  and  own  that  the  woixi  becomes  her  m 
ama/in;_!ly.  A  pi'etty  little  round  w«i:d.  ill  ;'  soft 

Hlrr-.  with  u  hiss  at  the  Ix-^imiin^,  ju>t   \  .uant, 

as  it  wei-e. 

.lawkins.    meanwhile,    went    oil    blundering,    and    hra^^ 
and  hoi-iiiL;.  quite  uiiroii.M-imi.sly.      And  so  he  will,  no  duiilit,  go 
on  roaring  and  lu-ayinir  U>   the  end  of  tinu-.  or  at  least  BO  long 
as   people   will  hear  him.       You    cannot   alter    t  .0   of 

men  and   Snoks  1»\   a;,  of  satire  ;  as,  by  laying  ever  so 

many  strip. '>  on   M  dtmki-y's  hack,    \  «>u  can't  turn  him  into  a 

/elu-a. 

r.ut  we  can  warn  the  neighborhood  that  the  person  whom 

they  and   , lawkins   adn,  \\  ;,    apply  the 

Snoh  test  to  him.  and  try  whether  h  i-ited  and 

whether. pompous  and  lacking  humility  —  whether  uuehari: 
and  proud  of  his  narrow  BOUl.  :  -s  he  treat  a  gn-at  man 

—  how  regard  a  small  our?     How  does  he  comport  himself  in 
the  i  •  iliisdr.  and  how  in  that  of  Smith, 

tile  tradesman  • 

And   it    -ems  to  me  that   all   Knglish  SOci  \   l>y 

this  mammoniacal  snpei'-tition  ;  and  tlur  sneaking  and 

Lowing  and  criugiug  ou  the  one  hand,  or  bullying  and  scorning 
on  the  other,  from  the  lowest  to  the  highest.  i'c  speak* 

with  ureat   eireumsp«-ciiou  —  *•  pr<»p»T  pride,"  she  calls  it  —  to 
our  :  the   trad.-Mnan's   lady:    and  she,   I  mean  Mrs. 

Snob--  Kliza  —  would  M  of  her  e}-es  to  go  to  Court, 

us  her  cousin,  ti-.  .  again,  is  a  good 

soul,  bul  it  costs  hi  r  ..  ufcss  that  w% 
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live  in  Upper  Thompson  Street,  Somer's  Town.  And  though  I 
believe  in  her  heart  Mrs.  Whiskerington  is  fonder  of  us  than 
of  her  cousins,  the  Smigsmags,  you  should  hear  how  she 
goes  on  prattling  about  Lady  Smigsmag,  —  and  kt  I  said  to  Sir 
John,  my  dear  John,"  and  about  the  Sinigsmags'  house  and 
parties  in  Hyde  Park  Terrace. 

Lad}'  Smigsmag,  when  she  meets  Eliza,  —  who  is  a  sort  of 
a  kind  of  a  species  of  a  connection  of  the  family,  pokes  out  one 
finger,  which  my  wife  is  at  liberty  to  embrace  in  the  most  cor- 
dial manner  she  can  devise.  But  oh,  }'ou  should  sec  her  l;idv- 
ghip's  behavior  on  her  first-chop  dinner-party  days,  when  Lord 
»nd  Lady^  Longears  come  ! 

I  can  bear  it  no  longer — this  diabolical  invention  of  gentility 
which  kills  natural  kindliness  and  honest  friendship.  Proper 
pride  indeed  !  Rank  and  precedence,  forsooth  !  The  table  of 
ranks  and  degrees  is  a  lie,  and  should  be  flung  into  the  fire. 
Organize  rank  and  precedence  !  that  was  well  for  the  masters 
of  ceremonies  of  former  ages.  Come  forward,  some  great  mar- 
shal, and  organize  Equality  in  societ}',  and  your  rod  shall 
swallow  up  all  the  juggling  old  court  goldsticks.  If  this  is  not 
gospel- truth  —  if  the  world  does  not  tend  to  this  —  if  hereditary  - 
great-man  worship  is  not  a  humbug  and  an  idolatry  —  let  us 
have  the  Stuarts  back  again,  and  crop  the  Free  Press's  ears 
in  the  pillory. 

If  ever  our  cousins,  the  Smigsmags,  asked  me  to  meet  Lord 
Longears,  I  would  like  to  take  an  opportunit}'  after  dinner  and 
say,  in  the  most  good-natured  way  in  the  world :  —  Sir,  For- 
tune makes  you  a  present  of  a  number  of  thousand  pounds 
every  year.  The  ineffable  wisdom  of  our  ancestors  has  placed 
you  as  a  chief  and  hereditary  legislator  over  me.  Our  admi- 
rable Constitution  (the  pride  of  Britons  and  envy  of  surround- 
ing nations)  obliges  me  to  receive  you  as  my  senator,  superior, 
and  guardian.  Your  eldest  son,  Fitz-Heehaw,  is  sure  of  a 
place  in  Parliament;  your  younger  sons,  the  De  Brays,  will 
kindly  condescend  to  be  post-captains  and  lieutenant-colonels, 
and  to  represent  us  in  foreign  courts  or  to  take  a  good  living 
when  it  falls  convenient.  These  prizes  our  admirable  Consti- 
tution (the  pride  and  envy  of,  &c.)  pronounces  to  be  your  due  : 
without  count  of  your  dulness,  your  vices,  your  selfishness  ;  or 
your  entire  incapacity  and  folly.  Dull  as  you  may  be  (and  we 
have  as  good  a  right  to  assume  that  my  lord  is  an  ass,  as  the 
other  proposition,  that  he  is  an  enlightened  patriot)  ;  —  dull,  1 
say,  as  you  may  be,  no  one  will  accuse  you  of  such  monstrous 
folly,  as  to  suppose  that  3*ou  are  indifferent  to  the  good  luck 
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which   you   possess,  or    have    any  inclination    to   pr\rt    with    it 
No        and      patriot  an-,  under    happ 

Smitli  and  I.  I  have   no  doubt.  |  itiko  our-.  1\. •-.  « 

.stand  liy  our  order. 

\V.-   would    suhinit    px'd-naturedly  to    sit    in    a    hi'jh    place. 
We  \\ould  aeouiesce  in   that    admira  '.tution  (, 

envy  of*.  \r.)  \\hirh  made  11-  chiefs  and  the  world  < 
we   would   not    cavil    particularly   at    that    notion   of   : 
superiority  which   brought   so    many  simple  prop!.  i<r  fa 

our  knees.     May  be  we  \\ould  rally  round  t!  Laws;  we 

would    make   a   stand    anain-t    •  MI  Kill  : 

rather  than  repeal    the   Acts  against    (  atlp.li   -  :md  iMsscnters; 
we  would,  liy  our  nolde  system  of  i  !.i---leui^lation,  bring 
land  to  iN  pi'escnt  admirable  condition. 

I'.iit    Smith    and    I    :uv   not   Mlk  M  yet      Wed.. n't  1>elieve 
that   it    is  for  the  interest  of  Smith's  army  Uint  young  I)c  I 
should  U>  a  Colonel  at  five-and-twenty,  —  of  smith's  diplo: 
relations  that   Lord  Longears  should  go  Ambassador  to  < 
stantinople,  —  of  our  politics,  that  Longears  should  put  his 
hereditary  loot  into  th 

This  bowing  and  crin^ini:   SmilM   !>.  1'h-vos  to  be  the  act  of 
Snobs:  and  he  will  do  all  in  his  n,  main  to  be  a  SIM  >!• 

and  to  submit  to  Snobs  no  lonffer.  To  Longears  he  says. 
••  We  can't  help  seeing,  Longears,  that  we  arc  as  good  as 
We  run  spi-11  even  better;  we  can  think  quite  ag  rightly;  we 
will  not  have  you  for  our  master,  or  black  your  shoes  any 
more.  Your  footmen  do  it,  hut  they  arc  paid;  and  the  fellow 
who  comes  to  get  a  list  of  the  company  when  you  pv««  a  ban- 
,jiiet  or  a  dancing  breakfast  at  L«  i 

from  the  newspapers  for  performing  that  sei  \ ;          1- 
thank  you  for  nothing,  Longears  m\  i  IT€  d.-n't  -,\M»  to 

pay  you  any  more  than  we  owe.  We  will  take  off  our  halt 
u>  Wellington  because  he  is  Wellington;  but  to  you  —  wh< 
arc  you?" 

I  am  sick  of  Court  Ci'rcitlar$.     I  loathe  /mutton  intdlL 
I  believe  such  words  as  Fashionable.  1  .storratic, 

and  the  like,  to  be  wicked,  nn-'hriMian  cpitl  ought  to 

be  banished  from    honest    vocabulai  t  system 

sends  men  of  genius  t«»  tlje  second  table,  I  hold  to  IK-  a  S 

•cicty  that  sets  up  to  be  jiolitc.  and  ignores  Arts 
and  Letters.  I  hold  to  be  a  Snobbish  socirty.  You,  who  despise 
vour  neighbor.  'i'get  j-our  owi-i 

meanly  to  follow  alter  thos,'-  of  a  hi -her  degree,  are  a  Snob; 
you,  who  are  ashamed  of  |XM  y,  and  blush  for  your 


430  THE  BOOK   OF   SNOBfc. 

calling,  are  a  Snob ;  as  are  you  who  boast  of  your  pedigree, 
or  are  proud  of  your  wealth. 

To  laugh  at  su"h  is  Mr.  Punch's  business.  May  ho  laugh 
honcstl}*,  hit  no  fo«i  blow,  and  tell  the  truth  when  at  his  very 
broadest  grin  —  never  forgetting  that  if  Fun  is  good,  Truth  is 
•till  better,  and  Love  best  of  all. 


